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Li said the Great Philosopher, Poet, and Politician of the Age, addressing his Visitors, as the fire shot up on the 
Christmas hearth into a cheery blaze, “I’m delighted to see you—delighted. And how well you are all looking! 
Positively flourishing ! ” 

“Not more flourishing than yourself,” rejoined the three, in the same breath, with a most gracious bow. 

The Sage smiled benignly. Then he turned his eye on the Griffin, who was warming himself on the rug. 

“ And who brought in this ?’”’ he asked, surveying the peculiar creature with puzzled interest. 

The three Visitors looked inquiringly at each other. 

“ T took it,” said the Earl, after a short pause, “ for a new species of domestic cat, introduced, so I had imagined, by 
my enterprising and enthusiastic friend here, as the latest surprise for us from Eastern Europe.” He gave a courteous 
inclination of his head in the direction of the Premier as he spoke. 

“No, no!” rejoined the Premrer, holding out his hand deprecatingly, “1 cannot claim the honour. Though,” he 
continued, “ had I the leisure, I have no ‘doubt but that I should find a study of the extinct fauna of the Slavonic, or even 
of the Semitic principalities, a highly interesting and remunerative labour.” 

“ Quite so,” rejoined the Sage, with tact, nodding approvingly. ‘ Yet extinction presupposes existence. Now, here 
we have, I fancy, the product of grotesque fiction. A regular jumble of head and tail; eh, my Lord?” 

The Earl smiled subacidly, and shpok his head. “ Your philosophic noveliet, Mr. Puxcu,” he rejoined, “ deals only 
with fact. Fiction is the heritage of the Poet. I disclaim the brute; but why shouldn't he belong to the Laureate ?” 

There was a laugh, in which the Griffin seemed inclined to join; but Tony kept his eye on him in a business-like 
manner, and he looked serious. 

“ He has been a good deal out in the cold lately,” whispered the Discreet Dog. 

Very well then,” replied the August Master of the House. “Let him stay there. We'll warm him! And now, 
My Lord and Gentlemen,” he continued, courteously handing round a box of his own Magnanimos, “ Let's have a look at the 
presents.” 

There was a pleasant rustling of silver paper, and the Christmas gifts were disclosed. 

“ Place aux Pairs!” cried the Sage. “ We'll take you, My Lord, first. What has my Indefatigable Earl provided 
for me?” 

“ An extremely reedable novel in three volumes,” was the complacent reply; “ and allow me, Ma. Puxon, to enjoy 
the notable privilege of presenting you with them all.” 

The Distinguished Author handed over his work. ‘ You must regard the spirit of the giver, not the value of the gift,” 
he said with prudent politeness. ‘“ Indeed, I am informed that, at the present moment, the whole thing is to be purchased | 
throughout the length and breadth of the United States of America, for as small a sum as fifteen cents.” 
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“ Griffin's valuation,” growled the peculiar animal on the hearthrug. 

“ You don't say so!” replied the Sage, calculating. ‘“ Threes into fifteen—why, bless me—that’s two pence half- 
penny a volume! What a coincidence!” 

The Laureate stepped forwards. “ Ballads and other Poems,” he said, disclosing the familiar green cloth binding, 
“ jast a few; and, no doubt you will have seen most of them before.” 

“ And none the less welcome on that account,” rejoined the Sage brightly ; and then, as if an afterthought had occurred 
to him, he added, “‘ No Stage-plays among ‘em, I hope ?” 


The Poet hesitated and coloured. “No, not among those,” he said. “ But—I have something in hand,” he | 


continued, dropping his voice with confidential modesty. 

“ So I heard,” responded the Sage. “ And if you ‘ll follow my advice, you 11 stick to-—— 

** But there!—I won’t say anything ; 
I’ll only hope a let will fall 
At last—somehow—to every stall, 
And all the business take a spring !”’ 

He shook the Ambitious Minstrel kindly by the hand; and then he turned to the Pexwter. “ And now, what have 
you got for me?” he asked, with evident interest. 

The distinguished Statesman drew a roll of foolseap from his pocket. “ This is the draft of our great Irish Measure,” 
he said. “ Shall I read it to you ? ” 

He began to unfasten it. There was an uncomfortable look on the face of everyone. Even the Griffin winced. The 
Diplomatic Sage interposed. 

“ Shan’t we have enough of politics the week after next?” he suggested, with a dignified wink. 

“ Well then, I might read a portion perbaps ?” continued the Premirs, still inspecting the string. 

“ What! and give us a half measure? That'll never do!” said the Earl. 

“It's an excellent document,” continued the Premier. 

‘I'm quite sure of that,” answered the Sege. “But,” he added, reflectively, “ anyhow, suppose we keep it for the 
Sixth?” As he spoke, he approached a jewelled bureau of remarkable workmanship. 

“ Very well; for the Sixth!” echoed the Premier, refastening his papers. “The date on which we shall meet our 
frier is!” 


“ And our enem'‘es!”’ threw in the Earl. 


““Ccme, come, Gentlemen !” cried the Sage, who had taken from the jewelled bureau some costly article that he was | 


endeavouring to conceal. “Come, come! We 're all friends here. And this is Christmas-time. So now prepare yourselves ; 
for you haven't yet had my present. I ‘ve something for you, the very sight of which will make you give three cheers on the 
spot, end shake hands all round. Now then!” 

There was a moment of intense excitement. And then with a nimble leap, Mr. Puncu sprang on to the table, and, 
standing on one leg, held out his gift. 

“ Take it!” he said. “It is 


Volume Sebenty-Aine! 
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TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW. 
(Educational Tragedy—in active rehearsal.) 
ACT I. 


nO, British Domestic Hearth, on the first day of the Midsum- 

#. Fond and Proud Father and Sensible and 

Ambitions other discovered inspecting half-yearly School report 
with rapture. 

Fond and Proud Father (referring to list). See, my dear, this is 
indeed gratifying. Our SopHontsns is doing us credit at last ! 
Here she is first in E en the App Higher ce 
== teen ea 


that her 


oe Art Cheater mistry, Jerman *hiphl 
otpentiel. She is a a > Sins, and a igh 
handsomely. She woh pores | it. 
Sensible and A other (aking it), . Yes, I see, ApoLPuus, 
that she ane ee ‘his -_ >= which may be 


ayt metaphysical instruction seems 


weak. Think shat will reflect on both of us if, 


when she goes into Wy yt she shows her ignorance 
of the very first es of A icism! I must write to the 
cipal about as to beginning Counter-point and 


Arabic. But here she is. 


Enter Alarming Prodigy, giib/ i ae nee 
literature, i ‘| 


Alarming Pr . Here are the Prizes—nine. And if I could 
only have got some Awd Lt and have got to 
work every half-past three instead of -past four, I 


every morning 

would have got five more. I will, next term. 

Fond and Proud Father x (caroeet her). Brave and sensible girl! 
Remember, my poppet, that is done without effort. It is 
the early worm who—meets the early bird—or rather, it is the easly 
bird who eats the early worm. But both bird and worm do we 
get up early. 

Pog e Prodi 
early, ody to 
hour after 


Sensible and “Ambitious Mother. And an excellent time for really 
good head-work. You cannot do too much, my child, at the present 


+ om Papa dear; but I will not only get u 
I'm caret con cual ub on catea bat 
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; moment. This is the par time. A little extra labour now, ana i in 
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after-life you will find—— Dear me! what’s the matter with the 
child? [Alarming Prodigy turns ante and reels giddily to a —. 
Alarming Prodigy (faintl y). Oh! it’s nothing, other ! 
ueer sort of feeling in my sometimes. ad it once * 
istmas ; and—— 
Sensible and Ambitious Mother. I remember! My dear, the fact 
is, you’re much better at school! 
dand Proud Father (jocosely). Much! And now let us hear 
our fe oppet’ s holiday task ! 
ucational conversation continues cheerfully (with the aid of 
sal volatile), as Curtain descends, 


ACT II. 


But, no. Mr. Punch will stop here. A young girl of eighteen, 
Y | broken in health, with all her powers impaired for life, dragging out 
a weary existence in an invalid’s room, is sad material to work with. 
And such as it is—and it is very sad indeed—he prefers leaving it to 
the imagination of the many Fathers and Mothers in England, 
whom, according to a recent correspondence, it appears just now 
very seriously to concern. 








Sally on Sally. 


Sarp ’Anny—the Cad went to see Satty B., 

And was watching her serpentine curves from the Gallery— 
** There’s some row "bout her ‘ screw,’ but, as fur as J see, 

She is all screw herself, or at least she ‘s all Sal-awry !” 
Cue Cnantte, ‘ Not bad ; but I ain’t to be done ; 

When # pal 's on the joke, I must be in the rally. 

To ’ang round 8, B. the Nobs find sech prime fun, 

That I think we may say the new Swell game’s ‘ Haunt Sally’! ” 





The Sunday School Centenary. 


We all know the questionable pore that Reformed Rakes 
make the best husbands. Goin Going back a century, and looking at 
what our street-Arabs were a hundred years ago, and what they are 


now—though still bad enough Heaven and the other place both 
know—in one case at least we feel that ‘‘ Rarxes’ Reformation ”’ 
has been the best husbandry. 








VOL. LXXIX. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 





IR‘SH * COAPEPSATI PNG 
. BAUAYCE “4 z 





Frivay, June 25 (Lords), — Lord 
Hoventon moved the Secon Roding 


CHAMP moved its rejection. Thereon 
ensued - / debate ; m..%. usual 
arguments pro— usual t con, 
Lost by 101 to 90; the Prince of WALEs, 
the Duke of Eprvsvren, and the Duke 
of Connavent voting in the rational 
minority ; Lord GRanvILte also stand- 
ing content on the side of reason and 
natural right. 

Commons (Morning).—Mr. Forster 
—not Mr. Parweit—moved reading 
of the Com tion for Disturbance 
(Ireland) Bil ; designed, not as a mea- 
sure for the indemnification of the 
victims of Irish outrage, but for the 
compensation of tenants disturbed in 
their holdings by landlords taking law- 
ful means to obtain rent. Rejection of 
this os of Tenant (irish) Right 
moved by Mr. Cuarriin. Debate ad- 
Jo Ueening.) Mr. § son moved ‘SA 

ing.)—Mr. StEvENSON moved a &o k e 
Resolution in favour of the total—tee- ) pe: + See ae 


total—closing of publichouses on Sun- 
days—seconded by Mr. Bretey. The 
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mover of this proposal is reputed a Liberal; the seconder a 
Conservative; he ought to be something more—a representative 
of the hierarchy and the ’squirearchy, and an extreme Sab- 
batarian to boot. Amendment in slight mitigation of absolute 
Sabbatarianism moved by Mr. Pease; publichouses to “‘ be open for 
a certain time on Sundays for the sale of beer to be consumed off the 
premises, with special regulations for the metropolis.” This modifi- 
cation of a menace to pr »hibit the sale of food and drink by shutting 
up restaurants and refreshments altogether, was to without a 
division! But not without remark. Sir Wret1am Harcourt pointed 
out that it was totally opposed to the Local Option Resolution carried 
the other evening. 

It threatens to close all manner of publichouses without the 
allowance of any Option whatever. 

Sir Ricnarp Cross thought it was impossible to legislate in 
advance of public opinion, and it would be impossible to enforce 
such a measure if passed to-morrow. ‘“ Certainly in the Metropolis 
no Secretary of State could be for the peace if the 
publichouses were closed throughout Sanday.” 

Take care, Sabbatarians. Tee draw it mild. Paternal 
legislators, forbear ! 

As yet, the comfort, enjoyment, and accommodation of the 
lodger, and the wayfarer on Sunday, remain =~ by nothi 
worse than a puritanical abstract Resolution. last House 
Commons was called a Publican’s Parliament. Which is the better, 
a Publican’s or a Puritan’s Parliament ? 


Monday (Lords).—Some Bills havi been advanced a 
Lord Sypwey brought down the Quexzn’s reply to the 
their Lordships’ House praying for the omission of the fourth 
schedule from the new Education Code. It iously promised 
that oe matter should be carefully considered fF the Committee of 
Council. 

(Commons.)—Questions over, Mr. GLADSTONE gave notice that he 
would on Thursday move a Resolution declaring that every person 
returned as a Member of the House of Commons who may claim to 
be a person for the time being by law permitted to make a solemn 











affirmation instead of taking an oath, shall henceforth—notwith- 
standing so much of the Resolution adopted by the House on June 22 
as related to affirmation—be permitted without question to make and 
subscribe a solemn affirmation in the form prescribed by the Parlia- 
mentary Oaths Act of 1866, as amended by the Promissory Oaths 
Act of 1868, subject to any liability ps statute. He would also 
move to make that a Standing Order. This statement was so satis- 
factory to Mr. Lanovcuere, that he forthwith announced that he 
would withdraw his own Resolution inviting the House to eat its 
recent anti-Bradlaugh vote. 

In answer to Messrs. Samvetson and Broapuurst, Mr. Mon- 
DELLA declared that there was no intention to cut down the standard 
of elementary education. A few hours previously, Lord Sypyey, in 

er Place, had made an announcement, which see above. ] 
the matter in question been carefully considered by the Committee 
of Council in the meanwhile ? i 

The House went into Committee of Supply on the Naval Esti- 

mates, despatched details, and adjourned. 


(Lords).—Royal Assent given by Commission to divers 
Bills, sundry others advanced a stage. Lord BeavcHamp, 
Chairman of the Select Committee on Reporting in their Lord- 
ships’ House, called attention to the report thereon. The reporting 
was i . Why? First, noble Lords did not always 
Fo out. Next, very often, whilst a noble Lord was addressing 
House, there were several other noble Lords talking to one 
“ona oble Lord so far forgetting himself! It i h 
any noble Lord so far fo ting himself ! is enoug 

to make anybody quote Smaxspearg, and cry with Wolsey— 


“Tf I blush, 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners.” 


Lastly, Lord Beavcuame said the acoustic properties of the House 
were defective. To remedy these defects, he proposed three Resolu- 
tions; two (the second and third) providing improved accommoda- 
tion for reporters ; the other (the first), with a view to make noble 
Lords, in speaking, face the reporters’ gallery, going to the tremen- 








THE ACADEMY SOIREE. 
( Wednesday, June $0.) 







there, with 


the or 


ittle Jack Horner— 
assembly, he had been 


but they meant well, and all wished him success. 


All the Gods and Goddesses, 
And oh, such skirts and bodices ! 


Apollo, in full uniform, conducted 
chestra. 


Representative. Surrounded by a prying 
and inquisitive crowd, we re our 
feelings, and dissembled with common- 
om places. But ah! there are moments,—and 
EBTAINLY a brilliant | this was one of them! ; 
! All the} Ganymedes in white ties handed ices, 
and all| strawberries, and lemonade; and Hebe in 
young ones.|the corner washed the plates. Mercury 
Literature, Music,| was the chief of the Detective Force on 
the Drama, and| duty, so the coats and hats and umbrellas 
Mile, Sana Benw-| were safe. 
HAkDT, all -| A ular demonstration was prepared 
cently mted. |for Your Representative on quitting the 
_The esiaeas, | Academy, which, however, he modestly 
Sir Faepexicx the avoided by pretending to be sommshody St, 
Great, receiving | having previously ordered the splendidly- 
Your Representa- | liveried servants not to touch their hats on 
tive, amid the seeing him. It was not until alate hour 
hushed silence of | or rather an early one, that the last man of 
the assembled | the crowd outside dispersed himself, and 
was 4) this only on the positive assurance of In- 





ong, 

touching sight. A hundred Artists | spector Smucerns that Your Representative 

seized on the subject for an historical had long since quitted the halls of dazzling 

picture. In future years old men will | light. 

tell it to their grandchildren, who 

won't believe them 
The Muses and Graces were all | success! and so said all of Us. 


The beauty was éblouissante, ravissante, 
\. and the costumes pyramidales! A great 








Physic and French. 


Berrons who “speak French like a 
native ’’—of this Island—are advised to be 
careful how they pun upon the name of 


Otympas Mourt is a pleasant place, the French Ambassador, M. CHALLEMEL- 
An me Any were We ; Lacovr. Whether or no it is right in the 
og Dry & grace present day to call the French our “ mercu- 
°Was chaning k Vy wea rial neighbours,” they cannot with any 


propriety whatever be said to be diplo- 


whose band discoursed sweet music. Among the| matically represented at the British Court 
ests seuteatetoany eating an ice in a corner, was | by calomel. 
mean Mr. Josepn Harrow, 

from the fatigues of the previous evening 

at Steinway Hall, where, to i 





A MOVE FOR THE MISSIONARIES. 
Wuirner are the Jesuits expelled the 


a and brilliant 
and reading capitally 


too—his dramatic novel, as a rehearsal for his American | other day from the Rue de Sévres to go? 
tour. Everyone was most anxious to know when he was going,—which did not sound kind, | The Voltairian members 


of the French 
Government will perhaps reply, ‘* From 





Another subject for the historical painter was the meeting between Mlle. Sana and Your' Sévres to China.” 
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that, from the week the 5th of July, 
at the north end of the so that the Lonp 


is wild, fearful, 
vy hem and, the 
mBhunt the Woolsack! Had the 


enormity 
moment, there would have been an end of everything. Treat the Woolsack as 


ape [oy agreed to without a division, and their 
ui! were wi a 
Lanties eee eNownet. 

ee nares © ORTHCOTE gave notice of moving, os on Amendment to 
GLapstowk’s Motion on the Bradlaugh mess, a counter- Resolution 
tes Bes ines eh cmcake fall te htc cee 
declaration of non aye og Qe 

he SPEAKER, as a point of 

order, whether, as virtually raising a question which the House has y 


Bill and by-and-b adjourned again ; si at 
nine when Me. D. O'Corog beptaning te talk about the distrenchisement- of 
Sligo, Te Hout wat counted oi et mint tne 

We = ouse resolved itself into a sort of ti 
Risteddfodd, “is, Romans moved the Sale of Io gone ates 
(Wee Bill for bey CR the publichouses on Sunday throughout the 


rincipality. ject, look you. 

If, said the Member for in the debate of last Friday, 
had promised a Sunday Posing Bill for Engl ‘onl Wales, he would not 
have pressed his own. There was a a a 
Weige Sees Gane pepienoue <0 Be 

That is to say, the Cymry desire to @ week deprived of their erw 

Mr. Wanzron, in the rejection of of the Bill, very natural! asked —“ If 
the working classes of Wales were so anxious not to visit publichouses on 


Sunday, why did do it?” The ble 3 indeed 
sje tha they | sae Staats ked ont 

r. remar. was 
tors that it would not do to go ot the Paes 
had ethe pe rm the measure 


promised on 
before the House would interfere. There was a Welsh consensus in favour of 
that measure ee oe mee ae Oe ee He couldn’t support the Bill, and 
wouldn’t oppose it. 
Amendment samative Welsh Sabbatarian Bill read a Second Time. If 
publichouses are to be closed throughout Sunday in Wales, surely dairies will be 
allowed to remain oe oor little wee maw eh lone be enabled to 


quench his thirst is good for babes. 

Mr. Lox pul hi our into" Land Legislation by moving the Second 
Reading of his Fixity of Tenure Bill, which of course brought him into a fix with 
Mr. Forsten, who, as might have been expected, previous question— 


a Resolution to rescind an Order of their 

t moved by Lord Repespatz, and, after 
a lon ussion, the Mar Motion rejected. “ All that ’s spoke is marr’d.” 

‘ommons.)— stage, we may , of the ae bore. After 

prelimi business, of small account, r. SP y to Mr. Goxsr, 

tial , Guamponate Resolu- 

tion and Mr, Lasoucnene’s, and that the former could ‘therefore be moved, in 


order. 
Mr. GLADSTONE move his Resolu’ rescin: th 

Kition Resolution w! ch excluded. Mr. ~ $f Buapiavon ea ins bi 
especial urged necessi e House an 

clstaining tie police, The decency rok the House had had been maintained by 

Mr. BrapLaven being a Motion as this would be made ; 


saat coe 
Any gt Pe a, Dt ed; 


In point of if the House did not accede to the Motion, its digni d 
“pot seer BraDLAven. oxi 


. Thursda Lords) <—Lord Gattoway again brought the subject of the Mar 


Partly im this consideration, but rather, of L one, with 
a sense of aon nea ot out of an untenable position, the House, in 
spite of leds aaaiies from Sir 8. i peaeanees and Sir R. Cross, and impas- 
sioned from Mr. SuLiivaw and other Roman Catholic Members, finally 


ado Mr. GLADsTONE’s peviods dai and by a ym! of 303 to 249 con- 

mg amid much cheering from the Ministe- 
Hen ao, Bae see sonst aie og Be by Mr. ce yey bes a 
ve ex RADLAUGH having agreed on tion 0: 
Mr. Giapstone to make the mt of which Mr. oral was the hen, 
and has thus become master of the situation, a standing order, adjourned. 





STATE OF THE TIDE. 


“Sir Sipney Vatener, the for Gravesend, was yesterday 


COMMON SENSE VICTORIOUS. 
“ Short dresses are now good form in the ball-room.”’ 


ALL hail, Good Sense! 
Fair Reason hail ! 
Hail, F ashion’s 
slaves, set 


From gallin bond 
of skirt and tai ; 


To revel in sweet 
liberty ! 

T *ve born 
he felt wile 


That Fashion weaves 

wet goer sare, 
Who, hampered wit 

her monstrous coils, 

Has battled on, dis- 
traught but brave. 


So, when her tyrant 
edict bound 
A frightful cage 


about our kin, 
We've uttered no 





wathed and each pient frame, 
And tacked to Nature’s perfect mould 
An irksome tail to trip and lame— 
E’en then we’ve smiled a patient smile, 
And wondered at such needless pains ; 
Still nena wary watch the while, 
t, stumbling, we might curse their trains. 


their partners 
wroth. 


And now that trail- 
ing trains are 

‘ out,” 
Send paint and 
powder, |, pointed 


With all their ¥& 
ghastly, 7 
ew ! 





For modest grace 
beats —- sart, 
your own forms are quite enough, 
M {dears to break your Punch hear 
ithout all this pernicious stuff. 


io, whee the future ages scan 
rey al of Fashion’s ay ham 
4 this yeas eons 
sound Common Sense 





Easily Guessed. 

In a new weekly periodical, the Pen, in a notice of 
SAMUEL SMILEs, it 1a stated that some *! his books have 
been translated 


into every European except 
oe. It . not surprise anyone fe to os the solitary 
"the works of the Author of 





Liberal Candidate 
returned py © majesty of 0 220 over Sir Rouunt Pexu.”’ 
Ir is low with the Tories just now, at Gravesend. 





Self thelp  Mielp ant Theft yh sonst to be found, is the—Turkish. 
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** Ane you astezr, Dearest!” 


TRULY CONSCIENTIOUS. 


“Yee, Mamma, axp THe DocroR PARTICULARLY SAID TEAT I NEEDN'T BE WAKED TO TAKE MY Mepicrne.” 


a 
ON, Me ayy i, 
ene /17/h) | 


[ Snores. 











FLORA AND FASHION. 
By an Old-Fashioned Flower-Worshipping Philistine. 
“ Flowers are fashionable just now.””— Daily News. 


Just now! Smart Scribe, and were they not so ever 
Since the first rose-leaves fell on the first river, 

In distant Aidenn ? 
Enough to put a Poet in a i 


To think of Flora as a to Fashion, 
July is with ua; her przen lap full laden 
July is with us. green 

With old- flowers 


(A little colour-dimmed by drenching showers), 

And, though esthetic prigs turn up their noses 

At things s0 common as Cabbage roses, 
Larkspurs, and Lilies, 

Thank Heaven, we’re not yet swayed by sumphs and sillies, 

And their vague talk of amaranth, rue, and moly, 
So wholly 

That we ’re too proud to take a simple pleasure 

In the old cottage garden’s common treasure. 

Flowers fashionable now? Ah! very probable. 

Flora is much beholden to Le Follet : 

And yet ’tis rather jolly 

To think her ancient treasuries are not robbable, 

That Fashion, smile or frown she on the flowers, 

Can’t change the cut or trim in fields and bowers ; 

Or rule fair May as she hath ruled Mayfair, 

The rose’s petal petticoats make spare, 
As eel-skin dresses, 

Or puff the lily-skirts with crinoline, 

Of dim to dingy bronze the grass’s green, 

Or geometricise the honeysuckle. 

; Wherefore one blesses 

The kindly fates that, though Society truckle 

To the queer whims of modish mutability, 

Nature knows nothing of such poor sarvility. 





None of the parrot-clique’s esthetic crazes 
Affect the secular buttercups and daisies ; 
The ecstasy of the Intense that fills 
Dolldom’s weak heart moves not the daffodils ; 
No High Art prank 
Will make the violet pallid, gawky, lank. 
Tis doubtless trae,—teste the smart Scribe’s comment, 
That, for the moment, 
Fashion for Flora feigns a passing passion 
But Flora follows not the lead of Fashion ! 








Good Omen, 


Tae telegrams announced last week that, on the KHEDIVE’s 
affairs— 


“ The British Government has notified its acquiescence in the appointment 
of Mr. ALonzo Money as English Member of the Caisse of Public Debt.”’ 


This is a good omen ‘for the Kueprve. A first instalment of 
English Money. There’s only one difficulty, this Money can’t be 
changed without the consent of the British Government, and when 
— this Money will be lost. wy cas was ag cag Pg 

that, on being asked whether he would accept the post, Mr. 
MoneYy Sled, Rend, aye Ready!”—an excellent motto for 
Money generally. 





A Vulgar Error. 


Tux institution of Sunday Schools having attained to its hundredth 
year, and been therefore celebrated, and had its celebration reported, 
as that of the “‘ Sunday School Centenary ’—this last word not being 
understanded of the le as generally as their friends would 
—has greatly paw d se 4 some persons phonetically but perversely 
—— as to spelling, accustomed to drop their aitches, and not 
we . i iology. pao with = 4 Pay, = — 
vated minds, they go about asking whether tenary 
Sunday Schools is meant their Founder; and Hf he was a Saint, 
whom, meaning to name St. Henry, they call St. Every. 
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‘ RECTIFICATION !” 


Barrannta (Dressmaker to Miss Hettas). “* NOW WE’VE LET IT OUT FOR YOU, YOU ’LL BE 
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LAW IN THE PADDYLAND OF THE FUTURE. 
(From Mr. Punch’s Prophetic Reporter.) 
The Seat of War, August, 188—. 





r. O’Paynovent 
| and The RagsanDTaTrEeRsoon 
have at last’ commenced in 
earnest. The latter is theore- 
tically the aggressor 
the former seems to 
in rather an overbearing man- 
ner. The story of the dispute 
out of which the p 
have grown is briefly as f 


A short time since The Rag- 
SANDTATTERSOON (who is 
dilandlord to Mr. O’Pay- 


tenant to ask for his rent, 
which had been overdue for 


-for,not to say super- 
fluous, an action natural] 
provoked the greatest indig- 


received with howls of the 
most vigorous execration. Had 
not the occasion been one of 
a purely peaceable character 
(a meeting of Mr. O’Pay- 
y to celebrate;the birthday of one of their number), 
it is more than probable that;The RagsanptaTreRsoow might have 
i as, he was forcibly ejected 
siaipd ith, empty chemoepes bellies 

was with empty cham es 

his tenant’s costly flower-garden on his way 
(not unnaturally) by the rather inhospitable 
manner in which he had been received, The R. 
isti himself in the wro 
in the character of a 


NouGuHT’s famil 


: one sro Nocstenens. As it w 
d furthermore 





home. Provok 
AGSANDTATTERSOON 
icking a valued friend of 
hly respected pig. This 
a luscious mess 
maraschino jelly swimming in a 
in more senses 
is said by some that 
TTERSOON did not see the intelli- 
and that the insult offered to him consequently was 
by the O’Parwoveuts, who 
short of an infringement of the 
e@ RAGSANDTATTERSOON wished 


Mr. O'PArNovent 


a ee ae 
dish of strawberries and 
luckless landlord fell wu 
hurry of his flight The Ragsanpra 


accidental. This is stoutly denied 
that the assault was no 
Sgut kh Geet te tie Giant aeaeen a 
ej using violence pet pig. Acting upon 
is construction O’ParnovuGcaT commenced 
against , and the matter had to be 
by the Judge of the local County Court. 
day of trial, The RaasanpTaTrERsoon 
a member of the Society of Friends) presented 
, and on his knees entreated his 
He repeated over and em again that 


outcome of the contest. Mr. Justice 0’ Wuisxy (who 
moved almost to tears b 


EF 


of the pesocsding, Mr. 


Early in the morning of 
(who happens to be 
himself before the J 


> 


suitor’s generosity) 
itself, by means of sandbags and 


ve the 0’Parnovenr family ap-|i 
. The Clerks of the County 
immediatel 


y 
inti commence the action. 
in the law engaged by Mr. 0’Parnovent, wear- 








Mr. O’Payrnovenr’s attack upon the ly fortified Court- 
House was of a most determined character. usands of bullets, 
stones, and other missiles were expended in the advance ; and, after 
an hour’s desperate fighting, the position was turned, with the com- 
paratively small loss of one maiden aunt killed and two first cousins 
twice removed slightly wounded. The shouts of triumph were soon 
exchanged, however, for howls of disappointment when it was dis- 
ces 1 eonpeen, eal’ ap Ga Eline ot De ee 

ore i , and was out in a scien y 
defended la and wash-house. 

This despatch leaves the Judge the master of the situation. 


A week later. 
His Honour for the last seven days has been un: ing all the 
horrors of a siege. The ou is , and yy have 
been completely cut off. The garrison are known to be living on old 
summonses. His Honour is expected to revise his decision before 
his appointment is rendered vacant by a death from hunger. 


Latest. 

The Family have conquered! The decision Aas been revised, and 
Mr. ad ee is at this moment saending a a a ones 
a grand al fresco féte, race mi % regatta in cele n of his 
victory. In the fulness of py te the triumphant tenant has 
invited the defeated landlord to be present at the rejoicings. The 
RAGSANDTATTERSOON, however, has been unable to accept the kind 
invitation, because he has had LT ered appointment elsewhere—in 
point of fact, in the Court of ptey ! 





WHAT WE MAY COME TO. 


MepDLE with the Woolsack, and with alarming rapidity the count 
would see changes of the most revolutionary character introduce 
into both Houses of Parliament! Are we aoe to stand by and 
calmly witness such ing innovations e Constitution as are 
we date . oathetie callie, are gortai yx 

warn an 4 » are me 
afb msg if the Woolsack is moved | but a handsbreadth from its 
present time-honoured position ? 
Sranpine Oapers (Furvre.) 


The Lord Chancellor and the Speaker to be at liberty during the hot 
weather to preside over the deliberations of Parliament without a wig. 
oe Mace may be lent for exhibition to the South Kensington 


useum, 
Any Member preferring to attend the sittings of Parliament during 
the months of June, July, and August, in his shirt-sleeves, may have 
leave to do so, provided when he rises to address the House, he 
resume the formality of a coat. 

Black Rod and ft empowered to wear any light 
summer costume the 


y please. 
ee (cigars and cigarettes only) allowed on the benches after 


night. 
There will be no interference with the occupants of the Strangers’ 
Gallery, if they choose to express their eee A cheering, 

ping their or stamping with r ut previous 
ae must be given of an intention to hiss or hoot. 

A Member may secure a seat for the whole evening by depositing 
upon it, at any time after 10 a.m., his hat, stick, umbrella, gloves, 
Satan njoctacl-case, one allag tell dempeek eee 

corner or any of his 
own or his wife’s relations. 7 
During the summer months the Woolsack and the Chair to be 
covered with a cool chintz or cretonne. 
Members may play at chess, draughts, dominoes, or any other 


” | quiet game, but not at yethommeen, 00 account of the interruption 
which would be caused by rattling dice, 
The Bishops may appear in their robes or at their option. 
When the now worn by the Clerks at the Table are worn 





; Overheard at Lord’s. 
First Swell, Haw—Srext bowled well, but didn’t much swell the 
score. 
Srupp brothers, though, were to the fore. 


The two 
Second Swell. Ya-as! Not surprised they bore the battle’s brunt ; 
For Stud(d)s are mostly —haw. in the front ! 






















Soins. 
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THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Author of “‘ The Chronicles o ter man, ” “ Beerjester Brewers,” “‘ The Half- 
way House at Aleinton,” “ Thorley Farm for Cattle,” a Parsonage,” 
Diamonds?” ay og ip? The Way W ‘Dye Now,” "Fishy Fin” 

nw ‘air. nw ay ’ ow o ” 
Thorne and David Ji “Star and and G 


“ Fishyas Wilduz,” “ Dr. , 
Richmond,” Rachel Hooray!” “ The Jellies ot daly “ 
‘oberts,”’ “ Lat ee Pye ” 4 Tails of 
“Otay “ Mary ar oe of Puuieheer “ Me 
B wea, i Cont ps Forget Her?” “ He Knew He 


Write,” &c., &c. 
CHAPTER VI. 
Two Dazep rox Town. 


SIMPLER, 

Bedell ." Small - 
Beerjester, Co- 
in case 

» b. eh} Card- 
8 8 0 leerjester 
and Others ;” his ob- 
in a 

dent” being 

to excite the sympath 
ph te 


eanedvas— ~ 


of Sir Isaac ALLPHEEzE, and obtain ome Sn a 
hand, and the Bishop and Archbeacon on the other. 
Mr. Srwow Sruru Beadle of Small-Beerjester, who, as my readers may 
be reminded is also Percentor and Precentor, Sas 
Reverend in his own rite wand himosit in Landen of bs own 
Being in want of rooms in the M 
and having made his 
the head to the Clargey’s —— > = 


ber “tt — fs J drove 
_—— 
of Dds fra a pe 


ters | tears in his 


= 2 place of 
-~ it .- —s J 
is always prams = 
~ p) es of four-feet, he was 
a his and money went in. 
eeting some children with pennies in thei 
ment stall and bought some beautiful stale penn 
the ¢ have at three for euapenss or four 
ep made a good thing of it, not onl i 
Me-eneney, at alo getting something for 
t in a ride on the Dromedary, a sensation that gave him 
-- Sl the next thi riding on a Prebendary. 
Adler thls he tock eos ca far we 8, the well-known hair-dresser, hat- 
Souter, cae wmiocie-coles, & SEB whose shop has a back exit into 


the Girlington Arcad. hich Mr. passed after informing 
foyer a nee ead and 


expiration of an hour and 
2 of a princely mansion opposite the de corner a Ken- 


re a a individual, fancying that he had overheard the Master of 


to 
Le 


to Jouw Bounce on the one | wrote 


Deedler’s lamenting the absence of his groom, proffered 
his services in taking the horse home. 

Mr. Srupter confided the animal to his care, writing 
on one side of one of his blank cards the address of the 
livery stable in Mount Street, and on the other ‘‘ Returned 
with thanks. Please give bearer something for himself,” 
further instructing the man that should he not be re- 
warded for his trouble, he must come back, knock at the 
door at which he was then standing, and the butler would 
then settle with him as he at the present moment had no 

change. The man touched his cap to Mr. SturiEr, and 
when he and the horse were quite out of the worthy 
Bedell the bell, ey that * Mr. 


Ferevson,” for whom he uired, ‘did not lodge 
there,” he apol ae and hailed 
Seana 
ing 


a eab 
age Se eatin. Description Hall, Pickadownaill 
arriving at the on y; 

he stopped the driver and tae it — 
his conscience to go an whereupon river 
asked him for money which the tthe boda ell flatly Saeed to 
pay him. The Cabman insisted on driving him to the 
Attorney-General’s cham as Sir Isaac ALLPHEEZE 
was known | f+ favourable aX... aaen - with a 
grievance, an on, invariably as final 
rT te nid den ts lees to w unexpected 
suggestion the Master of Deedler’s acceded conditionall u 
on the driver’s promising to wait and bring him bac 
to the Description Hall free of ¢ 

Sir Isaac ALLPHEEZE was in; in act, as his clerk said, 

with to opinions he was never known to be out; 
if ever he did happen to be out in his ion, it was 
only when he was not at home in a case. At the present 
moment, however, he was engaged on the Great Stair 
case in Westminster Hall, and he would run round and 
fetch him immediately. The clerk was as good and 
better than his word, as in less than five minutes the 
were ushered into the innermost room hung roun 
as it was with legal instruments, and ornamented with 
habeas corpuses stuffed, and framed illustrations of legal 
— = Te produced a considerable effect on the Cabman’s 


Sir Isaac, who, in his full Attorney-General’s uniform, 
wig, cocked- hat, robes, Jack-boots, » spars, sabretache 
and sword, was 5 on the h ey appeared 
delighted at seeing the Master of Dendlera ed at once 
his decision, to the effect that in the case of Cab- 
man y. Simpler (Clerk in Orders), ‘‘the Plaintiff had no 
claim against Defen inasmuch as the former had 
agreed to an essentially tract ; a shilling, and 
nothing less, being the realy noel ® tender for any distance 
of two miles and under.” 

For this decision, the Plaintiff had to pay imm 
here | the sum of one guinea, Sir Isaac being specially 
or a warrant of distress would be then and rag me 
and five shillings more to Defendant to stay —- 

proceedings as to the second illegal contract 
Thich the C Cabman had entered to take him back to ‘the 


—- Hall gratis. 
The — — settled the above charges, with 
thanked Sir Isaac, and withdrew, leay- 
Master of Deedler’ 


ing the worthy > idtnee and the sin 


ly Troan; 


bman. 

Sir Isaac is along, lank, thin man—so ae and so thin, 
that the proverbial longest day could not be enough for 
him to stand u up. in, and he must have an entire long 
Vacation all to himself to lie down in. He was long alto- 


after his death, when hie long life will Le published by 


Loyeman & Co. 
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on Percentor bowed rs and played an imaginary 
with both hands. 
Atoraey- Genes pat putting his 


again and thou t that St ee 8 
Mealda't bo steaighize it was; he said nothing, 
heer but inary ory ewe with his inaudible fantasia on 
st Bounce and FisHy were 
as these ani were 

enemies of Deedler’s Trusts 

upon between them. 

on his chair, , began to play a quick 


instrumen 
my dear Sir,” —~ the Attorney- 
General, Bounce will have to pay his own costs\and 
ours.” Here Mr. StmpLeR increased the time of his 
march, which, inaudible to Sir Isaac, began to sound 
aloud, for him, notes of jubilant triumph, accompanied 

tle hora as to his own —~ ‘And what- 


tion on f—might a be out of 
or on my oane-at table at 
The of Sir Isaac’s nd was are 
unheeded by Mr. oem. who was now standing u yo 
his chair, facing Sir Isaac, and playing up, with 
hands, such ¢ af a the Conquering Hero Comes” on the 
braic harp ‘ecvompanied by by such a preter. 
natural a of ina’ ear-drums, and such a bold 
and rapid blowing of Sy ren as had never before 
been performed in ont pieney- General’s chambers out 
of Hanwell or Colney H 
#57, cried the Poreento, stamping his foot, and 
—n Isaac listened, 
oe in wonder, —. ran ‘he bell violently, 
e fire-shovel. 
er moment the 


loan in eeconos he 

HARLES THE SeconD, for the rest - the dy, and the 
rat cir lag 
wi um in 
Piskadesntity, He could scarcely believe his senses ; 
it seemed like some strange dream ; he could not bring 
himself to return to 7 immediately, until he 

ended the situation. 


> a = diferen 
when he vo-vieited Small-Beerjester, and had to humble 
himself before Jonn Bounce — Morterena? And once 


time dejestediy, to the aig of @ We ebraic harp, b 
time dejectediy, the air of “* We May be Happy 
And so. on his daughter, he en 
Hall Baieted te James. Here he stood ye the | F 
ticket place 4 near the barrier, humbly informing the 
—- that he was oe for a friend, whereupon 
he w remain on this where he was 


permitted to spot, 
able to hear the louder parts of the Christy’s entertain- 


ment for 
of the temporary absence of the offi- 
away by some ce in 
room and seated himself in one of 


of all shades not 
SEE 


all ted ! 
7 trary Prince of 


ut 
et,” 


80, bef bowed 
politels to him, a salute which was most courteously 


tel seumenane 5 th 
Official in charge of .’ ay 


cet Hn oye Hanke 
™ 1s 
gee ay ap 


the Stalls, returni t 
who. ing a 
the moment was about to ask our excellent friend for 


his ticket of when he noted this public 
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this | Hyperion that he was able to find oes ie way to Westminster, where he was much 











vv 


UTHE * FAM 9US 


AIR RESTORE * 


TU QUOQUE. 


**? Arn ’s GETTIN’ RATHER THIN ON THE TOP, Sin! ALLOW ME TO REOCOM- 
MEND OUR KOMOKRYPTOLINE—IT ’8 CONSIDERED INFALLIBLE ! ” 
** Aug, WELL—80 LONG AS IT ’s THe Srur¥ you vsE _YOURSEL¥, YOU KNOW ” 





wry — of the stranger accorded by the ne distinguished occupant of the corner 
e 
Mr. Srpxer listened with inteont, © Sad arfect delighted his 
inmost soul it was some tw rical spirit to 
remember that these men were "ving as as a wean of brothers united in one 
uncommon object, and were known this troubled worldly city as the bmg xf 
’ans. Their come eme} came to an Dat wy Le». Mr. Stmpver qui 
His eyes had become so accustomed kness of the Minstrels’ ne that 
it was not ontil he bed tried several © eye-openers”’ at the American bar of the 


charged a on entering the Abbey, and it wes not until 

- was info that this ere A everything, and that the Famous Flying 

was now going through her marvellous pepteemanen, that or awoke to 

a —¥ of his having mistaken the Aquarium for the Abbey, and once more he 

paves L army oat hr wot Poa same tune with a different emphasis, the air 
ng ema ye 

Then the thought of Attorney-General recurred to him, and he mechani- 
cally sought the bar, where he requested to he served with a draught of anything 


Then, as the clock struck nine, he looked in at the Podrida, in Molester 

grtiicd him exocodingly. "Thence he stlled¢ on, which’ soothed and 

ified him exceedingly. Thence he strolled Evins’ 8, ily not ot is 

it as soon as he had ex 2 ey 
Poll Moll Kestauwrong, w 

found bm ts in a "a briny 


annoyed at bei 


persons of Se SO howe eee Se ean ble by polit 
unacquainted, though they one and all appeared to a Toondieter. 
How pleased Montez would be, he thought, if she could be here, and see 
him now! What a triumph for the Archbeacon and the Bishop that their cause 
should be so popular in London, as was evident from the ho paid to 
himself, who was only their humble representative and co-despo t; for, 
evidently, such greetings as these were not accorded to = as & mere 
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stranger. Of course all the town had read the articles 

in the Prometheus ; but truth had triumphed, and virtue FROM THE STY. 

had prevailed. Perhaps, also, Sir Isaac’s on By tue Learwep Pro. 

po An 3 ae my suuben, a th Learned Pig (laying down a modern Novel) loquitur— 


around him, how could he refuse to take the chair, that 
was offered to him at a party of his sympathisers, who 
were gathered a supper in his honour? 
How could he help replying several times, when they 
proposed his health over and over again between the 


rumpa! Hrumph! Now, that’s 

H really delicious; as fragrantly 
fine as a sniff 

From a long-stored and newly-stirred 

dust-hole. Ah! poets who prate of 





intervals of rem, ih ape 2 sausages, = the whiff 
tatoes e ying on e ‘ 
Vyirl T left behind me” with ie drumetick of a devilled Bh lag em oniguatin ss 
chicken, and then throwing it at the Proprietor, who You are really quite out of the run- 
had suddenly forced himself on the y without an nin cnn least I believe 
invitation f How could he getege Se — hands with Hramph! Triumph 1 think for our 
t , an three times : . i 
} doe ohn latter eee eo Hi in hie en inment, omy ve been ridiculed rather 
ont Lay ’ round the festive board were so hospitable Fee one sggetite wistucmty catholic. 
Then more and more toasts; and Ms aor’ Gheote Gross 

he would have risen to hie legs for the fiftieth time, but SS ee 
that, somehow, his risen of th and Seein heh aoe shares the tastes of us 
were—he @ouldn’t e it was, or when it hap- lowe of wallow and wash. 

—ahove him, oe the table, wD ‘ while to be learned, if 
it all pan A There seemed to be some argument, an yt ay i 


In modern humanity’s boasted chef- 
@ euvres the traits of our race ! 

Here now’s a novel! I’m told it is 
sold in all civilised lands, 


a great deal of buzzing and shuffling and scuffling, and 

then it red to iim that. somehow or another, he was 

back 69 eriester, oy we pony qores a 

crow nk- y t-seers over the Cathedral, q 

and that while he was doing this the organ struck up, So ri sence 

and the Bishop rede in on horseback, and service — = Gad! it’s pure dungheap—delightful ! 

and that, do what he would. he couldn’t prevent the No fat gutae-qertane so rich 

holiday folks from singing “ He's a Jolly Good Fellow!” | sa ouid satiate hogdom’s keen plus a satyr’s esurient itch. 

while somebody up in the pulpit, with his — Roses ? iked roses, and lilies are cold whited lies, 

staff, and began laying about h ok my eh « be the | Dreams, too, and dainty ideals, they do not find favour in styes. 

show, and thea that some one shoo , rh y 7 he | Like expeng satid and succulent, toothsome, and titillant. Dirt? 

collar, Come, no more of this! —~ rumph! *Tis a useful commodity ; J never found it to hurt. 

awoke to find himself held by two Policemen, and con-| fit?” What is dirt after all? A comparative thing I suppose, 

fronted by an Inspector, while a third stood by, with his | What do punctilious bards use for growing their lily and rose ? 

helmet knocked in, and a black-eye, bey 3’. PyO- | Hate all such finicking fashions. e gushers would tiptoe through life 

tested, been seriously “damaged by that Gent, teers’ vet | Like girls o’er a foul City crossing. Now, right realism is rife 

pointing to the worthy Percentor, w not as yet! With a meaning the mooners all miss, but which hogdom has long ago hit on, 

recovered his faculties sufficiently to be able to reply to! 4), the sty could have given the oue to romancers Homer to Lytrow. 

the charge. Then he hears the ese foanest ¥- | ARmsTOPHANES smacked of our trough, and the Pantagruelian snout 

ment from some one for the supper, and t Shick: ocut’ | Wasa little bit porcine? Perhaps! ‘But the sparkle, the symbol flashed out, 

and the injury done ep we er ye of aegey : wh | And the soft whiff of fragrance spoilt all. No, the tub is no place for the gem ; 

and on the Percentor indignantly turning dn’ ,~ 4 the And as for strewn violets—pheugh! Slabbest hogswash were sicklied by them. 

| the people who gave the er ut reply oj | But Zora, now! Ah! there’s a writer! I think, as I wallow and grunt, 

roprietor observed that he didn't wan That the est Pig of us all need not deem it the slightest affront 

with, and if he, the Percentor, couldn’t pay the money | 7) be dubbed Realistic Romancer. It sounds contradictory, too. 

down, he must pout hiss = } oe and address, | But the last avatar of romance is s0 nakedly, nastily true, 


before he wae taken off to the " née hi That I vow I myself should searce grumble at bei of a 
ant bp, wd ¢ a AF tee ry | Lg In so painting the earth’s ordure-heaps or the vinta woke Sean'ef the heart. 
nested the row to semd it at once to Sir Issac Were the world, now, all lambkins and lilies, all sunshine and snowy-winged 
persistently paints ; 
of taste 


¢ 
tupmerze. At the mention of this name the Inspector | 7) .16 might’ be some excuse for the prig who perfection 
suggested that he, the Proprietor, and the worthy Per-| Nay were sinners all stately of port, clean of linen, and dain 
: centor, should a own to Sir Isaacs © it With no loathly fag-end to their life, like a siren gross fish to the waist, 
a cab, and there being no objection to this proposal, it) Then the moony romanticist’s and the smug melodramatist’s rant 
was . . Might have a more fit raison-d’étre than the fiat of autocrat cant. 
then, on Mr. Snerten’s having endorsed the card | but the new learned Pigs—I beg !—the realist writers, know better. 
“Testimonial all right, splendid cup and inkstand with | 4 fig for the spirit of life high-idealised | Let’s have the letter, 
inkseri —« Sir Isaac, without getting off t ig | The facts of the gutter and midden. I have grubbed with Inxurious tusk in 
sack where he slept for practice, wrote a judgment An offal-heap rank as the slough so offensive to finical Ruskuw 
the Master of Deedler’s we ¢ ones of bis And found it a capital feeding-ground. Art, ’twould appear, has discovered 
pa with a prosecution and the Fy who | he inner swine-secret at last. Far too long in the phn she has hovered, 
cence, and "> rs ae pay. him | S00Pnful of soil and of carrion. Pooh! there are glorious pickings 
was — to see Mr. SIMPLER pay In what dilettant: call filth. The boobies! their stumblings and stickings 
wan ee e en didn’ till late Whenever life’s road ’s a bit miry remind me of cats in wet weather. 
aster ao 8 t qt up ya & to | Ho! for the rout and the wallow, the muck-feast and mud-bath together ! 
next morning, an a a y evening days in And out on fine dolts who can’t dine without forks and the snowiest napery, 
= an us ended y® ™) Or limn the gross facts of the earth without swathes of fantastical drapery ! 
“flow in the meantime had Mr. Yow Bounce been | Row the Tomancers and Iris have louned of the St, itis glorious 
| occupied | Hrumph ! Will they gird at us now for ——. in wallow and grovel ? 
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By Gurth and my nose-ring, who dares—after a latter-day Novel ? 

) NEGATIONS AND AFFIRMATIONS. 

; ' Tae House of Commons say that Brapiaven is to be : ; 

allowed to affirm. Punch must be allowed to affirm that Old Times Revived. 

though Braptaven is quite wrong, the House is quite] Gear consternation prevailed abroad on it being reported that a Member of 

right. ish Parliament had been “‘ sent to the Tower.” The torture, the Sea- 
8 Daughter, and an execution on Tower Hill, were nervously expected. 

Borrow Meweers.-—Rabbits. A telegram rectified the omission of the word “‘ Clock” before Tower. 
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@@ To Consusrompants.— The Bditor does not hold himesely bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In ne case cam these be returned wnless accompanied by a 
stamped and darected envelope should be kept. 
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AT THE DOOR OF KNOWLEDGE. 


OVER COLLEGE.—President, Earl Gaanviiie, K.G. 
For particulars apply to Rev. W. Ba, - A., the Head 
Master ; or W. Knocxgr, Esq., Hon. Sec.— 7ime 


tec ji {Nh i i To peu fist wit = quiere eyes 


i ' 
= tA —~ Yous Wwontine suave, and space our sighs, 
“" . Wt And take the train to Dover 4 
i ‘ \ For lo! that city’s classic gate 
& 1 ge No distance the station) 


lies you, wondrous to relate, 
ith every information ; 
will, ht, by dark, 
Oye alan py ieht, by 
The Knocker is Clerk ! 
Brhnennicon ‘aster ! 


of if oo aan et is not true, 
other, 

te to see what you may do 

a the slightest bother. 


For Ald oy them US ae om A frown, 


May ine then a is : 


ona for Home-Rule Legislation. 


Ape uties as well as its rights, so, 
ayer it rai Wie as Chey ° po —_. 
ral pertain to 


Tighte of of ‘rich "Taaded Property 
ne the aroha of t, and resolve themselves alto- 


=y Vy =~ > —— FF - fate Tenant 
Oo “ide = Ee A Z metas nn en 





—<—_ a only. 
Te _—_— ——— "iis dt duties. ‘tre, _ the duty of contributin 
ee pe ae to all other works an 


ea relict of distros A and utility. 
A YOUNG TURK. 


Governess, ‘‘How pAkg you, Tommy?! I sHALL TELL youR Mamma!” A “Gewerat” Onper.— Abolish most of them.”— 
Tommy. “On, I Dom’? CARR WHAT Mamma says! Suz’s Too youre!” | (Signed,) “G. 0. T.” 
——— 


men—or — ! As th the old 
THE NEXT VICTORY ! fovles soning’ wre them in thete “invalid caring, they hn 
heart, consternati 


to 
(A Sketch for the Historian of the Future.) id tee reel eee Be 


The retreat immediate] ‘ 
fice was lost. The Sh -Sfonttnent, j in pomamand (the T o bee een, saved | battle had won by 
otieer enough Parton uties of a Gene gade 
gained pen ay everywhere ** General Officers and Honorary Colonels!” cried the now tri- 
and the Tage battalions of Oud Eas England were graduall ing|umphant Sub-Lieutenant to the ble conquerors as they 
round their — head-quarters—the Infants’ Sc Schole ms | leleaeel peretees and feebly on-trnmpe, 80 that they 
which they had drawn their sere. Non-Commissioned Officers of t listen their leader’s men? harangue—‘‘ General 
nearly two months’ ere taking their places in the j ipaice = and Honorary Colonels, Inkermann has been 
classes of the Educational tablishments just mielioned srenmiaree called ‘the Soldiers’ bey > N Put today pal be remembered—aye, 
of — and their “ men” were g as of old for the recently- | for ever—as the Victory of 
eserted sugarstick and the hobelys inquished box of bricks. And so the fight ended, The Generals were wheeled back to their 
“What am I to do?” murmured the Sub-Lieutenant, — age respective ry and the Sub-Lieutenant within five years was 
Ogee; from the List of t Offers of th of the Reserve approached gazetted (out of turn) to a cmeuer. This ae gave the 
a century of service ty ve than cae has | greatest possible satisfaction to Captain and his friends, 
rendered me a little rusty. Ta do not fi ual to giving you| although causing—for a 
advice.” hundreds of his seniors, who now became hie juniors. This 




















and h 
The 


This was said with a py in and a moment later the elderly | was natural enough, as the well- promotion produced 2 
e 


er had suscemnen toa faint, produced by the overwhelm-| nation in the British Army for sev generations. But (as t 
ing weight of more SL eighty years of comparative inaction. Press subsequently remarked) ‘*‘ What are private interests worth 
‘ Let us help you ? when weighed in the scales with Pluck, Merit, and the Good of the 
It was a very faint ildiesiiies outcome of extoeaie old age. The} Public ?’ 
Sub-Lieutenant wavered. He had been addresse an ancient} Toconelude. eS his reward, a family 
General, who, with some thousand colleagues senior 4 imself, were | group were assembled in the ore, Suuemee that had been 
gathered together i yt a group, seated in vehicles specially adapted to | given to y= in recognition of his a hardiy-earned ava advancement. 
mitigate the ri infirmities. ** Nay, do not give me all om said the successful tactician 
is the only <> ” eried the young chieftain in command—| to his grandchildren as they heartil him on his first 
he was scarcely sixty. ‘‘’Tis the only chance! The Reserved | appearance in the uniform of cat pera in a a Boars Regi- 
Reserve will advance! Quick march—double—charge |” ment of the Line. “Do not give me aH the praise. I owe my 
In a moment there was a general movement of Bath-chairs. The| present rank to the services of others. I should "have lost the day 
strange battalion at an easy trot steadily pursued its way. Then| without the charge of the General Officers on the Ketired List.” 
happened a remarkable occurrence. The enemy were completely| And the whole nation agreed with him (as they settled with the 
taken by surprise. Full of superstition, they ed this unlooked- | tax-collector) that the chery of the General Officers on the Retired 
for manceuvre as something supernatural. ey were prepared to| List was a heavy one ind 
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COMING OF AGE.——N. R. A., WiMBLEDON, 1880. 
“ The National Rifle Association has now attained its majority, and in a befitting way celebrates the twenty-first year of its existence by showing more 
vigorous signs of life than ever.’’—Datly News. 


COMING OF AGE IN THE MODERN TIMES, AND MANY HAPPY, HAPPY RETURNS OF THE DAY. 


Twenty-One this year! Swift from beach to beach, 

Punch uplifts his beaker, Shouts with Punchian smile, and 
And, in accents clear, Drinks - The N. R.°A., 

Cordial as the speaker, Twenty-One to-day!” 
Loud enough to reach Seasons Twenty-One 

Over all the Island, (On Time’s roll a trifle) 
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Ye your course have ru, 
Comrades of the —' 
oo of drenching 
wy of cold ** Authority,” 
e’ve contrived to gain 
bi sound and strong ‘‘ msjority.” 
Bravo, N. R. A 
Twenty-One a ! 


Here's your lon ot 
0 snubbi 
May you give each oat 
Amicable drubbing ! 
Here’s to scores ved ! 


Averages » agent 
N 7 af e unmoved 


firm on trigger! 
H ae ! my N. R. 
Twenty-One aot 


Fig for phrases fine ! 
Accents Ciceronian ! 
Brim the cup with wine! 
Ranges Wimbledonian, 
May ye be this year 
ugeless, cun-litten, 
rn See + with hearty cheer, 
unch pot owy ritun, 
Drink “ The N. 
Twenty-One rd 1 





A GREAT UNWASHED. 


Mr. Forester, the other night, was very 
anxious to know what the & olding at 
the Clock Tower had cost, what it was for, 
and when it would be down. 

Mr. Apams, in giving him the informa- 
tion he asked for, said that the cost would 

the soaffo would be down 


i 


ha 
i 


4 en attendant, it may 
to have had a sient representative 
Mr. Brapiaven. 


Fg 
E 








“LA CLOTURE”—ENGLISH AND 
Be ae 
has been excited by the 
care the Board-School teacher who, 
~ & onied, b a strip of stick- 
er i 


one of 
pot et 


La Cléture”’ <n 
nobody apparently | * 


Imagine the Hemo-Rale heads ench in ite 
80 likely to heal the 
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A LITTLE JESUIT. 


Son and Heir. “* Ma’, | wWisH YOU WOULDN'T LEAVE ME ALONE WITH Basy, ’causEe I HAVE 
TO RAT ALL THE Jam, an’ ORancrs, AN’ (CaKEs aN’ THINGs TO AMUSE HER hd 








WHAT WILL THEY DO WITH IT? 
Dear z=. Puncu, 


Ir has come at last, and from a very great distance. All have heard of it, read of 
it, and many of us have dreaded to know more about it. It has been in print for an indefinite 
time, but only within the last few rave have certain personages, and those the highest in 
the realm, received a proof of it. but a name in this country, it is now amongst us, a 
splendid reali hie appeared in in f e very last place where it might have been expected— 
in the Court day prevent further suspense, be it known that Her Majesty the 
onm and H.R.H. the Prince of Watezs, are at this momeat each the happy P 
** White Elephant.” nom SIAM. 

P.S.—Her Masesry and the Prince, after mature consideration, have decided not to send 
their White Elephants to the Zoological Gardens, but to keep = in boxes, and occasion- 
ally to show them in public. 


possessor of 








sores and raws of Ireland! 


A Rana Avis (in Epping Forest).—A ‘‘ Wayz-Goose.” 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Fray, July 2 (Lords). 
—The subject gt the ‘Lt: 


form | produce that conviction that the B 


their shipbuilding programme for the 

Their Lordships passed a few Bills of li little or no Simerkabie con- 
sequence to the community. 

(Commons, Morning.)—Prayers; after which Mr. B 
— ete. and took hit firmation and seat an silentis, a 

on an Amen it to the E Liability Bill, moved 
by Mr. Macpowaxp in the interest of the E Me te Employed, tnd y Bill, moved |r 
called, and Sitting till 


ws Mr. Iyperwicx. Time 
when Dr. Cameron moved an Address to stay British 
py: beets fim taking law nto ther own hands with uneivilice! natives 


the manner imputed to some missionari | opoegee y certain 
ae tai in Central Atrion” are fe pe to 
wy Ly Toh y by flogging [Be -} 


= eae & a Dix san 
wished to prevent ey in ne fie Doster Gererament | 


, = the Blantyre Missionaries have been pa pa the wished, 
and are falsely accused of ha “L ¥ 
y coemey ot ving ‘ Lynched” Blantyred ” 


(Com i Bill, and Ghareupee lengthy asheta: ied 
and thereupon length 
in the course of which Mr. Fonsran begged the - ° Members to 
be Broughton agin, Never he could not be 
on again. a 
d Sullowes again and agtia ; the talk 
from 12 at noon on Saturday erty dal 


, on Motion of Mr. Fonsmm, the debate was 


Dis dat qui citd dat ; and, as Sancho Panza ht whilst the 
Bfrlreter et Aes pitt add. grass to 
of horses, so is that of potatoes > a 
people who subsist on them, or would, if they were not starving for 
want of them. reel 0 Hlome-Kilers, wel, by the time ar- 
pageants for the relief of your countrymen’s wants are comp 
distress will be over—and much of it relievable no more. 
Monday (Lords).—Lord Topemove recalled atten attention to a favourite 
idea—not to say “ fad ”— his Lordship’s, which he has uen 
urged before—that of oa the i sien "y 
the Army by physical com 
arrangement if there 


when fy 
= th —ing Ly 
an ey it +. 


tion ; which" would be an excellent 
any necessity for it whatever. 
the Duke of Campriper, General Com- 
pposed to know, assured their 


— educational by-laws ancillary to inculcation of the 
(Commons.)—In answer to i. ys Lord Harrineton said 
the total excess ex of the chan War was some £9,000,000, 
of which £3,370,000 would have to 47 found in 1880-81. 80 much 
for our Scientific F rontier. 
Debate on Irish “ Disturbance Bill” resumed by Lord R. 


of | £30,000 —he should have liked to ask for £100,000. 8 





Cuvurcnuitt, who pitched into it so severel inet he hfe seugeoney 
brought up in its defence its author’s Official 

Mr. Giapstone upheld the | Ag es Bill 5 Fie 4 the House in 
the teeth of opponents who vili z= abus2 it, calling it an Irish 
Landlord Ruination Bill, and still harder names. He repelled the 
— of A) noble Lord (R. C.) = it wn Lee sntpodneed for 

P “oiling some part o the par tary machine, 

and vindicated it against “inflamed and exaggerated statements” 
other Hon. Members. He contended, very ana that, as 
a —_ tion, it was no worse than several previous A ots (which 
he named) had been. 

A very satisfactory and convincing argument, no doubt—as far as 


—_ W.C. Cantwricut opposed the Bill from the Liberal benches. 

Ditto Mr. Bran, speaking also from the Ministerial ditto 

The Marquis of Hartineron assured the House that nothing but 
the strong conviction of those responsible for the peace of Ireland 
that a measure such as “ ) oy = was necessary, would induce him 
to support any pro f the kind. But it was the duty of the 
Government to prevent the object of the Land Act of 1870 from 
being defeated. They wished 1 to compel the to exercise 
his rights with moderation. The Executive Government in Ireland 

could not out the law unless the Irish were convinced that it 
was not only law but justice; 1 "a was, above all, in order to 
1 was brought in. 

After a fling at the Bill by Sir 8. pn deee debate wound up by 
Mr. Forster ; then division. Second Reading carried by 295 to 217, 
majority 78—considerably less than the “* seabed ” Cabinet figure. 

Tuesday (Lords).—Lord WInMARLEIGH caused a parley by calling 
attention to the new scheme of the Charity Commissioners {> the 
Grammar School of Kirkham ; but it came to nothing. 

Lord Nortow asked Lord Spencer whether the Inspectors of the 
Education De ent had not doqvoseted. the grants for results in 
the specific subjects of the fourth schedule, and whether their depre- 
catory remarks would not be laid on the table. 

Spencer answered both these icular questions in the 
tive, but would consider the main pve iy to which they 
ted, during the recess. 

Conversation, without result, ensued. 

(Commons, Morning.)—Debate on pasones [ability Bill re- 
sumed by Mr. Warton (Conservative e reference of 
the Bill to a Select Committee, which Mr. Be od Cousemvatioe) 
Mr. Macponatp’s Motion having been withdrawn—moved that it 
Motion opposed by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN by Mr. Hussey 
Vivian Tiberal), Mr. ScHREIBER Geassteaiee, Mr, Wiaein 
(Liberal), and Sir H. Grrrann; but opposed by Mr. Grapsrowe, 
and negatived by 259 to 130, Debate on going into Committee again 


ses to make Employers very 
much more le than they seem to olor 


ike. Mr. Vrvtan, on 
the | of many Liberals besides himself, entreated the G 

force it on their staunchest supporters, and warned them that it 
_— be fought over clause ba Clanes fs 5 Dene. It will not 
notice that amongst the Liberals opposed to them in 

Wine for the Amendment, Ministers had a Mp owe 
ens. )—A discussion of much loteoess, ¢ vabtiens, to military 
sposere exeve on » Resslution for the red of the active list of 


Conarels to adequate and no more Cone oF. aye 
ALT Assured by an intimation from Mr 


t the Government wera as soon as they had time, apply to the 
the same ppetene of pay and retirement that the p has Serqeenty 
to the Navy, Mr. Trevetyan withdrew his 
. Ricwarp Pacer then began to = atiate on a Motion respect - 
ing the maintenance of high roads ; when, presto, the Honourable 
House was counted out. 

Wednesday (Commons).—The Irish Fishermen—as is occasionally 
case with a few others of their countrymen—require assistance. 
Accordingly, Mr. E. Coutrys moyed the Second ing of = nia 

Fisheries ({reland) Bill, of which the objects were Aree, 
an unpaid Commission to manage and, secondly, to to lend the them 


ome- 


a P Employers Liability Bill pro 


by Colonel Couruvunst, Mr. Buake, Mr. PaRwELL, and other 
ai, but deprecated by Mr. Forster, because the t 

could not commit themselves to finding capital for the fishery busi- 
ness; and of course tived on division. 

In the course of the ebate, Mr. Biaxe stated that the loans made 
to Irish fishermen out of the Reproductive Loan F had pam 
Sepealy~satent in a few instances— Mr. T. P. 

‘Connor confirmed this remarkable statement. Money } t to Irish 
fishermen has been yes, and p — Fact, 

By-and-by, perhaps, the Trish Fisheries will pay interest on Toans ; 
a ae to be considered by capitalists, who hitherto have mostl 
regarded Irish, financially, as no better than Turks. 

Another fact not generally known was mentioned by Sir A 
Gorpow. Irish herrings are too oily to take the pickle, and there- 
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in the trade with 
. i reed 
Seotch are comparatively y dry. 
on the Agricult Holdings | 
debate was, in the ne 
earaes. 


than any 
HEDRN AND ens aie in order to 


. GLADSTONE in 
allel Gaal Wounded’ ln fia Tato woe 


es ea Aredia So ad Lard Gas” 


bes BO nee OS Eerie ee Cae, 
share in. eel 
what tao in the event of 
“tal Waietes's 
indo anor oae 
a DuwRaven. 
Wbrilding Bill rads Seoond Time 
mule 


hat ih rein lye a the Fo 
estas eae oi 


At the end of a string of questions even more numerous than 
usual, the House at last got upon the order i“ into Committee 
on the Compensation for Disturbance (Irel A debate on 
an Amendment thereto, meant to limit or Hieations moved by 
Mr. Pext, and negatived, was remarkable Kable chisly for comments on 
oe Amendment down on the , to be moved in Committee 

by the Irish Attorney-General w) ima Mr. PanyeLt ond 
| Sir Starrorp Norracors both com: ters the character of 
| the Bill; but this Mr. Les Meroe, 0 _ s diecuie deny. 

It provides that the Tenant permission io sll hi hlding. Case 
liability vin enant permission to 
in which tis p e will en ee indeed 

front” * The Government says no; the Opposition 
oh the pe both say yes. Politicians are violently divided 
on the question. 

Argue it out between you, Gentlemen. Non nostrum inter vos 
wt eee. lites. 

if, however, a sop to the the (ir) Lay Amend 

t to the Min ence to Home- 
his view of 
the have greatly 


Nevertheless, there was a q asked, and it was put by 
Pm :—* Is it a fact that of LANSDOWNE is no 
a Minister?” Mr, Grapstows had to reply, “It is.” The 


—" hoorayed. 
otion for going into Committee 255 to 199. Announce- 
ment of numbers received with sides, alike gratified 








OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 
At the Gaiety—Adelphi— General Notes. 
BSERVE Set CHAUMONT - 


airs of 
, losing ote aoe 


us what 
t she really is. 

Her Madame attend Mon- 
sieur is only a sort of Lo- 
lotte married to a gentleman 
decidedly her superior, from 
the little we on allowed to 
age: him, whom she ho th 

surprise at supper wi 
his pol oly iene is 
so decidedly coarse that 
nothing can excuse her ex- 
cogt having been na ‘the 

ore marriage; and the 
ag pu husband is to 


a at idea of the piece is 
excellent, but it is not well 
worked out, and, when the 
actress only goes for a 
laugh, the true spirit of 
what might have been a 
Vere shesmming Soonmedy 
scene is utterly lost 

In Toto chez Tata Madame Cuaumont est chez elle. As to her 

she puts too much spice into “* Za pesmeny J Feuille,” making 
a winter pickle of i it; all its spring freshness ha ning & ; and for 
* La bonne Année” —that is is about as perfect as CELENE CHAUMONT 
can ad it, which is only saying, that it is about as good as it 
can be. 
Com: 


Mf 


parall this webu in Pe Gal Taauch seme of Meeks 
in case— n, version of Madame 
attend PD AY wouldn’t Mrs. Bancrorr in both 
or Miss Nuure’ fiat tr es Ile te cn te equal els 
with the clever French actress? A copy would be iipews le, and 
would, of course be a dismal fai for the two characters— 
Madame and Lo distinctly and ipeculaely Erenah A, 
i rs. BANckorr and M iss 
Madame Cu: CHAUMONT 
could no more po aracters in RoBERTSON’S 
Pieces, as the author intended ed. them to be played,—that is, to the 
satisfaction a jury of matrons and ongieets, then could Mrs. 
eae rap my A HAUMONT’S Madame or Farren the French 
e satisfaction of a Parisian audience at the Variétés, the 
Vonteine or the Palais Royal. The two ideas are totally apart. 
Human nature is the same, bat its outward expression varies as the 





—a result also truly gratifying to mind. 
nationality. Pt ne Tree © actress would raed = the French 
original o 


from the 
pignality of tthe pare lich nein chai ak winters be equally perfect 
in its own lin 


La Bonne are however, is entirely Madame Cuaumont’s pro- 
5 No one, in any could improve on her rendering of 
but any simple me more with 


bd Promiére Feuille. by phn Ego F- homm 


Ley fag By & baignoire, No. 4, to see 


eadful play, Le Roi 
Davpeay, arriving late at Gaiety, has nothing to do, the 
Ména my 3 sme and v4 e de la Rue de Lourcine having 

m, I am informed, “ Ra, ” by our Censor Morum. Rather 
late in the day to wake up, after such a play as Célimare le bien 
aimé has been performed. 

La Revue was a mistake in spite of Madame Cuaumont’s five 
minutes’ Conférence sur le Thédtre, end be her ome, < rateful apology, 
which was c gly rendered and loud! apple ed ; and also, in 
spite of Mile. Leeavur’s imitation of the gift Anan, and M, Pier’s 
admirable imitation of Lu 

Grorrroy is invariably good, be exaggerating, but, as a rule, 
playing so naturally as to invest situations with an air 
of genuine probability. po ah oa is a French Bucxstonr, and 
HyacrnTue a droll; but the public has seen them playing their own 
pieces in their own house, — A, welcome them at 
the Gaiety, is not very enthusiastic on a sub r. after 
the Saran effervescence had subsided. af the last 
few years we have learnt something _-- our French 
appears they have some to learn from the Dutch. We are ac- 
customed to first-rate , such as are to be found at the Hay- 
market and at the St. James’s, while the Palais Royal and Gymnase 
companies in their own special line would find themselves well! 
matched—and in some instances overmatched—by the capital troup: 
of comedians now playing at the Criterion under the direction of 
Mr. Cuartes Wrnpuam. If the prolific and somewhat reckless 
French authors would associate » Sane with English authors 
as collaborateurs, their their peat w gain con- 
siderably ; for most of oe ag nee Piccldedl which the point is un : 
vif, are really im — ed—most y — an Englis 
audience’s taste, by the freest 

Unfortunately we have ror nous, that, as Mrs. 
Mataprop might state the peoverl, * Originality breeds contempt ”’ 
—but this opens too big a subjest for the t space, so, will con- 
tent myself by noting the fact Diow Bovercautr has 
achieved a success at the Adelphi, not not with a thrilling drama, but 
with a mélange of absurdities, called Forbidden Fruit, which is to be 
Would | classed with 7ruth and Pink Dominoes as one of the Comedies of 

remorne. 

Drona, the ballet at the Alhambra, is not by ‘‘ Diow B.”’ 

Miss Extew Terry is in any Madame MopsxsKa 
and Miss Geneviikve Wap are ; les Bancnort depart 
for their holiday at the end of Jul ; James's is over, and a 
new ‘‘ Hares Bill” (without the rabbite) will be Soenens forward late 
in the autumn. Telle est la vie des Thédtres, and I am 

Your Reraesentative. 
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A HOST IN HERSELF. 


ore Hopkins (who has been asked to bring one or two ‘‘dancing young men” with her). ‘‘Tats 18 ONLY A FIRST INSTALMENT, 
DEAR Mrs. Jenkinson! TERE ARE PLENTY MORE Commwe 1°” 








But the powder ’s stored and the train is a; 
“KISMET”!!! Will the Kismet-worshipper wait the 
Must the banded Powers couah beset. fede 

Or what is he musing, this adipose man, To OrmMAn’s seat at the Eastern 

By opiate fumes enshrouded ¢ Doth a stark fierce demon of wrath yet hark 
Of the Russian’s hate, of the Briton’s ban ? In the sodden soul of the sl ur 
(of the mustered Powers and their boasted p!an ? That shall break in a fury of fatalist zeal 
Of his day of grace and its shortening span * And put the uarrel to test of steel ? 

Of the future trouble-clouded ? Or, awed by Europe’s menacing frown, 
Or thinks he, smiling a greasy smile, Will the Ottoman coon at onee come down ? 
And winking slily a furtive wink, 
Of the mo > of oe guile ? 
Kismet! Calm on Convulsion’s brink, “RY Fr , ie ” 
What doth the fat Fate-worshipper think * EX FUMO DARE LUCEM! 
‘Toad-like, a-squat at the Eastern gate Poor Vesuvius! What next? First, invaded by a “‘ Funicular 
Of worried Europe, he sits and sits, Railway ’—(Punch’s Line it ought to be called) —up to the very edge 
While Statesmen weary and rack their wits. of the seething abyss; and now, for the lurid and awful light of 
Kismet! Surely a full-paunched Fate, thine own central fountains of stored- up fire, and the red rivers of 








That Jupiter-Scapin might own as master, lava that they give with it, we are promised the illumination of cone 

Must be that Fate which the Turk invokes and crater by the Electric L ight! 

Whilst he stolidly perches, serenely smokes, As in the days of ‘‘Smrpson and the Royal Property,” London 
On the innermost edge of disaster. used to be electrified by the announcement of 20,000 additional 

‘The old non possumus comes once more lamps at Vauxhall on gala —- we may look out, among the 


In a wheezy whisper, half sneer, half snore, attractions of C ook ’s tours and Gazr’s exc ren. Poco for the announce- 

From the moon ussulman’ s three-chinn’d throat. ment—" Vesuvius! Personally-conducted Eruption! Warranted 

Conference reaty’ Collective Note ? harmless! New Craters, on asventaeeiys terms! Lava laid on by 

Pellets pelted at Behemoth’s hide ! private Pi pipe, in directions to suit Parties making arrangements 

Greece may threaten and GoscHEN chide, Grand Gala night! Three extra Electric Lamps!!!” 

But Vis inertia ’s victor still, Poor Volcano |—** How art thon Cockneyfied! ’ 

A sullen challenge to Europe's will ! 

What does he mutter amidst the smoke ? 

Is it tragic menace at) joke ? Mem by a Member. 

fm mepmeye m Bytes Lem a sliced ( Apropos of the Compensation for Disturbance Bill.) 
Consolidation brought naught but ‘scent Disrunsance? Eugh! If they’ve their wicked will, 
(Ho! Signe, £ resh charge me my hubble-bubble !) They ’ll upset every interest in the Nation ; 

Now, Sadonallah, we ’ll stick like logs Bill Guapstone is the true “‘ Disturbance Bill, os 

And brave the wrath of the Infidel -¥ ” In whom, alas! there is no compensation.” 
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“ KISMET”!!! 
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THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 
ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Barselishire, ” “* Beerjester Brewers,” “* The Halfway 
on & r Cattle,” ** Family Parsonage,” ‘‘ The Prying 

** Pearls before Swine, or ho Used his Diamonds?” “* Rub the R.. ” The Wr 
We ow,” Fishy Fin, ” “* Fishyas Wilduz,” ‘* Dr. Thorne 

“ Star and Garter, Richmond,” “ Rachel Hooray!” “ The Teliee 2 

Sgwreme and Roberts,’ ” * Lady P oom * Tails of All Oren, mae 

7 ay Greasily,” © Vicar of Pullba " Me Dermott of B 

You Forget Her?” “ He Knew He te Could Write,” Se., §e. 


CHAPTER VII. 


Anoruer Harry Day ry Town. 


ae a with oversthing 16 

and every 

spirit, and ody, greene in in 
his ee both with 
the Ar and Mor- 
LEENA, “poor Joun Bounce 
—whom in his misfortunes I 
cannot help pitying, though 

A I honestly admit to feeling 

/ no qugeny | = his o radically 
nions, or 
je Pg 
dried his head, 
nat, packed up a 

went up to 


Author of ‘* The Prenioee 
at Aleinton,” ‘* Thorley 


rushed 


order to carry out his pledge 


to Mortgeya, to blow up| tus; 


Tom Trppxek, and all con- 
nected with the Penny 
Prometheus. 


where there was always a 
pow yn - 
shed Room at his do degenel, 
our would-be Small r- 
jester Reformer proceeded | in 
at once to the mysterious 
abode of Tom TrppiEr, 
Director, Editor. Manager, | you 
and Proprietor of the yp omed | 
Promet 

Tom TIDDLER lived as 


~y SS 
AMeN eae 


of his windows, on one 


weathercock, which indicated from day to day sae direction in in whip of 


side, was @ mpqesons v 
he could hurl penny thunderbolts, and flash hi 
eminence he could take the time time of day from the clook of it. Stephen's, and set his own 
repeater, so as to chime in with the voice of Big Ben. A barometer of Public Opinion was 
on the wall, faced b _— of Tides in the Affairs of Man, which if taken at 
the flood, lead on to fortune. = crackers, were packed owey safely in tin 
y for immediate use; a ron of iron hung on the wall, which, when well en, 
dreadfully like thunder: and there was weraee lightning. harmless, but effective 
as Japanese fireworks, and forked lightning rockets, requiring very careful x. lam 9 
Roman candles, marked “with care;” flags of rr colours, folded up in corners 
towels, for improving the circulation, and and a votat blower, for sounding a steaheatlonl = 
Promethean trumpet, which ev aroused the slumbering world, and directed 
the course of those millions of og soon Soy pendants, whom he was graciously pleased 
to acknowledge as his fellow-countrymen, and fellow-citizens 
Of the hapdeed yee te thousand impressions that the Prometheus issues daily, but one 
which is, that the Penny Prometheus knows all about it, 
Enea about it, whatever it isn’t, and that the Promethean copper 
mine, in which the office is situated, has yielded the proprietor hea: of coppers, that have 


gold and silver, with bag Fe Tom TrppLEr’s ground is strewn, and which 
up morning, noon, and ni ‘¥ 
ay Bee his room, as you 
ase w that Tom Tipper was a Sy h not an idle dle cas, as the intel- 
have already inferred, from the fitti ings peovieosl bed, and from 
ts, partly for me, mostly for use, which coull once idicate to to we estate of 
was 4 press; “oe thing was connected with the 
ing. {ile boa 


everything and an ks were in it; his table- 
of articles, oat printed goods. This 


fauepedion i ghtning. 


Fue bl ym rf after you have been 


small fa 
al tag, | about lonely 


the Atte p aa In front} 





was his Press of |i 


usiness ; and in another part was his Press 
a Coan a oo were his eg ties, 


wall was e picture 

and Dog Fight” and 
of 

iD hat bi of ng On 

of tne Farmer’s 

, and on another 

People's WILuiay 

in a scene from Aze 

Prerogative ; 

Raphaelite 

F alendves 

theus, scattered 

Prometheus Un- 

er set, in anti-Russian 

leather covers, , Prometheus Vinc- 

the chairs were staffed with old pad- 

: io wp ay numbers ; or ey on me 
it being five P.M., was a 

for which Tom TrDDLER was ae up an 

in next room, by eqsreising 

at fencing and single-stick, 

attacking a column of dummy figures, 

which he said improved his circulation 

hea and quite set him on his legs 


“et Take something,” said little Tom 
TIDDLER, as Lod entered breathless, wrapped 
ina roof-shee 
0, thank you!” replied Jouw Bounce, 
—y-- fact is, I’ve come to give 
um something.” And then, mindful of 
promise to MokLeEna, he commenced 
‘aie operation of blowing up. 
an Tipp rise at the 
losion, “- mute 


sin 


a 
= twenty devils 
h various 
the luckless 

r clutches 
type, until 
aL with rinters’ ink 

to heel, when they set him free, 
him make his way home as best he 


Joun Bounce!” my Lady-readers 
h they may agree 
= fhe treatment he 
to the end 
om TIDPLER, 
t fount of 
until no one will ever believe 
‘UNCER ever was any other 


his betel pointed at 
f London ; ; he 
"Beerjester, where it 
he show even 
which the black 
—above the 

house, which 

up, inform- 

this valuable 


ae fe 

















CHARIVARI. 











“DONKEYS HAVE EARS.” 
Emily (playing at Lawn- Tennis with the new Curate). “ Wuat’s THR Game Now, Mz. Miniver?”’ Curate, ** Forty—Love.” 


Irreverent Gardener (overhearing). ‘‘ Drm Y’EVER HEAR 8UCH IMPERENCE ! 


above A Weex! Jvusr Like THEM Parsons!” 


\¥ 


x 


— 


4 


= AR 


= 


= 


‘ Lovz,’ InDEZD! AND HIM NOT BEEN IN THE PARISH 








Leh oh By for sale, and that as there was no good-will in the 
fixtures would alone be parted with at a valuation. 
rns Bounce had kept his word to Montzena; but the Penny 
P. ometheus attacked — een | morning for a month with articles 
letters, and pone headed, “‘ Mr. Bounce Again!” until 
blackened as he was, ~~ stared him in the face, and nothing 
could save him except white-washing; and how was that to te 
“7 Mee Snes lan had Bo had bee 
ar Mrs. Overwayte’s plan rospered ; a n 
snubbed by Mornteena; her father still ‘retained the Mastership of 
Deedler’s Trust, with his other appointments ; = A her triumph was 
not unclouded—the Archbeacon would have to pay his share of the 
fees to Sir Isaac; and if Morzeena should change her mind, and 
take pity on Bounce, the whole battle would pave to be fought over 
again, and on a field very ay wenaageens ts her movements. 

“What is to be done, m asked the Arch as he 
stood before the glass, i - is stor’ s University —— and hood, 
the night igh tassel of his College cap, previous to putting out 

night-light. 

** Done! fou Arch-Noodle ?” replied his spouse, from under the 
bed-clothes ; “‘ what’s to be done? Why the shoulder of mutton 
and baked potatoes for to-morrow’s dinner! ”’ 

“I don’t quite eee, my dear,” said the Archbeacon, 
pausing with the extin 

** But Ido, you Arch- ody! !” returned the Lady, contemytncusty. 
* What's sunst bodane. Dinner ’s necessary ; the shoulder 
of mutton will be hot to-morrow: when it is cold, we can offer it to 
or A, if {4 yt a Bounce!” 

7) see ” sai e as the t. 

“As well as you ever will in the Sa casmeeh te eens 
ro de who will pa ~ poet 
share of Sir Isaac’s charges ; ~~ —— eh 

anyone recommended by the pps te or Downxz.” 
y not, my dear?” a S who was now 
petormfon tha orming that - of canni “known as ‘ tucking himself in,” | move 
ore dropping 


off to sleep. e yy no verbal Gene bee 





a only a gentle snore, and a quiet, but vigorous kick, which 
» Comune to congratulate himself on the strength of 


his furious tucking 


” Seemmeniel’ 4 the Bishop, and Mrs. Dowpre!” murmured 
the Archbeacon to himself; ‘‘ what the deuce does she mean ?”’ 
Then, after intoning his | fest snore, he joined Mrs. OVERWAYTE 


in her nocturne. hy 
Mr. Srmwpier’s and Mr. 


rs will gather from this that during 
Reonen? s absence, some one had been re- 


commended by Mrs. Downie as a candidate for MorueEna’s hand. 
Who was it? Fair Ladies, I will not deprive you of the pleasin 
information one second longer than I can help. Let us meet an 


gossip over it in my next 


chapter. 








RIGHT AND WRONG AT WIMBLEDON, 1880. 
( Extracts from a Couple of Diaries.) 
Lrevrenayt Lazyzoy’s Recorp. (THe Wrone Way.) 
Monday.—Lo down in the afternoon. Found that my tent 


had not been planked ov 


er. Could not stand that! Came back to 


ioge ont and dined at the Club. 
.—Having nothing better to do, thought I would look in 


at Win edon. The 


t I had ordered for m tent not soft 


Utterly impossible to remain. Returned to Town, and 


enj joyed a co a — 
the Camp. > had to do 


the firing, and in opening a ga 
Thursday.—Nice day, so sete spate’ I wo 


ht’s rest. 

by the Burrerrty girls to take them to see 
it. Horrid De pape Got a from 
a p- of vena kid Camp Had 


a little dinner in my tent. Rather pleased that fe was made 0 o, 
0 


—y 4 the ap fel 


ws up to Town. bd in my tent, after 


empt bottles into the open. 
Fredy uo et night. All sorts of trumpet-calls. Too ill to 
‘Bpent the ie te in retirement. The on at yesterday’s 


given me an a 


wiul headache. 
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AN ASTHETIC MIDDAY MEAL. 


At the Iuncheon hour, Jellaby Postlethwaite enters a Pastrycook's and calls for a glass of Water, 
into which he puts a freshly-cut Lily, and loses himself in contemplation thereof. 


Waiter. “‘ Satu I BRING YOU ANYTHING ELSE, Sir!” 
Jellaby Postlethwaite, ‘‘ THANKS, No! 


I HAVE ALL I REQUIRE, AND SHALL 800N HAVE DONE !”’ 


A BUNDLE OF BILLS. 


Mr. Puncn has reasons for believing that 
among the Parliamentary prospects can 
hardly be included that of the following 
Bills being brought into Parliament by the 
Members whose names are attached to 


A Bill for closing Breweries—Mr. Bass. 
A Bill for the 


affecting Religious , aS. ~~ 

sexes 

throughout the United Kingdom, its Colo- 

nies and Dependencies—Sir Tuomas 
AMBERS, 

A Bill for the Suppression of Horse- 


Racing—Mr. H, CHapiiy. 
A Bill for the Better Ordering of Ath- 


letics at the iy a Currry. 
A Bill for the Abolition of Divorce— 
Mr. IypeRwicx. 

A Bill for Re- the Duty on 
Pa: al fr the Botte? WARDS, Seka 
or the Better Regulation 
Journals—Mr. Henry a ey d 


A Bill for Appoi Regular Officers to 
the Command o am ees Corps—Colonel 


Lawkig. 

A Bill for og ayy | Annual Parlia- 
mentary Elections for the Universities— 
Mr. Ropert Lows, 

A Bill for Prohibiting the Sale of News- 
_— at Railway Stations — Mr. W. H. 

\MITH 


A Bill for Abolishing Competitive Ex- 
aminations—Mr. WREN. 

And lastly, a Bill for admitting the Mayor 
and the Apmreat to Parliament, without 
5 ee and keeping them there— Mr. 


unch, 








POLITICAL PARADOX, 


Tue loss which the Government has sus- 
tained by the secession of the Marquis of 
LaNsDOWNE is not so small as it is Perry. 











Saturday.—Woke up with a bad cold, in spite of the sumptuous 
appointments of my tent, which is as luxurious as a lady’s boudoir. 
Left the place, as I can’t stand another week of it. Wimbledon the 
bi mistake out! Never saw such a disgusting hole! Hang the 
National Rifle Association ! 

Private Worxkaway’s Recorp. (THe Rieut Way.) 

Monday.—Reached Wimbledon, and set to work to pitch my tent. 
Great fun. Did me a world of . Dug theditch and spread the 
Ln sheet over the heather. Devoted the afternoon to setting- 
up drill. ~~ like a to . a: : 

Tuesday.—Up with Battalion drill in the morning, 
shooting in the afternoon as a rose! 
at daybreak. Shooting in the morning, 


Wednesday.—Saluted 
beatin 2 drill . the ——?. Laxey as a cricket! ‘ 
ur .—On du ay. Did my proportion of sentry-go 
and sabeh werk. o complaints. Ail on the alert and quite 
correct. Great fun! 
Friday.—Raced the sun in rising, and beat him! Attended mili- 
ta , — Ra in for am Lt FP te 
e to shooting. Something like a holiday! 
_ Saturday.—Early parade. Got through three hours’ steady drill 
in a workmanlike manner. Inspection of Camp. ath born in 
a) pie order. Then some really good ing. Half-holiday in 
ernoon. Racing, jumping, and other athletic sports. Never 
vette my life. Shall enjoy the second week as much as the first. 
im 


e lark. 


on an enormous success! Never saw such a delightful 
spot! The National Rifle Association for ever! 





THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ACCOUNT. 


“Compensation for Disturbance (Ireland) Bill.” 
enormous sum Ireland will have to pay England! 


What an 


Devoted the remainder | 


| “Great Auktion.”’ 


PRE-ADAMITE PAINT. 


Tue question put to Mr. Apam, the other night, as to what he 
meant to do in the shape of beautifying the interior of the home of 
the legislature, was met by that gentleman with usual response. 
He was not in a h to do anything. This answer is, of course, as 
old as Mr. Anam. Indeed older; for it has been given before his 
time by several of his predecessors. However, perhaps, the present 
guardian of Sir Cuoartes Barry’s » may be induced to 
make some move in the matter of adornment, seeing that, as a critical 
—— puts it, the stranger who mounts the staircase g 
to the Committee-rooms, is brought, when he surveys the ; 
** face to face with a ravage of thirty years fit to match anything’ 
that has befallen the work of Leonarpo ing under the neglect of 
centuries. There seems, therefore, no doubt, but that before long some 
one will have to be called in. Meantime let Mr. Apa get a pail of 
water and a scrubbing-brush. If he is at a loss for a decora’ for 
the moment, he evidently can’t go very far wrong—with the Bath ! 





| By Great Auker’s Licence. 
| « Two eggs of the Great Auk, not previously recorded, discovered in an old 
rivate collection in Edinburgh, were sold by auction on at | Mr. J.C. 
Soovens, of King Street, Covent Garden, one fetching £100, the other 
102 guineas.” —Daily News, July 5. 
Tuts is a case of sale by auction which well deserves to be called 
At such prices we may indeed say, in trade 
phrase, that ‘‘ Eggs is eggs.” 





Tue Best ‘‘ Races’ Proonress.”—On his Sunday School errand 
at Gloucester, 1780. 
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OUR GEESE. 





Nay, things so bad pigs Save ire from worse ewan, 


Were’t not for our ium, glorious Gorést. 


Stout as the Three who kent the Bridge of old 
These scare Rad robbers from the Church’s "told, 
Resist the Arch-fiend Giapstrowg and his works, 
Helding a brief for Heaven and the Turks. 
rer | | al . — mightier yet ved Le 
me, ry says, was saved by geese, 
And the chief ** Question-asker” is an Anser 
Greater than any History—the romancer !|— 
Holds records of. The lord og AND CAMPBELL 
Beats most at an inquisitorial ramble 
And oft the pestilent Premrer writhes and squirms 
Beneath the great “ I-want-to-know ” a ORME. 


But what rope des Striot who dlighta fo tackle 


The inconti 
to Gust. OFF, 


With daily om Ott ble stu 
Mixed homily and  catedhion, fra 
hf such an inchoate vastitude t, 


subtly blending infinite pretence 
With most mirific lack of ging 
the old of foolish fuss, Paktrer, 
now yield place to—Mr. Asamkap Barrett ! 





A Distinction with a Difference. 


“The SuLTawn has invited the Director of the Ottoman Bank 
to the gam to discuss the difference between the Porte and 
the Bank.’’— Recent Constantinople Telegram. 


Tae great difference, we take it, between the Porte 
and the Bank—which includes of the minor ones— 
is that the Bank Aas com y, the Porte 
hasn’t—‘‘ nor is like to have.” one is a Porte 
in a storm. e other is a Bank with a rest. 











— ——— 





DRAMATIC DIPLOMACY, 


The true Seoret of, as extracted from a ;- Office wire by Mr. Punch’s 
Own Special Tapper,” 


Earl Gr-nv-lle, F. O., Inia ® to ‘Bight 3 Hon. G. G-sch-n, B. E., 


Warsrtuye to hear from you. Something ought to have happened 
by this time. What are <4 about ? . 


Right Hon, G. G-sch-n, B. E., Constantinople, to Earl Gr-nv-lle, 
F. O., London, 

Am about nothing ; particular. They don’t understand arithmetic. 
Shall broach the “‘ Reforms,” however, at dinner on Tuesday. 
Things move more slowly here than you would suppose. Situation 
delicate. Ought I to wear a hat at dessert ? 


Earl Gr-nv-ile, F. O., -~— to Right Hon. 
Assert yourself. We * will take consequences. 
Refuse also to leave Palace till to carry out me is 


given in black and white. Prestige will suffer by prol inaction. 
You understand. Strike. 


Right Hon. G. G-sch-n, B. rs Constantinople, to Earl Gr-nv-lle, 
F, 0. ., London, 


G. G-sch-n, B. E., 


CERTAINLY. 


Bes Solent F. 0., London, to Right Hon. G, G-sch-n, B. E., 
Constantinople. 


Won't do. ©. R. telegraphs from Berlin ‘‘ We're nowhere.” G, 
feels this too. Something must be done. You will have our fullest 
support in a coup de thédtre. Try one. 


Right Hon. G. G-sch-n, * ry Constantinople, to Earl Gr-nv-lle 
Come thédtre eftected. ‘Have refused to gi 


ak, aad ang al ule Britannia, 
, Fa y Wet cao al hae 
She goes to Egypt. 7 1-4 Hope this will 
satiafy you. 


Earl Gr-nv-ile, F. 0. » Landa, to Right Hon. G, G-sch-n, B. E., 


Smaps yey wach, what but better than | Chi 
Jeri we expected a 


That will wake up 





H. M. Meantime = your hat 


GIVE YOUR ORDERS! 
Ma. Porcn, 
Many persons, equally interested with myself in 
aged p and ceremony, were of course Sites delighted EX at 
the Court Circular of the announcement that— 

“ On the occasion of the audience granted by the Queen to the Ambassador 
from the King of S1a, on Friday last, His Excellency Coow Pura Buanvu- 
wonoss Mana Kosa stinees Tr PHRALANG having presented Her Maszsty 
with the insignia of the Order of the White Elephant of Siam, the Quzen 
was invested with the Riband, Badge, and Star, which were placed on Her 
Maszsty by Princess Brarxice.” 


In the course of my favourite reading I subsequently had the 
pleasure to learn from the stays Post that— 

“The Quzzn has been ppostensty pigneel to confer on Paya Ratva Kosa, 
First Secretary of the Siamese Em who was prevented by indisposi- 
tion from being present at Windsor Castle on the 2nd inst., the Companion- 
ship of the Order of St. Michael and St. George.’’ 


Surely, Sir, the Order of 88. Michael and George was a more than 
ample return "for the Order of the White Elephant. The i of 
the latter symbolise a superstition ; but do not those of the er 
commemorate sacred personages, obj ects of orthodox faith? It isa 
delusion to believe the bodies of white elephants to be tenanted by 
transmigrated souls; whereas we know it—do we not ?—to be true 
that St. George slew a dragon, and that St. Michael also wiueyned 
over a similar antagonist, when, as represented in the stained glass 
window at Melrose Abbey, 
“ Full in the midst his cross of red 
Triumphant Michael brandished, 
And trampled the Apostate’s pride. ” 


Is not the Companionship of the Order of St. Michael and St. 
Goce the fellowa nip of Saints, for which Paya Ratva Kosa may 
forthwith to get, if he has not already got himself duly 
slifed, and when he geben Siam will he not very likely 
Cavett his master the 
Otherwise, for a. of ‘dinihillaie with Sovereigns who believe 
in such creatures as White Elephants, Ge come might perhaps be 
advised in adaptation to their ideas, te special Orders of 
a Bay the denomination might be di derived from denizens 
of the Gardens, as, for instance. ‘thinooerow, “Phere 
” | potamus, or the Order of the Two-Horned Rhinoceros, 
. tary se received righ, hee Pee 
or any su e persuasion, m 
with | congruity and fitness of things as to repel in nd, and 
SQuARE. 
rovided with no Order of 


Pleased to institute an 
tagle ; or what would he think 





P.S.—The United States, I think, are 

whatever. Uncle Sam mi cht 
Order of the Buffalo, or of the 
of an Order of the Sea-Serpent 





6@ To Conausronpawts.— The Bditor does not hold hi:nself bound to acknowledge, 
stamped and directed envelope 


return, or 


y for Contributions. In no case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 
should be kept. 
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Com Caplor. 


BORN OCTOBER i8, 1817. DIED JULY 12, 1880. 








For some little time we had been deprived of his personal presence at our council-board ; yet 
his letters, written with his own hand, showed no sign of failing, but, on the contrary, inspired us with 
the greatest confidence in his ultimate restoration to health. Only a few days before the end came, he 
had sent suggestions for the week’s Cartoon, and our latest Number contained contributions from 
his pen. 

That he is not still with us—that we shall not, after a while, greet him, as heretofore, at our 
weekly gathering—is hard to imagine; but that he is gone from us for ever, that we shall never again 
respond to the grasp of that good right hand, shall never more watch those keen, quick, intelligent 
eyes, nor hear his kindly voice, seems for us, so long and so closely associated with him, impossible 
to realise. 

Yet, he has gone—and left us the lesson of his life. 

Gifted with rare oritical acumen and mental powers of no common order, his vigorous brain 
directed a hand as quick and ready as his own thought, 

Possessing a marvellous capacity for work, he was indefatigable in the discharge of his many 
onerous duties; and so, oftentimes, doubtless, overtaxing a strong constitution, he lived and died 
in harness. 

He was always occupied with a variety of subjects; ever as eager to acquire, as willing to impart, 
knowledge. A cultivated man of letters, an admirable scholar, he was as free from pedantry as he was 
incapable of idleness. His relaxation was study; his mental rest, activity in some new field; and from 
his earliest schooltime to the last days of his life, his career of usefulness is an example of well- 
directed energy, tenacity of application, and honest singleness of purpose. Whatever he set himself 
to do, he did thoroughly. And in that word may be summed up Tom Tarzor’s character; for, from 
first to last, he was, in the highest and best sense, ‘‘ Thorough.” 

Peculiarly placed in Art and Literature, for him to make some enemies was inevitable, But, if 
in error, he was readily open to conviction, and his frank and free confession of mistake was not the 
least touching characteristic of his generous, manly nature. 

Asa Dramatist he did excellent and lasting work ; but his numerous plays are so familiar to the 
public as to render superfluous here anything more than a general recognition of their undoubtedly great 
merits, both in construction and in terse and nervous dialogue. 

It remains to speak of him, once and for all, as we of this Staff knew him. He was a warm- 
hearted, genuine, upright Man. To us, his fellow-workers, he proved himself a careful, considerate, 
and judicious Editor; and, in all respects, a staunch and loyal friend, whom we sincerely loved. He 
had the very gentleness of a woman, and his large human sympathy could never allow him to turn 
a deaf ear to any tale of distress. 

Quick to detect and appreciate talent, he was ready in every way and on all occasions to hold out 
a helping hand to a beginner. 

Of his Home-life it does not beeome us here to speak—our deepest and strongest sympathies are 
with the bereaved ones—but this we may say, in all humble hope, that when at last our namee shall be 
called, and when you who read and we who write this inadequate tribute to his worth, shall be 
summoned to give an account of our stewardship, may we too, one and all of us, be able to present 
the record of « life as useful, as well-spent, and as blameless as that of the dear friend whose loss 


we deplore. 
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“JUST OUT!”’—(AT ALL THE LIBRARIES.) 


First Young Lady. ‘‘ How pip you ure Convict Lirz, DEAR!” 
Second Young Lady. ‘‘ Pretty weit. We've sust pecun Jen Years’ PewAt Servirvps. Some OF Us Like IT, BuUT——”’ 
Old Lady (mentally). ‘Goon Gracious! WHAT DREADFUL CreaTuREs! So youne, Too!” [ Looks for the communicating cord | 








to the process of being snapped off, I t tosay, by his better half, 
THE BEADLE! who in reality rules the roast in the Palaee—Dr. Dowpre himself 
oR, being —— = pen oo face ne ape es SOS 8 sanctee, ; 
7 while he himself, seated on his ne in -Beerjester Ca R 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. has no more real power in his hands than have the recumbent stone 
BY as his p as = Ss tombs. : ‘ 
r. Dowpre is remarkable nei ‘or great talent nor for any 
ANTHONY DOLLOP. brilliant social qualities, and so his swift but aay bys in his pro- 
Author of ‘‘ The Chronicles of Barsellshire,” ‘' Beerjester Brewers,” | fession, and subsequently his preferment from one to another, in 
“The Half-way House at Aleinton,” ‘* Thoriey Farm for | rapidly improving succession, was an enigma to the world outside ; 
Cattle,” ‘* Family Parsonage,” ‘‘ The Prying Minister,” | and he himself was as unintelligible as an inscription on a Moabite 
“* Pearls Before Swine; or, Who Used His Diamonds?” | stone, except to Mrs. Dowpre, who had so often translated him into 
“* Rub the Hair,” ‘The Way We Dye Now,” “ Fishy Fin,” | various diocesan dialects, from Land’s End to Northumberland, 
** Fishyas Wilduz,” “‘ Dr. Thorne and David James,” ‘ Star | that by the time of his latest instalment on account of his Small- 
and Garter, Richmond,” ‘‘ Rachel Hooray!” “ The Jellies of | Beerjester Bishopric, he might well have been intoxicated with his 
Jelly,” ‘* The Bertrams and Roberts,” ‘‘ Lady Pye-Anna,” | success, having been in England half-sees over within the first three 
“‘ Tails of <All Creatures,” “‘’A ’Otspur,” ** ; Grea- | years of his He mF 

sily,” “ Vicar of Pullbaker,” “ McDermott of Balladsingerun,’”’| As the great Earl of Wanwicx had earned the title of King-maker, 
“Can't You Forget Her?” “ He Knew He Could Write,” | so Mrs. Dowpre had thorough deserved the honourable sobriquet 
§c., $e. of “‘ Eminent Translator,” which had been conferred on her by all 
CHAPTER VIII. the ecclesiastics, their wives and families in all the dioceses. ce 
having completed the rough translation, this worthy woman set her- 
Coram EPtscoPo. self to carefully adapting the bishop to the new stage where he had 
_Dr. Downre, Bishop of Small-Beerjester, was a quiet, easy-going, | to appear. The Bishop was entirely in her hands; he never moved, 
dint-wtns prelate, tenacious of such authority as he esa proprio motu, but only when she pushed him forward ; whatever 
and patiently ambitious of eee to Archiepiscopal splendour ; | she made him take, he took, including a black draught, or white one, 
tolerant of dissent, yet ever ready to kill the fatted calf on the con- | if either were in the game on the board; and when not in action he 

version of a prodigal or a pretty-gal, and still more ready, whenever | was only too glad to remain upright, and always on the square. 
weal of Church Established might be intrusted to his;hands,| Yet, perhaps, he inwardly groaned under the domestic tyranny 
to cut a good fat slice out of it for himself. which, to all outward ap ce, he seemed to accept with philoso- 
. Downre is a decidedly good-looking man; ‘and /| phic contentment. But for her promptings his ambition might have 
' somewhat below the middle height, he is considered as in| taken quite another turn, on the military parade, or in Westminster 
himself equal to an entire) epi te sixty-two bishops, being | Hall, and, indeed, he would never have accepted his first Mitre, had 
i igh, and every inch a bishop. He is| not his spouse pointed out to him that he “* mgAt err if he refused it.” 
t , in partibus, but in toto. He is somewhat Perhaps, Ladies, he was silently for an opportunity to 
eficient in nose, as episcopal organ is so frequently submitted | break away from these bonds, which gave so little interest, to 






















































:ON A BREAD-PLATTER. 


* WELL, AUSTIN, CAN YOU READ THaT!” 

*“ No, Mamma.” 

‘* Weil, If © RATHER DiFFiouLT! Taoss age Op Enouiise 
LETTER.” 

‘Ans tary! Tazn No WONDER THE ANCIENT BRITONS COULDN'T 
Reap on Warts!” 


assert his independence, and, so to , to throw away the Female 
Dictionary to which he had owed his rapid and most successful 
translations. If he ever ventures to insinuate that being a Bishop 
be should like to have his own latch-key and go out occasionally 
by himeelf ; if he occasionally remonstrates against being compelled 
to clean the children’s boots and cut their hair, simply because he 
wears an apron, and must put it te some economical use, Mrs. 
Downie retorts with the question from her Episeopal Catechism, 
“Who made you what you are?” to which his Lordship is com- 
pelled to reply, *‘ You did, my dear,” and she then reminds him with 
no little asperity, that when he was first made Bishop, he was only 
an Eight:en-penny Ordinary, supported by the voluntary contribu- 
tions of Commercial Travellers, and aow he is on the high road to 
be Prime-meat of all England! Was she not carving it all out for 
ae ow Bono, if net for the joimt good of himself and his 
y 

The Bishop admitted it.2 Then why this ingratitude ? ‘she ‘asked. 
Let her hear no more of it.* And so his faint attempt at imsubordi- 
nation came to a lame and impotent conclusion. 

At length, however, the Bishop fancied he saw a ray of hope 
Ecamine in the eye of his new chaplam, the Reverend | Poa 

atti, who had been selected out of a perfect regiment of li- 
cants by his experienced wife; fur this exceilent lady would have 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


(Juny 24, 1880. 








chosen all the‘clergy:for the diocese had the opportunity offered, and 
reduced them all to submissive obedience to her sovereign will. 

»** You’re quite a good Queen Bess,” the Bishop had said to her 
playfully, when he saw her a little ruffled,—which probably suggested 
the resemblance, pictorially. 

“I'd be an Evclesiastical Britannia, if I had my way,” was the 
worthy ‘woman's rejoinder. ‘ Britannia rules the waves; I rule 
the See.” 

{sThe Bishop hummed to himself the remainder of the tune which is 
wedded to the declaration of the eternal treedom of Britons; but he 
thought it the safest policy to offer no further observation. — 

Mr. Marruew Marrrx, the new Canon, Domestic Chaplain to the 
Bishop, and special protégé of Mrs. Downie, is, however, far too im- 
portant a personage in this story to be dismissed with a few hard 
lines in the middle of a chapter; indeed it would have been more 
than the Bishop himself would have dared to do, even in the most 
crowded chapter ever assembled, against the express desire of his 
wife, to whose superior will and ju ent, I, my dear Ladies, must 
also bow, and ask your attention to the portrait which I shall now 
have the pleasure to present for your inspection, though I can 
scarcely describe the operation as pleasurable, since Canon MaTTHEW 
MaTTrx is no favourite of mine, as | may warn you beforehand, with- 
out prepossessing you against him, and with every intention of 
treating him as fairly as possible, 

Mr. Marragw Marrrx was not originally a member of the Church 
Establishment; but being, as his family name implies, of Angular- 
Saxon Dissent, he had adhered to the Early Perpendicular Persua- 
sion. However, when he was only five feet two, he entered as aa 
under-sizar at St. Khombus College, where, on his rapidly attaining 
the standard of six feet, he was made a Full-Sizar, in which position 
it was his duty to chop logic for the Master and Fellows, and make 
the hardest props for the support of the Mathematical Tripos. in 
this occupation he made such progress that he was elected Gradient 
of his college, an honour that was only conferred on one in six; when 
in diametrical opposition to his father’s wishes, he renounced the 
Perpendicular Persuasion, and through the influence of his patron, 
Sir Komrer Rence, to whose family circle he had been admitted, he 
was appviated to the valuable Kectangularship of 82. Evc.ip’s 
College, institated for the Propagation of Farallelograms in the 
Pulygonian Islands, On the occasion of his preaching his own first 
Parallelogrammatic Sermon, which, it must be acknowledged, he did 
in excellent axiomatic English, he captivated the rich vulgar widow 
= a a Dyer, who cunsidered his complements as addressed to 

erself. 

This devoted Lady disposed of a large portion of the property 
which her husband had made by dyeing, in order to purchase for 
Mr. Marrrx a Living, and she was on the point of appearing in her 
true colours, after throwing off the weeds, when Time’s inexorable 
seythe gave her her coup de grass. Her entire property weat to her 
relatives, except a box of fer best weeds, which were lett to Mr. 
Matrix, and so all his hopes in this quarter ended in smoke. 

The following year he won the Khum Boyd Scholarship, by a 
learned essay on the 7’ripos and Onionos of the Ancient Greek Sup- 
perstitious Kites. This prize is ia the gift of the Greengrocers’ 
Company, which at once elected him as their Honorary Chaplain, 
when he immediately rented a commodious house charmingly situ- 
ated in the most fashionable square of the Hypotheneuse, which gave 
him the right to the tolls, not only from ali the belles crowding to 
his church, but also, by a grant of the Uollege of St. Khombus, trom 
everyune crossing the Pons Asinorum, 

Here he made Mrs. Dowpiz’s acquaintance, and the intercourse 
very —— became close and confidential. From the moment he 
became the Bishop's Chaplain, and Canon of Small-Beerjester, Mr. 
Matrix resolved that he—he, Mr. Marrrx, would in effect be Bishop 
of Small-Beerjester. Mrs. Dowpre had also chosen the same posi- 
tion for herself. Mr. Marrrx flatters himself that he can out- 
mancuvre the Bishop's wife, and that, if other means fail, he has a 
reserve force in his hand in the shape of the Bishop himself, who, 
he is confident, would gladly avail himself of any safe opportunity 
of emancipating himself from the petticoat tyranny. 

Mr. Marrrx is tall of stature, but decidedly Low in his views. He 
is somewhat broad-chested, but very narrow-minded. When there 
are two lines for him to take, he can, according to his inclination, be 
either obtuse or acute. His forehead is square, his eyes look round, 
and are occasionally bisected with mathematical precision by heavy 
Kue-lids. Tosome people the bridge of his nose is something they 
eannot get over, and its classic outline bears a strong resemblance to 
the above-mentioned Pons Asinorum, which is the only Roman thing 
about him ; as any approach to an M. B. waistcoat, a high-cut clerical 
coat, or an imitation jugum or Roman Collar is, n Canon Martrix's 
eyes, an intolerable abomination. His hands are large, but otherwise 
y are no great shakes. For myself I have always disliked his 
manner of shaking hands; his right hand is cofd and fishy, and 
its touch is flabby ; but on the other hand it must be borne in mind 
that he is a servant of the Uhureh Establishment, and not a pro- 





tessional Shaker. 
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Such is the clergyman whom Mrs. Downre has introduced into 
Small-Beerjester as her husband’s Domestic Chaplain ; he is neither 
a Cherub, nor a Demon; for to the former a -seat in the Cathe- 
dral would have been of no practical value; and as the latter he 
would have been sadly inconvenienced to find a suitable place for his 
tail, which would have caused a considerable coil among the clergy 


erally. 
“i. Downrs has heard all about Joun Bounce’s proceedings, and 
has determined to place her favourite in Mr. Srmony Sipier’s place, 
whenever,that Gentleman shall be forced to resign, an event which, 
as we have seen, is notrlikely to quite so soon as the Bi y 
wife had ex Mrs. Dowpre at present no idea. that 
Reverend Matraew Marrrx has cast a loving eye on MoRLEENA, 
Mrs. OvERWwaYTE is for once wrong in her surmise that Canon Matrix 
has been recommended for the vacant place in her sister’s affections 
by the Bishop and Mrs. Downe, whose mutual enemy the 
beacon’s wife is by nature and . Each Lady wishes 
the whole ecclesiastical power of -Beerjester into her own 
and the Bishop and Archbeacon are only their puppets. Mrs. 
warte has managed to dispose of Joun Bouncer, and she 
looking forward to rendering useless all Mrs. Dowpre’s efforts 
supplanting her father on the Mastership of Deedler’s Trust. More- 
is si csemined to defeat whatever matrimonial designs Mr. 
Marrrx may have on her sister Montes, and as he is o 
the Soeenn's Sabeneme quuasels , she will not rest until she 
i of the -Beerjester Di and with him, if 
possible, the entire Downie ; and it is not improbable that the 
excellent Lady may have ambitious dreams of her bosom’s Lord being 
seated heavily on the Episcopal throne. Be this as it may 
OveRWayTe contents herself at present with frustratip 
Martrrx’s designs on Morigena, and on the Mastership ot Dexp- 
LER’S, 


“* He is a great gun, no doubt,” she has said to the Archbeacon, in 
one of those nocturnal episodes at the Archbeaconry, whereof we 
have bees 09 froquansiy the paweupertes witnesses. ‘ He is a great 
gun, no doubt 


Hiei 


aa) 
s 
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A THREATENED INFLICTION, 





at for all that, Archbeacon, I’ll spike the Canon.” quisi 


no ; 

** But, my dear, the Archbeacon ven to suggest, ‘‘ suppose 
Morizena falls in love with him.” 

“Pall in i ou Arch-Noodle!" retorted his Lady. 
‘My father will resign office of Percentor, and we must have 
somebody ready in the Archbeaconry to fill the vacancy, and to 
marry Morteena. Then when the Canon is spiked, our candidate 
can step into his shoes, and if you’re only half awake——.” 

‘*T am, my dear,” said the hbeacon, taking a vigorous pull at 
his eres that stood hot by the bedside. 

“ae may step ote the Bishop's —g ty? in” tet 
‘*But my itty tiddy-pop,” began the Archbeacon, cajoling 
** who is the on we’re io} ee here ready for the Percentorship oe 

MerWhol”” exclaimed his spouse rtling « bask-1 
“Who!” exclai i iving so startling a back-legger 
as nearly sent the Archbeacon flying on to the 5 “Whol! why 
ou ~idiot,” she was never more familiar than this in i 
er husband., ‘‘ your old friend Mr. ARaBLE.” 
‘The very man!” exclaimed the Archbeacon. ‘‘I’ll write to 
him to-morrow. I’ll write about -—.” 

“ You’ll pight-cbons face now,” interrupted his spouse, turning 
away, ‘‘and don’t bother me any more,” 

‘* Bong swore,” murmured the Archbeacon, And then the worthy 
couple gradually sank off to sleep, performing in their slumbers a 
duett from Nosey en Egitto, performing triumphant marches on their 
two organs in anticipation of the glorious vietory over the Dowpiz 
party, and the ultimate spiking of the objectionable Canon. 

And who is Mr. Arasie! ies he is far too important a person 
ty be intvaduped ab the tail af ochagten, or at the of any chapter 
of a tale, 





A Double Saint’s Day. 
On Wednesday last eame off the féte of the French Republic. On 


the day following, the Legitimists celebrated that of their Chief, the | return 


Count de Coamponpd—the festival of his Patron Saint, the Fifteenth 
of July. That, in their Calendar, is St. Henri’s Day; but since 
a Saint is a Saint all the world over, Hewnr Cova, as they call 
him, may rejoice under the tutelage of another Saint also besides 
St. Henri—the guardianship of two Patron Saints, 8S. Henri and 
the advantage of invoking the 


Swithin; and in particular enjo 
latter G0 cond hien 6 lene selem.” 





Wanted, a Settlement. 


Ir Bend Or they can prove a “‘ crook,” 
As Hoixer says they ’re able, 
’Tis clear ot, ae a stable book, 
ts will begin to look 
noommonly un-stable | 








and 
paths and hom@opaths, all the other respectable but di tly 
thinking sections of the community. 

Happily, all these apprehensions have proved to be groundless. 
We know now that the Census of 1881 will be well nigh as 
simple and harmless as that of 1871, and we can therefore review, 
with a quiet mind, some of the and pitfalls which rumour 
insisted Heads of Families would find lurking in the document to 
be left with them, on a certain day next April, by the Enumerators. 

The most disquieting report was that the statement of age would 
have to be su by vit, or, in the case of Moravians, 
Quakers, and Separatists, by a statutable declaration. Cautious 
ladies (likewise gentlemen) trembled to think that their hour had 
come at last, and meditated cutgrating, Setwess now and April, 
1881, to some happy innocent country where statistics and Censuses 
are alike unknown. 
ane quiet sa did — the ape a bering, | ages 

6 ave wee consum m of wine, spiri on the 
qouplens. * Gusciane puffed at the notion of being compelled to 
render a return of their expenditure on tobacco, distinguishing 
between pipes, cigars, and cigarettes. 

Another threatened question was whether the ow ¥~ allopath 
or homeeopath, or “ Peculiar People,” faithless in doctors, and 
following a path of their own. 

But far worse than this was a terrible whisper that all unmarried 
females would be called upon to declare, without reservation, whether 
their affections were engaged ; and to satisfy the Enumerators that 
in taking country walks with a companion, corresponding 
exchanging presents, &c., they were acting with full parental 
consent. 

Domestic animals, it was reported, were to be included in the 
. Aharmless requirement, but it was foreseen that nice ques- 
tions, difficult of adjustment, would for example, whether 
the Cat actually slept on the premises on the night of the enumeration. 

A demand for a declaration of political = would, it was 
entended, if persisted in, light the torch of Revolution throughout 

e land. 

About one hundred and fifty religi sects and fully 
ex to be harassed with prving and tying q prae 

tly, rostrate bewilderment was the tion ef the perplexed 
Head of the Family, on hearin he would have to find out and 
record the opinion of every adult member of his household on the 
following debated questions—Vivisection, the use of Stimulants, 
Athletics, Ritualism, Tobacco, Turkey, V and the 
orthography of SHaxkesPeake’s name. ead was x made 
more comfortable by being told that he might have to add the names 
3 pa sareniaas paees, Actors, Painters, Poets, and Preachers, of 

under his root, 
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FRENCH FOOD FOR ENGLISH BABES——-AND MOTHERS. 


Grigsby (during entr’acte). ‘‘Wuat! you ners, Miss Jongs !” 
Miss Jones. ‘‘Yus; 1 Gor MAMMA TO BRING ME. SHE DOESN’T UNDERSTAND FaeNocn, you KNOw! AIN'T IT Fun!” 
[Grigsby flatters himself that he sees the fun of a Palais Royal play as well as anyone on this side of the Channel, but he does draw the line 


somewhere ; and does not see the fun of a respectable Materfamilias being present at such an entertainment,—and with her Daughter, too/ 
a thing that is not even done in the country of Zola / 





ry’ 4 > ~/ ‘J i . i , ’ h 
PITY A POOR FO(R)STER-MOTHER |! Ce eee 
And for all my care and my tender cosetting he never seems to grow 


any bigger. ; 
As to better, they ’d “‘ amend” him off the face of the earth —they ’re 
as woid of heart as of manners !— 





| On, he always were weak in the knees, I know, and a leetle bit 
shaky, but still 
| A more innercent and well-meaning child there never could be than 


my Bru! , : : os» 66 ss 
Which his birth premature and promiscus-like were a good deal agen And on aS ah okeadieamenen Hear, hear, hears !” jest 


him, poor pet ! i ‘ 
But I've nussed him keerful, and Ivo fed him reglar, and he is that | Ten ee 
ovely, and yet 


Them boys, them saseally rumpageses boys, they ave down upen hin Pasig i, 7 —- _ other Paddies, likeways also that 
ike bricks— : 


Though that ain’t the word—with their stones and shied taters, not Who’s as bad as the worst, and that ojus Gorst, as I’d string him 


i " halter 
to mention rotten eggs and thick sticks. .. Upmse ’ F 
From the very fust they was that unjust that they wouldn’t trust With that sarcy Grsson and that spiteful Excno, and that cold 











hey fw ‘ supercilious WALTER. ; hte Tene) 
" 4 . . . ° . ) ’ r 
Now, do it rg to reason as a mossel like him is likely for to kick oo eae wen ae pos fad at Tiaked io and his spindle- 
or to bite : : . 
i seen . : ‘ . hank bbling still. 
Or to —e anythink in the varsal world ? See him toddling flipputty | ;,>, all pelt! pelt ealttsheve they never felt what a Forster- 
, opputty, : ’ . ‘ , , dame’s feelinks must be ? 
Fust = an, then t’other! It’s rediklus, qnite, to fancy him Oh! there’s one in his wind, and a half brick behind, and a rotten 
_ pitching into ‘‘ proputty.” ‘ my hy , 
A — cherub never cut a tooth than him, my poor little And on mene, 5 ry hullabaloo! He’ll get reglar riddled 
ILL : ‘ - 
_ J ‘ . , p ‘ he will. 
Which ey — boys, drat their nasty noise! is a-doing their They won’t let him pass!!! Oh what will become of my poor little, 
' or to kill. ete , dear little Brix ? [ Left lamenting. 
eat & ~ / they on chivvy him into his coffin is more than a 
y can tell ; meses - 
As the most aggrawacious of the ’ole lot of ’em is that Irish boy, " ‘ 
PaRNELL, Tus Lonpowrer’s Eve to tHe Mary Cuance.—Getting over it 
A more a eer and howdacious young rebel never broke a fond | without being blown up! 
parient’s heart ; 





Nothink never don’t please him not nohow, confuge him! and cer- 
t’py I have done my part. 











Repvsticay Cray ror Hewat pe Rocuevort.—A la Lanterne ! 
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THE FO(R)STER-MOTHER. 
“OH DEAR, OH DEAR! WHAT WILL BECOME OF MY POOR LITTLE BILL?” 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 





Frivay, July 9 (Lords).—On the Motion of Lord Spencer, a 
Scotch Educational Endowments Bill having been read a Second 
Time, the Elementary (Three R’s and Extras) Education Bill, not 
specifically Scotch, was read a Third Time, and passed. So likewise 
were the Union Assessment (Single Parishes) Bill, and the County 
Bridges Bill; as ratepayers will probably soon discover. . 

(Commons, Morning.)—Mr. Guiapstone having, to a question 
touching the Cabinet’s Eastern policy, courteously asked by Sir H. 
D. Wotrr, made a civil reply, sufficient to keep, as it were, the 
wolf from the door, the House plunged into Committee on the Com- 
pensation for Disturbance (or C. D. Irish) Bill; and in a debate on 
the question that the Preamble be Postponed, floundered about all 
the sitting, so as to make no progress at all, but stick in the mud. 
In the course of this controversy, Mr. Giapstone besought the 
Committee not to persevere in obstruction, and warned them that 
waste r. Gne ba not induce i Coven to withdraw mea- 
sures they thought necessary to passed for their country’s 
In the couree of the continued altercation which followed this 
menace concerning the moors, Mr. Biegar—for once in the way— 
happened to give the Chairman occasion to call him to order. Further 
cackle was subsequently adjourned until . 

Evening, w a Resolution by Mr. Rounpe., proposing the 
abolition of the remaining restrictions by which the headships and 
fellowships at Oxford and Cambri are limited to parsons, but 
saving the case of the Deanery of Christchurch, was moved, and, 
after a discussion at this stage of the Session of course perfectly 
futile, in which, nevertheless, several honourable Members too 
part, necessarily wi wn. the House went to work again 
in Committee on the C. D. (Ireland) Bill, contrived at last to agree 
on the Motion to Postpone the Preamble, and adjourned. 


Monday (Lords).—Census (England and Wailes) Bill for 1881 laid 
on the table by Lord Enrrexp, and read a First Time. This Census 
is not to vex or puzzle people by requiring them to return their 
religious opinions. 

rd Oxanmore dilated on Hibernian Atrocities, chronically cha- 
racteristio of “the first flower of the earth and first gem of the 
sea ;’’ otherwise once poetically deseribed as 
“ The land of misrule, and half-hanging, and flame.’’ 


Ne noble Lord materially contradicted Lord Onanmone’s state- 
ments ; whence it would that Ireland only wants Home- 
to become quite Another P not the Lower House of Parliament, 
but one still neth ved, as the saw says, with intentions. 

Gas and Water Orders Confirmation Bill read a Third Time. No, 
Craasé, this measure did not emanate from Convocation. 

(Commons.)—After interrogations and responses, Mr. GLADSTONE 
moved a Resolution providing for despatch of business during the 
remainder of the Session. Hereupon business was immediatel 


arrested by a long wrangle, in the course of which Mr. Cowxn well | part 


but vainly observed that they 


had too many Members, too much 
work, and too much talk. 


, Pro ess, which was ironical of him; and 





*Too many cooks proverbially spoil the broth out of Parliament ; 
in it hinder the concoction of any broth whatever. 

Mr. Griapstone’s Motion having been at length agreed to, he then 
gave notice of an Amendment, designed, on second thoughts, to 
supersede Mr. Law’s, of the Irish C. D. Bill. Then the House went 
into Committee of Supply, and, finally, further considered the 
Relief of Distress (Ireland) Bill in Committee, and took such time in 
so doing that they did not rise to go 
in the morning. 


Tuesday (Lords).—The Lory CHANCELLOR — and got read 
a First Time a Lord Byron Indemnity Bill, to exempt (the contem- 
porary) Lord Brron from the consequences of having, by an over- 
sight, taken his seat and voted before having sworn his oath an 
subscribed the roll in this present Parliameat. Further proceedings 
perfunctory. 


(Commons, Morning.)—Irish C. D. Bill again ; Committee thereon. 
In moving that the Chairman report progress, Lord R. CaurcniL. 
called on Government for some ex tion of Mr. GLapstonr’s 
most recent Amendment, which he called a third or fourth change of 
front. pam from Mr. Forster in general terms. Particulars 
reserved. 

Controversy followed an Amendment moved by Lord G. Hamitrow, 
as to whether, in practice, ‘‘ ejectments ” ily meant ‘* evic- 
tions,” which, if they did, it would be sharp practice no doubt. 
Fact affirmed and denied right and left. 

Mr. Grsson moved an Amendment confining the Bill to tenants 
under £15. Mr. GLapsrong would take £30. Mr. Greson said that 
wouldn’t do; and then another change of front was charged upon 
the Ministry—this time by Mr. O'Connor, Mr. P. Martin, and Mr. 
PARNELL, Further consideration of Clauses adjourned till evening 
sitting. 

(Evening.)—Count-out ; and Punch reports ‘* Progress.” 


Wednesday (Commons).—Debate on Mr. Forster’s Irish Bill con- 
tinued for nearly six hours, partly squandered upon Mr. Grson’s 
Amendment confining the operation of the Bill to holdings under 
£15, instead of £30 as proposed by its author and his Chief; partly 
upon the question whether or no the Chairman had power to silence 

r. Mac Iver (Conservative), who would persist, although thrice 
called to order, in making irrelevant remarks on Emigration, a 
subject said to be his “fad.” Question ultimately referred to Mr. 
Speaker, who ruled in favour of Mr. Mac Iver and against Mr. 
Cuatnman. Thereupon Mr. Coarnman gracefully invited Mr. Mac 
Iver to continue his remarks, but he forbore, and left off boring— 
for a time. 

Oddly enough, the Chairman, having called Mr. Mac Iver to 
order for the third time, then called on Mr. Parwext, who had risen 
at the same moment with the other hon. Member, to _— Was 
not this trying to cast out Conservative Obstructive by Home-Ruler 
Obstructive ? 

The latter, in possession of the House, forthwith moved to report 
i he created laughter by 

ing that, though he thought the Bill ought not to pass, he was 
not willing to take the responsibility of defeating it at the present 
moment. He was good enough to signify that he would not press 
his Motion ; but discussion thereof was mevertheless continued by 
Mr. Biecar and The O’Donoeuve; also by Colonel Torrenuam, 
To enable P to be reported, Lord Excuo likewise spoke, and 
twitted the Premrer with having initiated Communistic legislation, 

Mr. Mac Iver then remounted his Emigration hobby, and took 
another ride amid much interruption. 

After an invective against Irish landlords from Mr. Trmorny SvuL- 
LIVAN, the Motion to report Progress having been withdrawn, Mr. 
Grseson’s figure was negatived, and expenditure of breath on Mr. 
Forster's adjourned, 

Sir Eanpiey Witmor’s Atheists Disqualification Bill broke down 
on a point of form pointed out by Mr. Lapoucnersz. Here 
the Government’s Wednesday sitting. 


Thursday (Lords).—The Census Bill was read a Second Time, and 
the Census (Ireland) Bill, moved also by Lord Ewrrexp, a First Time. 
In reply to cnponiiens rom Lord Foutescus, for dispatch of com- 
pilation, and for the addition of sanitary inquiries, the noble mover 
said that, both for economy and expedition, the Government 
pao aenent it best to restrict the returns to the heads enumerated 
in the . 

We occasionally hear talk of ‘‘ cooking returns.” There is no fear 
that those of the Census will be cooked at all; but some apprehension 
exists that, as before and as usual, officials will take a long time in 


doing them. 

(Commons, )—The uis of Hartiveton informed Mr. J. K. 
Cross that the excess of the Afghan War-costs wi 80 enormous 
that the Government have concluded that a solid and substantial 
t of them ought to be borne by this country ; that is to say, those 
of its inhabitants who pay the taxes. But there is no occasion for 
alarm or hurry; and the Government, before they propose any 


till nearly a quarter to five 
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Sqwire (rather perplexed). *“‘ Hv110, Pat! 


GROUND GAME, &c.!! 


WHERE DID you cer tHe Harr?” 





Pat, ‘‘ Saunz, Sunn, THe Cr’aTUR’ WAS WAND’RIN’ ABOUT, AN’ I THOUGHT I’p TAKE ’r TO THE ‘WaANzES’!” 


Squire. “ Bor pip THe KEEPER sEE you!” 


Pat, ** Buss ver Honovr, I'vz BEEN LOOKIN’ FOR HIM IVER stnce I cavcnrt 1T!!”’ 








definite course, will wait till they can lay all the facts before the 
House, and will take time to consider. . 

On again with Committee on Mr. Forsrer’s little Irish Bill, or 
bantling. Discussion of his £30 Amendment on Mr. Grnson’s £15 
Amendment resumed by Mr. Breear, who, of co oppaeed 
limitations of the Bill whatever. So did Mr. Daty, Sir J. M‘Kewwa, 
and Mr. Smaw. Parwett recommended postponement. Mr. 
Forster offered, with the consent of Mr. GLapstons, to give up his 
Amendment of an Amendment. Mr. Grsson taxed ernment 
and the Paumrer with further change of mind and front. 

If Mr. Grapsrowe has changed his front, has he changed his 
= be ”? Has he ever changed his shirt-collar—except for the 
wi 


Our Wriu1Am deprecated the heat and extravagance with which, 
he said, a second-rate matter had been treated, and asserted the 
right of the Government to sccomm every section of Irish 


bers. 
Granted the right, query the possibility, Wrx1aM. 
Sir Starrorp Norrnoore having, in his turn, fallen foul of 
ted of the Bill in deference to Mr. Panne, Mr. For- 
ster’s Amendment was tived, and Mr. Greson’s withdrawn. 
Three other Amendments ively came to nothing, 
and ** progress” was adjourned till the morrow. 
Lord Byron is all right. His i i 
of its stages. 


Friday (Lords).—In answer to Lord Mippteton, Lord Enrietp 
said the Local Government Board hoped to introduce a Noxious 
.f Prevention Bill next Session. In the meanwhile, chemical 

other works will go on emitting effluvia. 

In Committee, the Preamble and Clauses of the Educational 
Endowments (Scotland) Bill were agreed to with a few alterations, 
and, possibly, improvements. 

(Commons, Morning.)—Much time taken up with talk on the 
complaint of Mr. Drttwrw that the Lord Brrow Indemnity Bill, 
brought down from the Lords, had been read three times at two 


all | himself off 





o’clock before noon. Then Compensation for Disturbance (Ireland) 
Bill on again in Committee. Amendment moved by Mr. Grap- 
stone ‘‘ that a landlord shall not be relieved from the payment of 
compensation if he has refused a tenant’s reasonable offer without 
i ering a reasonable suggestion,” partly carried after pro- 
tracted prattle, the remainder talked upon by Mr. Breear, until 
the hour came for suspending the sitting, and so talked out. 

(Evening.)—Resolution moved by Mr. barees, and amended at the 
suggestion of Mr. Beresrorp Hops, that the erection of a statue to 
the memory of the late Parwce Iupentat in Westminster Abbey, 
would be inconsistent with the national character of the edifice, 
after a Division on the Motion for going into Committee of Supply, 
finally carried by 171 to 116; neither the majority nor the minority 
including Ministers, who, i of going into the lobby, withdrew 
from the House, amid ironical cheers and ——— A question which 
ought never to have been raised is now, per , set 





A Derby Ditty. 

Iw these days of characteristic ballad-writing, when sport 
and pursuit, down to deep-sea diving, has had its song, why doesn’t 
some one take advantage Aart a poo squabble and immortalise the 
Turf? “ Bend O'er me G ” would make a capital title, and, if 
the Duke of Westminster could only be persuaded to write the 
words hi f, somebody’s fortune gould be made. Messrs. 


and BLawTon have shown considerable energy in their recent handling 
of Robert the Devil, Why shouldn’t they publish it ? 





A Word for Him. 
(By One of Thim.) 


Wuat! Brecar satisfied! Shure—there’s a flaw— 
He’d niver swallow what was backed by Latw/ 










































| June 24, 1880.) PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 








A SPORTING 


(By an Ill-used Gentleman of the Pavement.) 


THat noble animal, the ’Oss, th 
I’ve ’eerd some parties praise ; 
I never come his back across, 


But bets on 


1 about Ponies’ ‘ pints ” to me— 
Your words is empty sound : 


All in a Pon 


Is five- “twenty pound. 


An ’Oss’s own self I don’t take 
Ano sort of interest in, 
But only as regards the stake 
I stand to lose or win. 
But whether that ’Oss wins his race 
By foul means or by fair, 
To ask such questions ain’t my place, 
Who neither know nor care. 


OBSTRUCTIONIST. ' 
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him I lays 


, 1 can see, 


Yet all my ’art’s in every Race, my ; , ONS tt 


I at eB ab d takes lace 
ways an m 

To foe Ce Oss tn ay : 

The Sportin’ Paper’s ’Orfice front 


For hours I 


Until the name on which ad blunt 


Depends, is 


There I, and others sitch as me, 
Which that ewent expects, 


Each anxious 


Quite peace 
Awaitin’ till the ’and-bill shows 
Which way the game has gone, 
Why should the Bobby, ’ere we knows, Sip. 


run, 


waits without, 


’anded out. 


the px =) to see, 
ably collects 






x rep 1 


Oblige us to move on ? Dy) Phy iy 





THE MEN 


Wuewn the Volunteers, last week, com- Seek he SR NADL 
pleted the twenty-first year of their exist- ’ CQO AEE ‘ Ai BTN 
ence, they came of age, and, as a body, - eee £8 i N 
presumably arrived at years of discretion ; = 
so that even rank and file attained their 


AT WIMBLEDON. 


waht 


majority. The most incorrigible offender TAKING THE LAW IN ONE’S OWN HANDS. 


can now no 
of Infantry Vo 
Big Baby 


call the demonstration 
unteers at Wimbledon a/| fair but Considerate Customer. “‘ Pray sit pown. You Loox so TinEep. I’vz 











ial Wi 


wy AN 


BEEN RIDING 


ALL THE AFTERNOON IN A CARRIAGE, AND DON’T REQUIRE A CHAIR.” 

















bassadors that the I rial T cannot afford to 
THE NEXT MOVES. writing materiale” nesessary for om newer to the iden 


Tue “ Identic Note” having been delivered to the Sublime Porte, di 
the question of me hour is, “* What will come of it?” Mr. Punch, | aes Application of the Suita, for a to 


having 8 
in publishing om 


acilities for into the future, has great pleasure 
Prophetic endee of the Situation for the remainder 





for ‘‘ the 
tie Note. 
11¢h.—Application of the Sunray, for a loan, to England. 


France and 


13th. wv application of the Suxran, for a loan, to Russia, Austria, 


and Italy. 
of the year 1880, and the whole of the year 1881 :— |_ 14th. + lication of the Sunray, for a loan, to Greece, 8 


August 1st.—The Porte, before answering the Identic Note, asks | Portugal, 


inion#, , Canada, Sweden, Australia, pan 


t, China, 
for further time. The SuLTaN explains that the reforms suggested | land, the i lhe Sandwi slands, and, later in the day (as an 


have already secured his 
2nd.— tation of the Powers thereon. Much telegraphic | 


heartiest sympathy, and that he loves the | after-thought), Honduras. 
infinitely better than his own brothers. | 15th.—Universal refusal to the Suttan’s application. 


communication between Paris, Vienna, St. eee Berlin, Rome, | Suxran will do nothing. 








December 1st.—Vague reply to the Identic Note. Sum total—the 


and London. aaial 
meetings Ambassadors, assisted ‘echni a ates.’ 

a .—Seruples of the Sixth Power removed after aaiantion January and until December 31st, 1881.—As before! 
and com 

Segeeser 1st.—Official ep » of the Powers ready for delivery. 
ime —-! prevented from receiving the Doyen of the Ambassadors Possibly. 

y reason of a severe toothache. 

15th. a a His Majesty’s toothache. Diplomatic | (Suggested by a Current Inquiry.) 
pressure em} a cure, “ 

16¢h.—Pressure successful. The Suitan admits the Doyen of the | a usm sites So stern, no pees wnsend. — 
lowed him by the Six Powers: yand g y accepts the further time If that be so, and she was judged " well found,” 

October 1st.—The > Sn resees th Grand These cheery optimists, so pleased all roun 
Vizier to give an ms -2 oe the _ Note. ae Will tell us next that os has been well ‘bet 
The answer only required. Slight a 


ready. 
an ee ‘the Freectal coppit ; that official s 


from a sore 





finger. | Mrpsummer Appgats.— Appeals for ice, claret-cup, pic-nies, 
November 10th.—The Suttaw explains to the Doyen of the Am- garden-parties, and light summer dresses. . 


Nala ose i — ss ‘eam 4 
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THE TOURIST’S DREAM BOOK. 
(Compiled by Mr. Punch’s travelled Seer.) 


F dream 
of "inepecting 


highly - coloured 
ictures, and 
istening to 
thousands of 
never-ceasing 
Pam: 
- f you dream 
savoury on 
a pier, and at- 


tempting to 
escape from a 


_ 
- 








that you have 

tried "to lessen the fatigues of a long trip by" retiring to “‘ rest” 
immediately after arrival at midnight one evening, and 
off again by a train leaving at 4 a.m. the next/morning, you 
go to Dijon, 

If you dream that after undergoing a lengthy and tedious 
you have found yourself in the same atmosphere with a number 
kings and princes, you will go to Ems. 

If you dream that you have shown daring worthy of the 
nition of the Victoria Cross, and have consequently braved the 


horrors of a “‘ new route” warranted better than the very best, you prod 


will go to Flushing. ‘ 

If you dream that you are disappointed at finding a city of marble 
hidden in a coating of mud, you will go to Genoa. . 

If you dream that, for the sake of your health, you are getting w 
at five in the morning to drink some nasty water (comparatively safe 
from the germs of typhoid fever). and are habituating yourself to 
bed at sunset, you will go to 7 . 

If you dream that you are sharing a view of a snow-capped moun- 
tain with a collection of ’Annys, Joorzas, and their “‘ people,” you 
will go to Interlacken. 

If you dream that you have purchased from Mr. Coox, for 
£27 14s. 6d., a first-class ticket enabling you to visit Dieppe, Paris, 
Turin, Venice, Trieste, Alexandria, and Jaffa, with the privilege of 
ending your journey on a horse, you will go to Jerusalem. 

If you dream that you are being roasted alive in a dismal town 
within sight of one of the pleasantest hotels in Europe (the Beau 
Rivage at Ouchy), you will go to Lausanne, 

If you dream that you have “ done” the best part of a beautiful 
river, have had enough of it, and wish to proceed no further, you 
— go ao Eee. , P : 

you dream that from a very dirty city you are ing upon a 
fairly charming Bay, and yet have no desire for the femediate ap- 
proach of Death, you will go to Naples. 

If you dream that you have turned a desperate gambler and an 


inveterate gourmet—that in your first character you have a ion 
for baccarat, and in your second a palate for oysters, you go to 
Ostend, 


If you dream that your wife will sacrifice everything to her love 
for the bonnet-shops, you will go to Paris. 

If you dream that you have spent three weeks on the ocean wave, 
oe to secure a pair of sea-legs, you will go to 
If you dream that you are fighting a score of wai ‘in you 
efforts to ovtain 8 ry) ee ee are ing naan charaed (in 

more senses one) by P’ etor, you go 
If ‘you dream that you have waded through some very uninterest- 
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If you dream that you are within hail of Rome, and are not satis- 
fied with your resting-place, you will go to Turin. 

If you dream that your thoughts are given up to the consideration 
of the manufacture of velvet in one of its most usefal branches, you 
will go to Utrecht. 

If you dream that you are being bitten by gigantic gnats, and are 
Satie on a successful rival to the Regent’s Canal, you will go to 

enice. 

If you dream that you are taking a solitary walk in an empty 
garden, and are thinking that, after all, there was ing to be 
said in favour of the Tables, you will go to Wiesbaden. 

If you dream that you have an oppertuniey of practically testing 
the many interesting stories you have heard your friends about 
es you will go to Yokohama. 

f you dream that you are singing with feeling, inspired by the 
close proximity of the spot, a rather florid song about certain “ fair 
waters,” you will go to Zurich. 

And, finally, if you dream that you are enjoying true comfort, and 
are escaping a thousand disappointments and annoyances, you will 
stay—at home ! 









TURKS AND THOROUGH GENTLEMEN. 


Iw the Morning Post the other day appeared a letter with the 
signature of ‘‘ Srantey or ALDERLEY,” denouncing the Hares and 
Rabbits Bill on the ground that, if enacted, it will effect the destruc- 
tion of game, and check the residence in the rural districts of the 
rich and the educated, cause field-sports to disappear, and render 
still fewer those of Her Majesty’s subjects habituated to stand wea- 
ther, and thus fit themsel ves to endure an autumn or winter campaign. 
The bi-titular correspondent of the Post demands :— 


“What, then, is the object or the motive for this Bill? Primarily its 
object was to catch votes, and to enable the Government to figure as farmers’ 

ends. But the real motive and animus in the minds of the real pro- 
moters and originators of such legislation is the same as that which has led 
the country astray from its interests and traditional foreign policy. It isa 
hatred of gentlemen ; the Turks are essentially gentlemen, and must there- 
fore be got rid of. The same feeling applies to the eountry gentlemen.”’ 


It would be interesting to know what are those characteristics of 
the Turks generally, which constitute them essentially gentlemen. 
In the estimation of some persons claiming to be gentlemen them- 
selves, one essential property of a gentleman is = pm oye pro- 
; the means of subsistence without labour, coupled with actual 
abstinence from any manner of work or kind of useful employment 
whatever. In the disposition to live without doing anything to 
deserve or gain a living, and the desire to subsist entirely on the 
uctive powers of others, the typical Turk, if not grossly belied, 
is equal to the laziest member of the British nobility and gentry ; 
not certainly a type of his own order, whatever STANLEY OF 
ALDERLEY may think. For the implied comparison with Turks, as 
simply to consume the fruits of the earth, English country 
gentlemen must feel flattered, rather, by STANLEY oF ALDERLEY. 








RULES FOR THE NEXT LAWN-TENNIS CHAMPIONSHIP. 


1. ALL competitors to adopt a tone of modest depreciation of their 
own powers, while extolling the prowess of their opponents, 

2. No competitor on any account to assume a garb of an eccentric 
character. Hats to be useful rather than grotesque. 
3. Umpires to learn their duties thoroughly before consenting to 
assume office. A novice should never be permitted to pick up a 
first knowledge of the rudiments of the game in this important post 
on a match-day. ; 

_4. Gate-money to be discountenanced, and grand-stands abo- 


5. Press notices to be submitted for correction (when necessary) to 
a competent judge before despatch to the various papers. ‘* Reasons 
why” such and such a competitor did not win, to be officially sup- 


6. Decisions of bystanders upon nice points in a game, as to 
whether a ball was or was not inside the line, &c., &e., to be ignored. 
oe tennis should be as “ hard and fast” as strict whist or strict 
crieket. 
Given at Wimbledon and elsewhere, 

July, 1880. (Signed) Tosyr, 
By order of Mr. Punch, Hon. 

Director-General of National Games. 





A Fry mw Awmper.—A Cab of that colour. 








ing “scenery” to look upon a third-rate waterfall, you will go to 


Grounp Gamz.— Lawn Tennis. 























@@ To Oonamsrompawts — The Bditor does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay fer Contributions. In ne cast cam these be returned wnless accompanied by « 
slam ped and directed envelope should be kept. 
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THOUGHTS ON A BALL. 


Dear Mr. Ponca, 
Tene has late- 


ouse, 
given to the 


“Of the Ma 
nearly 150 were aon 
earing 


sent, wi 

his state official robes 
and chains, and all 
were accompanied 


One hundred and fifty Mayors, and an eqnal array of Mayoresses! 
Certainly our Mayors are marrying 
hundred and fifty of them! The office of Mayor is clearly not an- 
tagonistie to the rite ef Matrimony. The Mayoral dignity as surely 
implies a Mayoress as it does a robe and a ehain. Silver cradles 
are as proper to our Chief Magistrates as maces and dinners. No 
single Alderman, no unwedded Councillor need aspire to the 
Chair, unless he can give a pledge and promise that he 
will, within one month from his election, present the borough with 
a Mayoress. Whatever class of the community may look with in- 
difference—nay, s with aversion—on matrimony, this charge 
cannot be brought against our Mayors. They set a bright example 
to those over whom they are appointed to rule, and deserve re- 
election, and knighthood, and testimonials, and every other distine- 
tion and enjoyment that life can offer. 

What a striking illustration, too, of the influence of woman is 
hereby afforded! Can anyone suppose that all these hundred and 
fifty Mayors would have come up to London in the hot weather, to 
dance in their robes and chains at the Mansion House —for this night 
only turned into a Mayors’ Nest—unless they had been persuaded, 
perhaps, in some extreme cases, comnelled, by their wives, their 
Mayoresses? This is a question, Mr. Punch, we must all think over 
in the holidays. Tae Maw with tae Ere-orass, 

P.S —It has occurred to me, in explanation of the hundred and 
fifty Mayoresses, that as all the Mayors of the United Kingdom ry 
not present at the Ball (those who attended it may be distinguis' 
as the United Mayors of the Kingdom), the absentees were ex: 
tional bachelors, who being ashamed to present themselves to 
Loxp Mayor without a Mayoress, stayed at home. 





SOMETHING LIKE A COMPANY! 


Ma. Ponca, MY VERY DEAR Sire, 24h July, 1880. 

_.. . You have often claimed to be the Philanthropist of the 
civilised and uncivilised world, and your contention most jastly has 
never been denied. Asa man of business, you stand preéminent as 
the Financier of the Nineteenth Centary—a centary which has seen 
the largest undertakings in the History of the Universe carried to a 
successful conclusion. It is in your joint characters as a philan. 
thropist and a man of business that I address you, confident in the 
knowledge that you will place at my disposal a feeling heart and an 
unfailing brain. 

My very dear Sir, you have doubtless read the account of some 
legal proceedings in connection with the Northera Counties of 
Eagland Fire Insurance Company (Limited), which were taken in 
conseyuence of the gross mismanagement of the concern to which I 
have just alluded. My very dear Sir, the N. C. E. F. L. C. (Limited) 
was an exeellent idea; and the fact that more than a couple of 
thousand pounds in Aard cash was subssribed by a good-tempered 
Public out of a nominal capital of Oae Million Pounds sterling, isa 
proof (if one is needed) that the English people are ever ready to 
givea ge welcome to concerns founded on a substantial commer- 
cial basis, It is to be regretted, for all our sakes, that so promising 
a business should have ended in what may be comparatively termed 
disaster, Still, the details of the case are enoouragiag—most en- 
cvuraging. Although imprisonment with hard laboar was not 
included in the daties of the Manager and the Directors as set forth 
in the Articles of Association, the solid fact remains that something 
—and a very pleasant something—was paid in to the account of the 
Association by a number of well-meaning Shareholders. This is 
very comforting, and ought to be received by every Promoter of Good 
Feeling, Human Sympathy, and Public Companies of limited lia- 
bility, with heartfelt Satisfaction and brain-experienced Gratitude. 


men. Nota bachelor amongst a that 





This will be eoneeded by every Briton of average intelligence ; 
end, when the sonesmite Ib eat, tie sees, «Cannes the 
experiment be ted?” or, to use @ ism of Transatlantic 
origin, ‘* Is the little game quil play out?” No!—a thousand 
times no! Never shall it be sai a man my name, aad 
with my reputation, has allowed a germ 8o fall of promise to vanish 

into a nothing airy as—in fact—the air! 
So, my very dear Sir, te Business—gnd Philan . I have 
jotted down a few ideas that only require a little though se prnnaee 
an , 


. | ment to blossom into a financial scheme of colossal ep a wena oe 
as welcome as the flowers in May. I have imagined 


and these are my notes :— 


The Title of the Company. 
This of course should be of a character to encourage a cheerful 
confidence in the minds of those who are invited to share their 
fortunes in the common lot. i 


Vicars in petty parishes, small-annuitant- 

aged naval and military Officers on 

lent persons that we must look for 

their means are straitened g 

value of our more extended experience? After dealing with us for 
a time, would they nut gain an accurate knowledge of the limits of 


their resources ? 
The Aims of the Company. 
To do everything, and by “ everything,” of course, taking a large 
view of the expression, we should mean “ body.” 
ere would be plenty of onpe for our industry. For instance, 
we might at once secure a large business in Life Insurance by insur- 
ing the lives (at our own prices) of all the Residents in the principal 
Cemeteries. is would be perfectly safe from a financial point of 
view, as we should never have to pay unless the policy-holders 
appeared in person at our office to claim their money—a proceeding 
whieh would most probably be of very rare occurrence. On the other 
hand, the Premiums due might appear on the Profit side of our 
Books as ‘‘owing.”’ The merits of this idea include the fact that, 
strange to say, this kind of insurance has never been tried before, 
not even by the Northern Counties of England Fire Insurance Com- 


pany (Limited). 
sho 





e writing of the word ‘‘ Fire” reminds me that this Branch also 
i on of business, We could insure the 
4, farm-build- 
ings, &e., &e., of the principal inhabitants of the Undiscovered 
Islands, and many other persons of importance. It is an axiom that 
a Siam Wire consent,” and, were we not night lon by the parties 
nierested to out this proceeding, we might logically imagine 
that the transactions d be press A to their wishes. 

It is needless to point out that these two ideas alone would give us 
an enormous business, I have, however, a number of other notions, 
equally new and equally sound, in reserve. They might be used 
as occasion required. 

The Capital of the Company. 

After all the most important point. Money is as much the sinews 
of Peace as of War. I[ would propose a Capital of £150 000,000, 
divided into 1,000 Shares of the nominal value of £150 000 each. 

And here [ would adopt the plan of the Nurthern Counties of 
England Fire [asurance Company (Limited). 

The Pablice should pay what they pleased. The smallest contribu- 
tions would be most thankfally received. Thus the millionnaire would 
pay for his shares in handreds of thousands of pouads, while the 
small clerk would obtain documents of equal value for a few halt- 
cruwaos. Every pocket would be consulted, and Cacsus and the 
pauper at his gates would have a common interest in a jvint 
concern ! 

The idea is a v 

There, my very 
Heart. 


uld give us a 


alaces of the Emperor of China, and the crops, he 


solemn one, and moves me to tears ! 
r Sir, you have the produce of my Brains and 


Ia conclusioa I may say that I shall allot to you 750 shares in the 
new C»mpiay, fur which I shall be glad to receive an appropriate 
remittance. ‘ 

As we have not yet appointed our Bankers, I will keep your 
money —of course pro tem. 

Believe me, my very dear Sir, Yours most sincerely, 

Post-Ofice, Seven Dials, (Signed) Jeremtan Deppver. 

(To be left until called for). 

P.S.—Should you, for various reasons, feel indisposed for 1 
moment to embark in this Company, may I beg yuu to lead mejan 
Tuesday week, at half-past one Tolooke punetually, the ridiculous 
sum of one and oe halfpenny ? : 

P.P.S. — Make loan eighteenpence, and I will throw the 
Shares in gratis. 
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Vee 


[Collapse of conversation 


FAR a8 MOST SrToICs.” 


“Wrat a Ripicotous Question!” 


Why & FEAR YVO 28 Oe ere 





eNTS, Marcus AURFLIUS WAS ONE—AT LEAST HE DIDN'T GO 80 
P She 


Oo, | DIDS Tt. 


Old Lady (nudged by her Daughter), ‘*Goop craciovs! My pear CaILp, TURN YouR HEAD AWAY—DON’T LOOK AT THEM! AND THE 
Hussy, TO STAND STILL, AND LET HIM DO IT!” 
[But Mamma was short-sighted, It was only Mr. Gossmer, the Hairdresser, arranging his wax-model, 


ALL 








ste. 





worse than one. The works sold brilliantly, until public interest 
THE BEADLE! began to flag, and then the combatants retired from the arena for a 
o, “Mer Anapie hed. distinguished’ himeslf’ gnetly et Oxiord. b 
r. BLE x 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. gonna every satiation GE - 7 
BY ** AnaBLeE ploughed again” had passed almost into a proverb, and 
there was no distinction which he might not have attained had he 
comer lieroere oat spltivation, a Follow sf bis Coltagee, ‘Wor Gis: heweter be 
Author of “ The Chronicles of Barselishire,” “ Beerjester Brewers,” | ut cultivation, a ow 'o .. SOF this, however, he 
= The Hat -way House et dleinton.” Thorley Farm for Cattle,” | would haye had to wait some considerable time had it not been 
“ Family Parsonage,” “ The Prying Minister,” “ Pearls before | for his sudden! indulging in serious thoughts about religion. He 
Swine; or, Who Used his Diamonds?” “ Rub the Hair,” | bought a Missal in ten volumes for his own private reading, which 
“The Way We Dye Now,” “ Fishy Fin,” “ Fishyas Wilduz,” | he kept in his rooms, and only spoke of it as Chambers’ DMissal-any ; 
“Dr. Thorne and David James,” “ Star and Garter, Rich-| ot he would use one volume at a time as a missile for the head of any 
mond,” “ Rachel Hooray!” “The Jellies of Jelly,” ** The| one who ventured to dispute with him; and on Fridays he stinted 
Bertrams and Roberts,” “Lady Pye-Anna,” “Tails of All| himself with short commons after, and chaunted long Lauds: he gave 
Creatures,” “’Arry ’Otspur,” “Mary Greasily,” ‘ Vicar of| up reading the parliamen news in the papers, he professed himself 
Pullbaker,” “‘ McDermott of Balladsingerun,” “ Can’t You| quite satisfied with his own Lauds and Commons. His rooms in the 
Forget Her?” “* He Knew He Could Write,” §c., $c. evening were illuminated by acolytes instead of ‘ye and he 
used to stand all day in onl anges, powtons, Mis saints in 
CHAPTER IX, painted windows, repeating to himoclf » ‘Non Angli sed Angeli,” which 
Tue New C seemed to afford him considerab satisfaction. He shaved 
HE NEW CANDIDATE. his head, and took a vow never to do it until he was able to 
Mr. Henry Witt1am ARABLE, or as he was known to his inti-| make a pilgrimage to Bath. Instead of a ee ey in the Colle 
mates, ’Arry BILL ARABLE, was a pone very much before the| Chapel, he a in a Roman Cotta, w so frightened 
world, and, therefore, considerably in advance of his time at| Master and Fellows, that Anasie thenceforth christened it his 
Oxford. ** Terror Cotta ;”” but as there'was nothing in the agai 
He had recently been en; in a tremendous controversy with | use of this garment, he refused to take it off, boldly alleging that he 
Mr. Matrix on the vexed questions of the exact position of the | was not “ one of the Surplice P ~ 
vestry door in the Eastern Church ; and secondly, as clergymen were| In short, Mr. ARABLE knew 
not permitted to wear their hats in church, whether a curate with a | as he never contravemed any of 
tile off could be permitted to officiate. These two Gentlemen had | on the grase-plate, throwing stones 
never met one another, but war to the paper-knife had been carried | fireworks in the fountain, ringing the bells of the 
on between them in the columns of the Penny Prometheus, which, | then ing away, or going round a 
partiality, had sided with Mr. Marrrx’s view, and had Bobby ! Bobby | * when he saw a Proctor, 
any more letters on these subjects, except as adver- | night without a special 
pon Mr. Marrrx had written a tract to show that | he never “ screwed up’ 
was no better than an idiot; and Mr. Anapiz had re- acres. Authorities 
learned pamphlet, proving that his opponent was much ! They could not expel a man 
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A Sroic? 
HE 


She. ** 
He. ** Dipw'’r 


Mownsterr Resan’s Lecrvre on Marcus AURELIUS [ 
Haw —waart's a Stoic?” 
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She, “ OF COURSE YOU WENT TO 
































40 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


[Jury 31, 1880, 








others, while he paid exactly the same. Yet it was known to every 
one that Mr. Anapte fasted, and that the consequence of this 
fasting was that, losing flesh daily, he became thinner and thinner, 
and it was evident to all that he was leaning towards Rome. This 
leaning was specially remarkable when he came to Lent. 

Such conduct as this of AkABLe’s did not suit the tradition of 
Bacon College, which was established, as every one knows, after the 
Reformation, in order that its Members, as a body, might be a per- 
petaal protest against the older College of All Souls’, which, in 
comparison with its new and powerful rival, soon to fall into 
disrepate as simply consisting of a “Set of No Bodies.” So as Mr. 
ABRABLE began to develop certain new and unheard-of theories about 
being “ born again,” Master and Fellows of Bacon's decided 
that the only thing to retain their wayward brother in the Establish- 
ment would be to provide him with a snug berth. 

I need hardly inform my readers, be they fair or unfair, who have 
visited Oxford at Commemoration time, that Bacon Cullege is a most 
pig-turesque building, though wanting in certain pig-culiarities, 
which is accounted for by its being supposed that architect at 
the time of drawing out the plans, had a stye in his eye. 

It is a small College; in fact, Bacon is consi igmy in com- 
parison with the others; but, at the same time, since its first 
tuundation, it has always been looked upon as the resort of Littery 
men, whose reserved and studious habits well warrant the epigram- 
matic motto over the front gateway, underneath the brazen sow’'s 
ear, Porker Verba, which is in repeated in Old English cha- 
racters, under the figure of ‘ Hogg, of Basin,” in the noble 
sow-west window, the gift of Cxaxkityn Perrito, First Master of 
Bacon, wherein the story of the above-named illustrious, and 

ous Monarch is strikingly told, with all the incidents of the 
Basin and The Wash, and of King Hogg plighting his Trough, 
—— the discovery of the i Mosaics have recently brought 
to light 


of tal be delighted to see Mr. Anante, Percentor in Beer- 
jester,” said Mr. Sovony Srwpcer, on hearing that Mr. ARaBLE had 
accepted the offer, which was the very snug berth fixed on by the 
Coliege authorities ; ** it will relieve me of a thankless office, for the 
chorister’s notes are absolutely valueless; and as the surplice funds 
are exhausted, the washing-bill has to be defrayed out of the 
Percentor’s pocket ;” and poor Mr. Smrpter played an inaudible 
pean of joy on his invisible mouth . 

He had never quite recovered Joun Bounce’s attack, nor had he 
been entirely himself since his memorable visit to London. Sir 
Isaac ALLPureze had not yet sent in his bill; but Mr. Srwpier 
knew the dreaded day must arrive sooner or later ; and if the Bishop 
and the Archbeacon refused to accept the responsibility which he 
had incurred of presenting a testimonial te Sir Isaac, foresaw 
nothing for it but relinquishing his office of t 

“ Yes,” murmured the poor Master of Deepter’s, and a vision of 
the burnished silver poker which he had so often carried in state 
before the Bishop rose before him as he lifted a glass of the Arch- 
beacon’s port to his lips. “‘Yes; here’s to the silver poker! J 
pledge the silver poker in a bumper!” and he drank off the wine at 
a draught, as though he saw his way out of immediate pecuniary 
difficulties by pledging the silver poker. 

The idea fetehed him amazingly, and if the bauble could only fetch 
as much, he would fulfil his promise to Sir Isaac, hire a tin-fuiled 
papier-mdché property poker which would look just as fd, as the 
original, and retain his honourable post of Beadle of - Beer- 
jester in spite of everything and everybody. 

If MoxLeewna would only play Mr. Marttx as she had played Joux 
Bounce, and then marry Mr. AraBte, Mr. Simpcer might bide 
bis time patiently, and might even end his days as Bishop of Small- 
Beerjester. It will be evident from what is in our worth 
Beadle-Percentor’s mind, that he has not been of O1 
Jexemy Derpver’s Trust all these years for , 

> 6 cores wee iepeniing, Gt Otten | hove & y given a sure 
forecast ; but at present the horizon is apparently clear, the weather 
is lovely, and there was scarcely a ri on the calm surface of the 
See of Small-Beerjester, when Mrs. Downpre Lage ge to give a 
Sone pay in the Palace Gardens; on oceasiun the 
Bishop would appear in his own lawn-tennis sleeves, w what 
his Grace and agility could do, and Mr. umestic 
Chaplain, would conduct the five o’clock tea Service 
apprupriate finish to a happily and 

n this project she was m 
hibiting the new Cha 
as an ecclesiastical 
to do anything of his own will and pleasure, ing his appoint- 
ment entirely by her favour. It 5 pee to yt: this was an 
unity, not on any account to be missed, of keeping the Chap- 
lain in his place, ons that, donah te ene a new 
Canon, yet he could not even be loaded with honours without her 
peremicn ; and, indeed, by the rules of the Palace, she heard the 
on’s report every morning at breakfast, and once again at sun- 


down. 


way of an 





GRACE! 
Aw Ope A 1a Mops. 


To the Modern Incarnation of an Antique Ideal, by Punch's Special 
Rhapsodist, 


* After seeing a great deal of diverting University cricket, it is salutary, it 
is instructive, to watch Mr. Grace play as he played before luncheon on 
Monday. The wicket was as difficult as it could be, for the sun was drying 
and drawing into lumps the sodden turf. Saw and Morey never bowled 
better: the former breaking and hanging, while the latter either got up 
awkwardly or sent in over after over of swift shooters, Mr. Grace played 
this hard bowling with perfect patience and mastery. In about half-an-hour 
he only made some four runs, use there were no more runs to be legiti- 
mately made. No half-volley could tempt him, as one tempted Mr. Penn, 
to hit up. In short, Mr. Gaace batted im the ‘grand style.’ There was a 
monumental composure, a sanity, an absence of the fantastic in his cricket, 
ee one of the masterpieces of Greek literature and art.”’—Pal/ 

all Gazette. 


ELL classic Charis might her 
sex abjure, 
Nausica& pale with envy. 
Lo! the type 
Hath changed! O Master! 
Lord of “Cut” and 
“ Swipe,” 
Precious of style, of pose as 
chastely pure 
As any Phidian masterpiece, 
all hail! 
How welcome, in these un- 
heroic days 
Marred by the Gothic and 
Romantic craze, 
Thy classic calm, erect by 
stump and bail, 
Sane, statuesque, serene, 


to slog — 
As Hercules to smite, yet 
self-contained ‘ 
As Phoebus watching his 
swift arrow’s flight ; 
Cool, though the turf to 
semblance of a bog 
Be turned, and though Saaw’s shooters, swiftly rained, 
With Azure Fank might fill the Lord of Light. 
Praxireces should have sculp’d thee ; not that thou 
Art slim, soft-moulded, sleek-limb’d, epicene, 
Nay, faith, but swart, square-shouldered, stalwart, keen, 
With bellying shirt back-blown and beaded brow, 
Brawny bat-gripping hands, and crisp-curled beard 
As black as Vulean’s own. It may be feared 
The later Greek had little liked thy style, 
Effeminate pri , whose supercilious smile 
Had dubbed thy bees barbaric, and thy bend, 
At crease or point. too crab-like for pure charm 
Of gracious pose. Yet, yet to see thee send 
The well-placed “ sixer,” stay with sudden arm 
High up the sharp-cut swift palm-stinging sphere, 
Else boundary-bound, is Beauty, in its sheer 
Ripe roundness of most perfect preciousness, 
Outquiting utter quiteness in its fine 
mpleteness of large mastery. Therefore, less 
Than godlike only by fortuitous “‘ duck ”’ 
(Fiat of Fate, whom cricketers call luck) 
Or catch-muff more infrequent, thee divine, 
Or thereabouts, right rapturously we hail. 
Lord of the flying ball and untouched bail ! 
Of unimagined scores up-piler mighty ! 
Great unfantastic Artist, calm, er ae § 
Half-volley scorning, ’ticer f! Ah me! 
Could we, in Higher Art, “‘ live up to”’ thee 
As to old china, e’en on this dull earth 
Life were worth living. Now, in the drear dearth 
Of the Intense Ideal, what pure joys 
To the esthetic spirit it affords 
To see thee witch the Ladies up at Lorn’s, 
Spite of Suaw's shooters, MoxLey’s screw'd decoys, 
Hour after hour, unbowled, uncaught, unstum 
‘Though by long rain the sodden turf be lum 
Like to plum-pie-crust. Ah! no more ado! 
Why with vain visions thus our spirits vex ? 
The antique Charis feminine? Go to! 
Have we not learned that Beauty hath no sex ? 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 
(At Her Majesty’s—for the new Opera.) 


H,a Grand Opera, 
Mefistofele! On 
my night it com- 
menced with a 
prelude consisting 
“of a well-sus- 
tained passage of 
people over my 
toes to the accom- 


a but deep, 
forced smiles, 
fierce looks, 
grumblings, ex- 
culpations, mur- 
murings, explan- 
ations, and, in the 
orchestra, melody 
of dis- 
turbed by de- 
moniac trombones. 

On they came—oh, Pilot, twas 

a crowded night !—on_ they 

came — singing (to them - 

selves) — 


* Over his toes, over his toes, 

"Tis a poor stranger whom nobody 
knows.” 

Ah! were the Corn Laws 
still in existence, wouldn’t I 
be a Proteetionist — of my 
s own! At length the last 
Lady in velvet—a Lady in velvet, and a lot 
of it, is a diffeulty in the Stalis, because her 
dress clings to i< knees so affectionatel y— 
had fem and the Curtain drew up on the 
of Mefistufele. Perhaps all this toe- 





Poem 
lude was to remind me that the Opera was 

y Bo-1-ro; and mine would be anything but 
a beau-y toe after all this crunching. 


What on earth did that Scene represent? 

“_ — aa earth,” or, “ - ape not 

exactly on earth. £On,the left was a ban s—very unsafe place to deposit 

meney—while, high up, was w closely—or, if not closely, at all events at a distance— 

resembled a pantomimic Smashed Tomato illuminated. On the right, in the distance, was 

* view, apparently, of some portion of the Downs at Brighton. Sky above, and lots of 
peratic stars. 

The Prologue, illustrating an evening call paid by Mefistofele to the Upper House— 
Mefisto, by the way, would have been admitted into the Commons without any difficulty as 
to affirmations—consists of diabolie solos and angelic choruses. Mefisto offers to wager that 
he will seduce Fuust (who appears to be a sort of test case) from the right road. The 
angels—evidently very ing characters belonging to “another and a betting world” — 
oon the challenge, and lay evens. , 

he whole proceeding is of doubtful morality, and would not be sanctioned by the Turf 
o-_ as Faust’s soul clearly belongs to himself, and he is just the one person not consulted in 
the matter. 

The musicof the Prologueis something to be heard over and over again with increasing pleasure. 

Acr I.—Frankfort-on-the-Maine. View of the flowing Maine, where the tale commences. 
Easter Sunday holiday-makers. The Elector, at the head of a cavalcade, passes across. 
Great excitement of the crowd to see him, as naturally there would be in a city where there 
is only one Elector. What a big vote he would have! A Caucus in himself! Well, on 
comes the Elector, and then comes the ballot—no, I mean the ballet, who, in the presence of 
Faust and Wa very generous this of Borro to introduce another composer, WaGusn— 
dance a sparkling “‘ Obertas.” I take it for granted that what they dance is an ‘ Obertas” 
—as named in the libretto. It is a jovial, sparkling sort of dance—the kind ot thing which 
it is usual to ‘‘ turn on at the Maine ;” and the name, being Franco-Germanically translated, 
means, of course, the ‘‘ Obertasse,” or the ‘‘ Cup-too-much dance.” Mefisto, as a friar of 
orders grey, startles Faust and Wagner, and then evening sets in, the mist rises—that is, the 
gauze descends—and we have before us gauze and effect. , 

Next Scene, same Act ; very quick change, reflecting great credit on the Stage Manager 
Mr. Harris (who, like Mrs. Harris, is invisible), and talented assistants. 

“ That,” said Mataprop Junior, who sat next me and would keep the book, ‘' that is 
Faust’s Lavatory.” 

Into the alcove on the left came another cove, Mefisto. A fine scene, musically and 

cally ; a marvellous song for Mefisto, who finishes it by putting his fingers in his 
mouth—of course he said in Italian, “I put me-fist-oh to my lips”—in order to 
shrill whistle, which a waterman at a cabstand or a atpast-beg would have envied. Its effect, 
as ne anything that ever came from the hand of the Great Whistler—Whistler 
Jemmy—himself, Duett for Faust and Mefisto, ‘‘ Whistle and I’li go with you, my lad!” 
and—off they go! 


uce a| der 





I have undertaken a herculean task—to 
tell this Opera. Having finished one head, 
up crops another. No; it must be con- 
vou in = Meroe ~ Oh meg — 

e story 0 ar, arti » an 
impartially, told. Stebel is Lo ri nor 
does Marguerite-NILison get her Valentine. 
if you can forget Govunon's Faust you can 
more thoroughly enjoy Mefistofele. If you 
can’t, you will be perplexed and vexed. 
Faust has a hard time of it. He is taken 
by ates to witness the open air rehearsal 
ot a Christmas Pantomime on a Sabbath 
night. Heavens! what will Exeter Hall 
say? Then he is taken to a ** Classical 
Night” at the Ancient Concerts or the 
Philharmonic. Here he meets Helen of 
Troy ; but Mefisto, a deceiver ever, ought 
= have taken him on to Paris, and given 

ma t 

Then, in the Last Act, Faust appears got 
up like Old Father Christmas on a sugar- 
topped cake, and decides for himself that, 

things , he is tired of Mefisto's 
company, that his room below must be 
worse his company on earth, and that 
on the w he prefers genteel society and 
a quiet life future, to a hot atmo- 
sphere and overcrowded space, and so dies 
on a bed of roses; while Mefisto, who has 
wasted his time and lost his bet, gets on to 
a trap goes down to H-arrogate, where 
the sulphur waters are. 

And that’s all from 

Your Representative. 





LATEST BRADLAUGHABLE 
INTELLIGENCE. 
TREMEKDOUS excitement on admission of 


Mr. BrapLaven, in wax, into Madame 
1 Ussavy's Betatlishment. 

CoBBETT's gave an extra kick of 
delight, and, as he offered his snuff-box to 
the unwelcome guest, he assured him he 
was a friend at a pinch. 

Ottven CromweLt, CRranmeEn, 
CHARLES THR Frxst were indignant. 

‘The Giant is annoyed, and Tom Tavms 
threatens to make the place too hot to hold 
him. Figures waxing wroth. 

Latest Telegram_from Baker Street.— 
Braptaven cool, Great heat. CromweLi 
showing signs of melting. All melting. 
Sleeping Beauty undisturbed. 

Latest Latest.—All threatened with the 
Guillotine, in the Chamber of Horrors, if 
they ’re not quiet. Tranquillity restored. 


and 





The Sale at Wimpole. 

‘* The sale of the Earl of Hanpwickr’s pro- 
perty at Wimpole Hall, Royston, Cambridgeshire, 
the family seat, commenced yesterday, by direc- 
tion of the sheriffs of the county, under a judge's 
interpleader order. . . . Biddings then began, and 
the deer were sold to Mr. Tuomas Berts, of 
Winfarthing Hall, Diss, a gentleman who has 
hired the park for grazing."’"—Latly Telegraph. 


Taal Gols f going, gone! And Wimpole’s 
Lit at both ends a Hard Wick’s soon con- 
Advantage from lest pounds Winfarthing 
If +1 betting, deer are won by Betts / 





A LITTLE PICKING, 


A supstaxce, warranted the best thing 
in the world to kill flies, is advertised un- 
the name of ‘‘ Myocum Fiy Gum,” to be 
“simply a piece of string.” 
Is “*Myocum” a product whose invention 
was derived from the experience of # 
phoneticist in seclusion ? 
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INDUCTIVE RATIOCINATION. 
Mamma, ** Warn GranppPaPa was your AcE, Erviz, Tea was Ten Saitiixes A Pounn, 
AND Bagap a Sartiiwwe a Loar!” 
Effie. ‘‘ AND 18 TaaT WHY PooR GaanpPaPa Is so Tatn?”’ 








ALL ABROAD. 


(How to Manage it.) 


Mr. Giapbstonr’s threatened determination to see certain measures carried through Parlia- 
ment in the present Session, even at the loss of a considerable portion of his —; coupled 
with Mr. Arravur ARNoLp’s still more ominous avowal of his indifference to any holiday at 
all, has led to the following arrangements :— 

On and after the First of September next— 

Partridge-shooting will commence on Wimbledon Common. The game, which will be on 
the ground from noon to 4 p.m. daily, under the direction of an experienced Bond Street 
ralesman, will be accessible to all pe Ae of Parliament who, after establishing their identity 
and ucing a written licence from the Speake, can manage to hit it. 

athing- machines will be placed on the northern shore of the tine, where, by an 
arrangement with recognised purveyors of sea-salt, and possibly, if necessary, with the 
assistance of the Great Eastern Railway Company, it is contemplated that a very fair sea- 
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bath, enjoyed under nearly all its normal 
conditions, will be at the command of such 
Members as are still confined to Town. 

Tickets for twelve baths will be pro- 
enrable from the Sergeant-at-Arms. A 
band of itinerant Christy’s Minstrels, a 
povtegreetee apparatus, and the Humane 
Society’s drags will be in attendance every 
morning from 10 to 1 p.m. , 

Primrose Hill will be broken up with 
shrubs, dykes, trenches, and masses ot brick- 
work. It will then in its upper portion be 
whitewashed, and a small hotel built on 
the summit, while experienced guides will 
wait at the bottom, at the Regent’s Park 
entrance, for the assistance of those who 
are desirous of making the ascent and 
seeing the sun rise. Those Members who 
are also members of the Alpine Club, and 
may be in search of harder —s will 
have the ~- e of ascending St. Paul's, 
from which, by the kind permission of the 
Dean and Chapter, all the staircases and 
ladders will have removed, both in- 
side and out, and of carving their names 
on the ball at the top. Alpenstocks and 
hatchets will be purchasable from the 
Verger on duty. . 

The garden of Kensington House will be, 
for the time being, devoted to the wilder 
sports, and, by arrangement with the Zoo- 
logical Society, the whole of the tigers now 
in their possession will be let in the 
ornamental grounds at the rear. Such 
Members as contemplated taking their holi- 
day in Africa, will be provided with a 
single ticket to the High Street Station. 
Admission to the grounds will be by 
voucher, after dusk. 

Lastly, several yachts will be placed upon 
the Round Pond, and a few experienced 
salmon, and a ladder for their use, intro- 
duced into the ornamental water in St. 
James’s Park, while ‘‘ walking gentlemen,” 
from minor theatres, will be hired to give 
life to Rotten Row; and people who are 
about to migrate to their back rooms, and 
close the shutters of their front, will be 
requested to delay this fashionable move- 
ment as long as possible. 

The hope that the above programme, or, 
at least, a portion of it, will be carried out, 
may rob the necessary menace of the Prr- 
mreR of half its terrors. 


VOLUNTEER UNDRESS. 


In a Torquay newspaper, amongst certain 
orders for the 4th Battery 1st Devonshire 
Artillery Volunteers, that gallant Force is 
instructed that— 

“3.—The Battery will assemble at Gun Bat- 
tery, Walls Hill, at six P.m., on Saturday next, 
for shot and shell practice; the men wiil wear 
forage caps and waist-belts only.” 


In very hot weather at Oxford, in other 
days, when trousers used to be fastened 
under the soles of men’s boots, an Under- 
graduate reported to his friends that the 
summer costume at the University con- 
sisted of ‘‘ surplice and ep et e upi- 
form assigned for shot and shell practice to 
the corps above named seems even yet more 
simple, and very much less additional to a 
state of nature. There is a certain distin- 

ished Regiment commonly called ‘* The 

uffs.” It was always regarded as an un- 
paralleled body of soldiers; but, from the 
shove, bs ny the ~~ F + —_, 
ery Volunteers appear ve approac 
. very nearly in point of name, if not of 
ame. 





A Travettrxe Saow.—A King on a tour. 
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“IN LIQUIDATION.” 


Counsetton G. ‘‘ WE HELP YOU? MY GOOD MAN, WE CAN DO NOTHING FOR YOU IF YOU RESIST THE 
JUDGMENT OF THE COURT.” 
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‘THE M.P’S MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Hor, hot, so hot! My brain’s on fire, 
and still they go a-maundering 
On and on, unweariedly, with well- 
worn washy platitude, 
In muddy sloughs of tangled words 
for ever blindly wandering. 
Who choked these bores for once 
and all would earn my deepest 
gratitude! 


Choke-bore! Ah me, those pleasant 
words bring savours fresh and 
heathery ! 

And in this poisoned, murky air, 
that’s very nearly killin’ us, 

I dream awhile of scented ling and 
see the bracken feathery, 

To wake, alas! to dreary talk and 
odours vile and villanous. 


No hope, no ray of light can pierce 
our darkness intellectual ; 
For even of these wretehed bores if 
happily once quit you went, 
Such sweet relief from endless talk would yet be ineffectual, — 
For still behind there lurks the scorn, of the outraged Constituent ! 


No ms | feels his heart of stone, e’en if asphyxiation : 
Should threaten with a sudden doom his chosen Representative. 
I fear, indeed, his bosom glows with a certain proud elation _ 
To see his Member walled beneath his labours argumentative. 


For this, with desperate nerve we faced the rack inquisitoria 
And bore the “‘heckler’s” galling grin that ecarely veiled 
For this we came from North and South and regions hyperboreal, 
To hear these windbags blow and buzz as Members of High Parliament! 


in their 1" ib ! 





e snarl he meant ; 


Parliament! We're like the crows caw-cawing 


In vain L’ve tried to comprehend, though my attention best I 
The feeble twaddle that I hear in House or by or Smoking-rvom. 
The arguments are always stale—the air is alway 


6 pestilent. 
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But one consoling thought relieves our wearisome 
inanity — 


At least we re free to change our place: the Speaker's 
always resident ! 
Our lot’s a cruel one, but, though it seems like inhu- 
manity, 
It comforts me to think that worse befalls our august 
President ! 
August! that hopeful word again brings tortures as of 
Tantalus, 
And visions of the blesséd Twelfth in my dazed brain 
will flicker up— 
A vision as of breezy moors, with cooling mists to mantle 


us. 
The thought is maddening—“ Sir, I move this House 
do forthwith liquor up!” 





Vivisection for the Table. 


A coxTemporany states that, ata recent meeting of the 
Anti-Vivisection Society :— 

‘* Frequent reference was made to an important articls in this 
month's Scribner's Magazine, entitled ‘ Does Vivisection Pay ?’ 
which the writer answers in the negative.’’ 


Vivisection does pay, in one sense, when a physiologist 
is fined for practising it otherwise than according to law. 
In another sense it pays when a fishmonger who charges 
so much for unscotched or unvivisected salmon asks more 
for ‘crimped ” salmon, The question, therefore, whether 
Vivisection pays or not, may i answered in the aflirma- 
tive. Vivisection, at - rate, pays the fishmonger ; a 
privileged person whom the Anti-vivisectionists of course 
duly distinguish from the physiologist. 





AFTER THE AMNESTY'S OVER. 


From the violence of the seditious language used at 
the Working Men’s Congress now assembled in Paris, it 
is clearly proved that the Enemies of the Republic are 
not all ‘‘on the Right.” No, nor all in the right, either. 
Nous verrons. 








NATURAL INHUMANITY. 


Accorpineé to evidence given at an inquest held by Dr. Hanp- 
WIcKE at Camden Town, Josern Essex, a child of nine, was acci- 
dentally drowned the other day in the Regent's Canal. ‘Whilst the 
first of the witnesses below-named was vainly endeavouring to rescue 
him, two barges came along, “ but the men in ge would not 
stop, although called on by the police, and the persons looking on, 
to do so.” Whereas— 


“It was stated by Sapper that, had the first barge stopped, he would have 
been able to save the d . Mr. Hunt, who arrived on the whiie 
the two last barges were passing, stated that the reason why the men 
would not stop their barges or assist in saving life was that they received 
nothing fur their trouble; whereas if they recovered a dead body they received 


It was a great pity that nothing could be 
doce to the bargemen for their most disgraceful conduct.’’ 


It will rather ames nothing can be done to the County that 

will induce it to such encouragement as that which was 

wanting in the above case to stimulate the humanity of 

Knowledge of the need of that provision may perhaps ce, 

. ow te Dounty authorities possess that knowledge. Let them also 
now that—- 


“The jury returned a verdict of ‘ Accidental Death,’ adding that the con- 
duct of the bargemen was highly disereditable. They made a collection, 
and gave it to SAppga for his praiseworthy efforts.” 


, The County will now then perhaps make that allowance for saving 
lives as well as for recovering dead bodies, which, had it been ex- 
pected by those bargemen, would probably have prevented any 
occasion whatever for the generosity of a Curuner’s Jury. 





_ Nore rrom THe Bacwetors’ Batt.—Kensington Hvuse. Change 
itename, Call it the Albert (Grant) Memorial. 








WON BY ONE! 


How they shot for the Elcho Shield at Wimbledon, 1880. 


[After the closest 0 
points to the English 1637 (the Seots scoring only 1623), and won by one 


ible contest all through, the Irish Eight made 1635 


Excited Hibernian loquitur— 
ay ! the Rose and the Thistle 
or the prize may whistle 


For the glorious Shamrock it has made ’em yield, 


ugh Jack and Sanpy 
At the butts were handy 


It was Pat—the darlint—who bore off the Shield ! 







five shillings from the County.”’ Well the Scots “ whustle,” 
The virtue of taking trouble, incurring loss, or running risk to Shes were not tussle : ; 
save life, is, as far as the County is concerned, its own rew But the J o and the fought point by point ; 
“The Coroner, in answer to a juryman, said that there was no fund by weg 
which he could reward the his prai ff. Won the Camp's 
: oo 4 — 7 uukteee man Sapper for his praiseworthy efforts And they shouted joy and Joyrnt. 


And Liftinant f . 
He serenely went om 
Brave Mriyer also, h t Youne. 


Spe 
The two 
And thin upon Wangan Oire s hopes all bung! 


Och! excoiting I 
Will he hit, and ? 


Will the nd nerves fail him, as so many’s have done ? 
Eh? 


Hurroo!!! An “*Inoner” 
Laves Ould Oireland winner 


Of the closest battle in the worruld by—One / 


[ Left hurroving and whiskeying in honour of Ould Ireland, in 
both which proceedings Mr. Punch most heartily joins him, 









Tar Rear “Prrares or Psewvzayce,”—Mr. Mackonocuze and 
Refractory Ritualists. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


» 





_ Saturday, July 17 (Lords and Commons).—At Wimbledon, Shoot- 
ing Committee (not to say Team) of either House, at three P.m., shot 
for the Challenge Cup presented to the Council of the National Rifle 
Association by the Maharajah of Vizianacram—a personage of 
whose name the anagram is plain. After a close contest, the Com- 











mons won’ by five points. We shall hereafter see how many they 
will score in Jouw Butu’s eye. 


Monday (Lords).—After Royal Assent had been given to sundry 
Bills, Lord Srantey or ALDERLEY inquired the reason for recently 
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printing certain correspondence relative to the alleged 
murder of a Mr. Peter Mesuvurtam, at Jerusalem, 
twenty years ago. Mr. MesHvuLtam had not been assas- 
sinated, although, at the late Vice Consul’s instigation, 
it was said, somebody had hanged. 

Lord Granvitte explained that the correspondence 
had been published only on account of a claim made 
against the Foreign Office, and merely in justice to 
private pereoni : ; 

Their Lordships got on with some unopposed Bills, and 
away in time to come in for a cup of five o’clock tea. 

(Cummons.)—From a little past four till a quarter to 
six, Ministers under fire of in tion ; in the course 
of which Mr. Grapsronx, answering Mr. Scureiper, 
said the Government _ho to ee on Wednesday 
with the Employers’ Liabili 1, notwithstanding the 
absence of Mr. Dopson—who it in charge. 

Pity Mr. Dopsow, late Member for Chester, 
unseated for bribery committed in his name without his 
knowledge, and against his will, by some fool, if not 
hypocrite or knave. What is to prevent a political 
rogue from committing bribery in the disguise of a 
partisan of the cnpetie pes. to the end of com- 
poe that party’s idate? Britons, beware the 
Caucus 

The Premrer also pointed out to Mr. H. Vivian that 
it would be absurd to waste a day in futile discussion 
of the Welsh Sunday Closing Bill. : 

Mr. Brppett then gave notice of his intention to ask 
the Paowe Mrnisrer a really sensible question :—** Will 
he favourably consider a proposal to limit all speeches 
to seven minutes, with an exception in favour of 
Members of the Government ?” BtK: 

Say, rather, perhaps, an occasional exception in favour 
of some of the Ministers. ‘ 

Then, once for all, into Committee on the Irish Tenants’ 
Grip on the Land (C.D.) Bill, and, after amendments 
right and left, right on behalf of the Landlord, left in 
the Grip on the Land Interest, all negatived, the Little 
Bill finally struggled through Committee. 


Tuesday (Lords).—Lord Exrtetp moved the Second 
Reading of the Census (Ireland) Bill, and the Earl of 
Fire the ditto of the Census (Scotland) Bill. The former 
Bill, like its predecessor, contains a religious schedule, 
which the Irish do not object to; and it can ac- 
curately compiled. The latter, following the English 
Census Bill, contains no catechism. 

Clearly, the Saxon, and the Cymry moreover, look 
you, like keeping their religious opinions to themselves. 
Can it be that Irishmen ght to flourish their con- 
flicting faiths in one another’s faces ? 

Census Bills were read a Second Time, as also 
was the County Courte Jurisdiction in (Ireland) Lunacy 
Bill, designed to give the County Courts of Ireland 
jurisdiction in cases of craziness combining unsound 
intellect and limited means. 

Other Bills were advanced, including several Orders 
Cunfirmation Bills, of no particular interest to the Clergy, 
if of any to the Laity. 

_ (Commons, Morning.)—Mr. Brppk1t asked his limita- 
tion of loquacity question, to which Mr. GLapstone 
answered No; but he saw the drift of it, and obstruction 
to business might require serious attention. 

On going into Committee on the Customs and Inland 
Revenue Bill, Mr. Hussarp moved, as an Amendment, a 
Resolution for amending, by correction, the iniquities of 
the Income-tax. Hereupon followed a debate on quite 
another matter—the penny additional to that tax to be 
imposed by the Budget, and the question whether or no 
it — be just to repeal the Malt-tax by means of that 


however, Mr. Guapstone got up, and replied 
to Mr. Hussarp as well as could be expected, and in 
the usual way. The inequalities of the Income-tax were 
undeniable, but the idea of i was Utopian. 
In 1874 he oye Sie wey © meteeng Se tax altogether ; 
but we had travelled a way where we were 
then, and he had no 4 to make now. 
No, of course not. He would take nothing by it—except 
the tude of a comparatively few. The parties 
ed and fleeced by the Income-tax are a weak 
defenceless minority. The majority of those who 
vote the taxes and also the national expenditure, pay 
no Income-tax whatever; thanks to a Conservative 
Democratic Reform Bill. 
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THE YOUNG WIFE AND THE OLD FRIEND. 


** HAVE you skew my Pirz, Love?” 
**Do you mean your Mszrscuaum, Danuinc? Here IT 14, INSIDE THE 
Faxpex. Ir sMELT 80 OF THAT HORRID TOBACCO, THAT I WASHED IT FoR You!”’ 


From his apology for the Income-tax the Premier preceeded to defend its 
aggravation by a penny in the pound; and, after some words, Mr. Huppaxn’s 
Motion was negatived by a majorityof 217 Representatives of the multitude 
to 28 Members for,the few. ‘Then the House went into Committee, but progress 
was reported immediately. 

sUiponteg.)— Commaltios on the Budget Bill continued, with discussion of 
details; for example, the specific eravity at which the beer duty is to be 
charged. A specifically grave debate of w the gravity was a little lightened 
by Sir Starrorp Norracore, who with reference to the gratification of the 
Farmers’ desires by the re of the Malt-tax, said that to a sceptical mind it 
might suggest a quotation from a classical author. 


“ Evertére domos totas optantibus ipsis 
Li faciles’’—~ 


—which he omitted to translate for the benefit of agricultural—and commercial 
—gentlemen. Nor did he quote Jonson, singing after JuvewaL,— 


“ How nations sink by darling schemes opprest, 
When vengeance listens to the fool's request.” 


Or else he might have insinuated that the repeal of the Malt-tax was a 
darling scheme of which the concession might possibly disappoint the British 


Farmer. 
Relief of Distress (Ireland) Bill re-committed pending the distress; and the 
House adjourned a little before sunrise. 


Wednesday (Commons).—At work on the clauses of the Budget in further 
detail, discussing questions chiefly of ciphering ; how much sugar s be deemed 
equivalent to a bushel of malt from 27 lb. to 28 lb., at what figure to fix the 
og gravity of worts (encore) and soon. Mr. Watwey, Mr. M. A. Bass, and 

. WHITBREAD, on the of the brewers, ling with Mr. Giaperonx, who, 
amendments being withdrawn or negatived wi ta division, carried all his 
points; but he promised the men of beer to re-open the questions between 
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NEMESIS. 


Wife (he had brought her @ little present), *“* No, Witt1am, I wItt NoT HAVE 
Him BRoveat Ur on THE ‘ Borris’! Look at your own Noss, Dear!” 


x = ———_- 





, Wrong— instead of 


him and them should experience prove his calenlations 
confirming the conclusions of his consummate ‘‘ chalk-head.’ 

Mr. SULLIVAN moved an Amendment providing that the valuation of public- 
houses in Ireland shall be Garrrrras’s valuation, but withdrew it on Mr. 
Giapstowe’s undertaking to provide that the valuation shall not exceed 20 per 
cent. valuation. Who’s Grirritas? As an actuary and accountant, evidently 
in Irish estimation at least, a safe man. 

Adjournment of sitting, formal business despatched, and House adjourned. 


Thursday (Lords).—In Committee on the Census Bill, an Amendment, pro- 
posed by Lord Forrescve, to provide for the local collection of sanitary infor- 
mation was rejected without a division, but another Amendment, moved by 
the same Peer, appointing that an abstract of the Census shall be published 
within three months instead of twelve, passed without opposition ; and thus im- 
proved, the Census Bill went through Committee. 

Furte seutum salus ducum Had Lord Forrescur’s sanitary extension of 
the Census been carried, wouldn't it also, have tended to the salus popu/i ? 

On report on Amendments in the Educational Endowments (Scotland) Bill, 
the Lord President named the Commissioners thereunder to be appointed by the 
Government, the first on the list (of four) being Lord Batrovr of BurLEIen—e 
romantic if not historical name. 

_The Irish Census Bill, and some smaller Bills, having passed through Com- 
mittee, noble Lords knocked off. 

_ (Commons.)—Government having, by the mouths of the Atrorney-GevERAL, 
Sir C. Ditke, and Mr. Giapstone, given nearly sixty querists indefinite answers, 
the House set to on the Report of Amendments on Mr. Forsrer’s little (Irish) 
Bill. Two new Amendments proposed by Mr. Gisson to temper the Bill for the 
unhappy Landlords, were aecepted by the Ministry ; a third, moved on the same 
behalf by Mr. Caapiry, got negatived. Then, on the Motion of Mr. Foxsren, 
the House disposed of the question of limitation, earried over from the Com- 
mittee, by deciding on a limit of £30 valuation; and, having settled that point, 
ordered the Bull to be read a Third Time on Monday. 

_Mr. Fawcett next moved the Second Reading of the Post-Office Money Orders 
Bill, to cheapen and facilitate the transmission of small sums. It proposes to let 
you send one shilling for a halfpennv, sums up to ten shillings for one penny, 
and up to one pound for twopence. Here is a Bat little Bill for you, a trul 
Liberal Bill, although, as Mr. Fawcett candidly said, it was practically the Bi 
of the late Government, and it had the warm support of his predecessor. 


| Ordnance Survey, from Lord 





After seme precautionary criticism from Sir J. Lus- 
Bpock, who wanted the Bill overhauled by a Select Com- 
mittee, it was read a Third Time, and the House, having 
at last done one bit of good work, adjourned. 

Friday (Lords).—Inquiry as to the progress of the new 
Baare, answered by Lord 
Scpetey, and from the Duke of Somerset about the 
Geological Survey, replied to by Earl Spencer, in a brief 
and instructive lecture on geology. 

On the Report of the Census Bill, Lord Enrretp 
opposed an Amendment moved by Lord Liwexick to 
provide a special Census for the City of London, but said 
there was nething to prevent the Civic Monarch and his 
Aldermen and Council from doing a Census of their own. 

A considerable batch of Bills were forwarded, and 
then their Lordships adjourned. 

(Commons, Morning.)—The Marquis of Hartrxetor, 
in answer to Mr. Akwotp, announced that he had re- 
ceived a telegram from the Viceroy of Inpra. saying that 
at a Durbar on Thursday at Cabul, Axppvok Rauman had 
been proclaimed Ameer of AFGHANISTAN by somebody 
or other, whom the telegram did not name. 

As Aspur RauMAN is supposed to have European 
ideas, in due time we shall perhaps have a photograph 
of him as Ameer, smoking a meerschaum. 

(Evening.)—Moving for papers, Mr. Bryce expatiated 
on the frightful state of things existing through Turkish 
misgovernment in Armenia and Asia Minor; and a con- 
versation ensued, graver than the debate of the other 
evening about specific gravity. 

Sir C. Dike said the Government was doing all it 
could with the Porte in concert with the other Powers. 
The pressure of six Powers was being brought to bear on 
the Porte with a view to enforce reform. 

European six-Power pressure is pretty strong, but 
will any pressure milder than hydraulic pressure bring 
the Porte to reason ? 

Mr. Grapstong, after Mr. Onstow, Sir W. Lawson, 
and Mr. LasoucHEre had said their says, defended the 
Government's line against Mr. AsumraD - BARTLETT. 
They were working with caution, and within the limits of 
their duty ; but were not prepared to act save in concert 
with the other Powers. 

Success to the Powers, exerting six-Power pressure in 
concert on the Porte; and may they keep it up at con- 
cert-piteh to the desired end. 

After a few Turcophil observations from Mr. Bourke. 
the House agreed to Mr. Bryce’s motion for papers, an 
adjourned itself. 








A PHENOMENON OUT OF PLACE. 


Tue subjoined advertisement, extracted from the 
Liverpool Daily Mercury, appears to attest the existence 
of a very extraordinary creature, of a description gene- 
rally considered by Physiologists as fabulous :— 
was ED bya Mother and Son, a Situation as KITCHEN 

GARDENER or COWMAN. No objection to horse. 
Good references. Address, &c. 


A “Mother and Son,” really both, would surely do 
better to get shown as a /usus nature than to work as 
a Kitchen Gardener or Cowman. é 

For a long time we have ceased to hear anything 
about Hippophagy; but the statement foregoing, that 
the advertiser ** ‘a no objection to horse,” appears to 
indicate that a prejudice against a particular form of 
animal food is decreasing amongst the laborious classes. 





CYNICISM CORRECTED. 


Ir is not true, says Smetronevs, that there is always 
something not altogether disagreeable to us in the mis- 
fortunes of even our very best friends. When any of our 
friends whosoever get into difficulties, and apply to us 
for assistance, which we cannot well afford to render 
them, but shall be considered mean if we don’t, their 
misfortunes then give us unmitigated pain. 





“De. Tanner's Fast”—is he? Then stop him. But 
if he won’t be stopped, and insists on going it for forty 
days, then back him, as we have SHAKSPEARE’S authority 
in Hamlet that “‘ Your Tanner wiil last you nine year.” 
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> drops of Irish blood in me, and I was disgusted to find “‘ the crater”’ 

SPORTING INTELLIGENCE.” so insulted, Sir! It was an outrage, Sir—an agrarian outrage, Sir ! 
But to continue. The favourite was nowhere, and (as the Archbishop 
observed) Dresden China was not broken. Good, eh? A quaint 
conceit, Sir! None of your nonsense, Sir! I am a simple, guileless 
old soldier, Sir, and I tell you it amused me! Law! Aow heartily I 
laughed as the old ecclesiastic paid me over my little earnings! To 
humour him, I had taken him several times over, Sir, about Chip- 
pendale at 10,000 to 30! I made the odds for him myself! 

But I was so thoroughly disgusted, Sir, with the whole affair that 
I gave up Goodwood on Friday in favour of the City. It alwa 
does my heart good, Sir, to see our grand old Metropolis in all the 
glory of its Business Pride! The Home of Enterprise, Sir, the very 
Centre of Commerce! Ah, Sir, a noble thought, a very noble thought 
indeed! And, truth to say, Sir, I had a small commission on hand, 
Sir. Iam good-natured to a fault, Sir, and can say ‘ No,” Sir, to 
nobody. So you shall hear, Sir! 

The aged widow of my deceased uncle had entrusted me with what 
she accurately termed her “‘little all” for investment. A few 
hundreds, don’t you know, Sir, just enough to keep the wolf from 
the door down at Brixton. Of course, as an officer, a gentleman 
and 2. pore ay Rwy were given to her pa, iJ 
insisted that ave every penny—every penny, Sir—of the 
J i foams the Bonds. ie wee, te om naling — 

ca seenthe) happened 
to go down, I d (as a poor head for busi- 
ness, and I didn’t want to bother with details), only to 
take something when—mark the when, Sir—the Stocks pe Rd 
Then—but not until then—was I to take the difference. I se a 
good substantial healthy-look i 
ability, and—well, as I write, 
venerated connection are ringing in m 
Mr. Pouncu, my coop Youwe Frrenp, affected almost to tears! The rest is 
I Give = your second title because I would have you 
know, Sir, that I was wearing my Severeign’s uniform and fighting 
battles under the shadow of the British Flag long before you were| P.8,—By the way, should—I repeat s and your friends 
born, Sir! Zounds, Sir! you were a baby in your cradle when I led | (I like to be genial, Sir, and I say the more the merrier, Sir,—the 
the forlorn hope at — But there, I won’t tell you where. A warrior| more the merrier!) want something really safe, why follow me, | 
never boasts of his own feats of arms. I am generous to a fault. | have invested the fortune of my aged Aunt (dear old lady!) in 
and never misrepresented a fact in my whole life! A true old Turkish Fives! 
ee gentleman, Sir, from my white locks to my patent leather 
ts. 


witteation | You want Reed to give you a few hints on pert - ing. ART POUR ART. 
Well, Sir, you could not have come to a better quarter for informa- isian point of view 
tion, I may say, Sir, that I have been born on the turf (the dear (From a Parisian of ) 
old Irish turf it was, bedad, Sir!), and have lived on it in various Tre Englishman’s Art! Ah! ma foi, ’tis ridiculous, 
quarters of the world all my life long—as a boy, as @ mah, as a Borné, Beotian, maudlin i 

veteran. Like every commander, I have seen my ups and downs. Bon pére de familie and thrall to the dutiful, 

I have made s of money, and have lived, Sir, in the most t He’s quite devoid of true sense of the Beautiful. 

affluence. I have had a Town house in Piccadilly, a couple of Is he not steeped in “ propriety ’’—soaked in it ? 

at the Operas, a shooting-box in the Highlands, a villa in the Isle of Pouf! Gallic lungs cannot breathe, they are choked in it. 
Wight, with a yacht moored off the dining-room window, a pied d Ne’er will he rise to the true Idealit 

terre at Paris, and a settled-from-the-Conquest family seat (with a Whilst he is weighted with stupid Morality, 

few thousand acres, half a dozen Jawn-tennis grounds, an orchid- 


h idni : Painter, it hangs on his Philistine neck a log, 
ouse, and a first- Tudor midnight ghost, all complets) in the Poot, he's Gemaae tao earth by the decaiegue ; 


house, and . 
ae eel echbsane” eal the Hick Life?” On the soher bend’ While he is frightened of Nature and Nudity, 


I own (without shame) that I have sometimes been “in retreat.” wit rtp 6 eopeny as mee ° 

aene See's Eley Se Saye voy ay OMEN oes SY Painting bare limbs and describing salacity. 

Was I at Goodwood? Why, Sir, you might as well ask me if I Art that’s not hinged-on these poe in banality ; 
had ever captured a battery of the enemy single-handed! Of course No inspiration is found in ty! 
I was at Goodwood! And a very pleasant party we were, Sir. The Butt is so fond of his sweet domesticities, 
usual a Right Hon. Friend (who had actually put off a Calm honied courtships, and baby felicities, 
Cabinet Council), the Archbishop, the Millionaire, and myself. My Treackle-pot passion, and coarse cockney drollery. 
ecclesiastical colleague (if I may be itted the expression) was in Art? A mere compound of clap-trap and fvolery ! 
his very best form. His story about the Sunray, the Margate Art that gives not with minutest explicitness 
Bathing-Machine Horse, and Her Majesty’s Consul at —— (you know Details of passion in piquant illicitness, 
where), was absolutely screaming / The ical joke, they tell me, Virginal vice and mature sensuality, 
was contrived by Bismarck—the dog! Ha! ha! I will repeat it. Can’t be true Art, for it smacks of Morality. 
Well, you must know that when Lord Satissury was——but of : . " 
course you have heard it before, Sir! If you haven't, Sir, more Art must be free ; that’s the sine qud non, you seo 
ry > you, - for mapiecting the duties of your position! My en ee he 9 og —_ 

: ‘ : , . and meant, 

ois Bes. Friend wee Copremed, and wes scarealy canal to de- Save this,—it must deal with the Seventh Com 





cussing finance (his stron o ou know, Sir), with the Mil- , 
lionnaire. My peotigt, the Millionaire How ~ does he not Art without that theme to batten and tarry on, 
on » oe ! WLS. comes f beg ney ae do I not owe i» Spa Boards 2 , | ee ig ¢< — 

im a th the delicacy of true friendship, Sir, an account ‘ we - 
been kept by neither of us. At least I can oon li for myself, Sir. Finds nothing borné about immorality 

And now to the racing. Right shoulders forward—quick march ! 
Well, there was nothin in it! Hollow asadrum, Sir. The Good- 
wet Cup was a Sir! Think of that, Sir—a match, Sir!} THe Orn Gorpew Acr.—Ladies are wearing “old Gold.” When 





ill you believe it, Sir—a field of two! Scarcely enough to afford | husband ble at th eases of waist, their wives, bein . 
sry of A thousand to one—bar one,” Sir! The prs, ssording or rather io, thelr metal roy that it i god for home trade, the 
| Englishman in the very pense of the word, still have s tow Mee “cy win” ke we chy at Love teak = 
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Monday, July 26 (Lords).—Their Lordships had a chat over the | if these fine old English birds multiply, to take means for keeping 
Second Reading of the Wild Birds’ Protestion Law Amendment Bill, them under. P 
moved by Lord ABERDARE. . Lord Watstneuam judiciously pointed out that it was desirable 
The Dake of AncrLt, commending the body of the Bill, criticised i 


, com that a bird should be known in every place by its local name. : 
the schedule, which, said His Grace, had been drawn up by some-| As for example ‘‘chaflinch,” afas “chink, alias “ spink,” in 
body who knew nothing about the birds it referred to. Nearly half different counties. The compiler of the Schedule did, perhaps, know 


of their names were s ; for example, “ lapwing,’ what he was about, a little, pace the MacCattum More, 
Ese ow Besides, he found in it one or two birds of a| The Lonp CuanceLtor noticed the omission of the kingfisher and 
ve ‘ 


the woodpecker, and suggested that they should be put in. As wild 
sparrow-hawk, let us hope, if there is one left; the kite also, | birds, and w in Chancery now, of course they will. Why left 
and the buzzard, once common, now rare. Yes, and all the rest of | out ? 


the Faleonide, and the owls, Never fear, your Grace. Time enough,| The Bill, as amended by their Lordships, was read a Second Time ; 
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thank them. Then Lord Spencer moved the Second 
Reading of the Relief of Distress (Ireland Act Amend- 
ment) Bill, and explained its provisions. It also pas 

its Second Reading, and Noble Lords, before adjourning, 
forwarded other Bills, not a few. 

(Commons.)—Lord HartineTon gave a not unsatisfac- 
tory account of the state of affairs in Afghanistan, from 
which it appeared that the Indian Government, main] 
following out the policy of their ecessors, had squar 
it with Aspvk Raumay, proclaimed Ameer of Cabul with 
their consent and that of the Sirdars. Our troops would. 
as soon as possible, retire to a position where they could 
keep a look-out ; and it was hoped that in the Autumn 
they would retire through the passes to India. No 
formal engagements had been made with the new Ameer; 
he had simply ogni and offered temporary 
assistance to establish his authority. He had been let 
know that he must have no relations with any Foreign 
Power but ourselves, but, if he took eur advice, the 
British Government would back him = ~ un- 
provoked aggression. A Mahommedan Envoy would be 
sent to Cabul, but the Ameer would not be required to 
"AL ts geese oe ot t on the policy of 

is is meant for an improvement on the policy 
the late Government. Such may it prove. At least, a 
Mahometan Envoy is perhaps less likely than a British 
Resident to be assassinated. 

In answer to a question, the noble Marquis said the 
assistance given to AspuR RauMan would be principally 
pecuniary. 

So everybody no doubt foreboded. 

In answer to Lord E. Cecrt, Mr. Guapstone confessed 
that it was quite true that the increased Income-tax, 
although not sanctioned by law, had been stopped from 
salaries paid to civil servants, and from coupons on 
foreign stocks. But, pleaded Our Witx14M, the practice 
had the merit of convenience to sanction it. 

So have all the iniquities of the Income-tax. But still 
they are at least legal ; which makes some difference, 
doesn’t it, WILLIAM 

Mr. Forster at last moved the Third Reading of his 
—— little Irish Bill, whereon, said he, “‘ Sir, 
we have now had twelve sittings.” A little Bill truly 
much sat upon. But finally carried by 303 to 237; a 
diminuendo majority greeted with Opposition cheers. 

Big Ben struck two, and the House adjourned. 


Tuesday.—First appearance of Little Irish Bill in the 
Lords, and of two giants, the Chinese Cane and the 
Norwegian, with the Dwarf, in the Commons. It was a 
tall night, but the Giants found it short commons as an 
intellectual feast, and left early. Our Artist took them. 
(Vide Illustration.) 

Lord Norton moved and carried the Second Reading of 
the Industrial Schools Acts Amendment Bill, chiefly de- 
signed for the particular protection of girls under hn 
teen; and Lord Suprixey obtained the same success for 
the Merchant Seamen’s (Payment of Wages, &c.) Bill— 
essentially an anti-crimp Bill, framed to protect poor 
Jack from land-sharks of crimp kind. Lords 
ABERDEEN and Norton very much applauded Lord 
SvupDELEY’s measure, calcula no doubt, also to please 
Mr. Piso... 


(Commons, Morning.)—Mr. Guapstonr attempted to 
explain, in answer to Lord R. Caurcuriy and Sir H. 
OOLFF, why it had been arranged that Mr. Dopson 
should accept the Chiltern Hundreds when he had been 
unseated for Chester ; but the case nevertheless seemed 
to remain very much an affair of ‘‘ Dopson and Fog.” 
Dr. Camron got upon Postal Telegraphs, and in the 
vening, suggested that the publie are anxious for ‘‘ in- 
creased a facilities and diminished charges.” 
Having got his answer from Mr. Fawcett, he withdrew 
is Motion. 
Colonel Barwe complained of the amount and inci- 


dence of the Education-Rate, from which he complained | Lord 


that the farmers derived no benefit. He moved that a 
larger share of the cost of education be defrayed out of 
the Imperial Exchequer. Motion seconded by Mr. 
osuet, ond by Mr. MunpELia, who 
—— t of education and the eulogy 
c | oy ee in BaRrne’s The Resolution 
ne - ~ ced or barn-men’s interest was negatived by 
Mr. Biaear caused a discussion respecting the alleged 
conduct cf the Lord Lieutenant of Louth while acting as 





HEARD IN MID-CHANNEL. 


Robinson, *‘ You’vVz s8ZN MORE OF THE WORLD THAN MOST PROPLE, Mas. 
Smart. Now, WHERE HAVE YOU MET THE HaNnpsOMEST, PLEASANTEST, AND 
Best-Barp Proprie ?” 

Fair American, “‘ We.it—amonea your Barrtsn Aristocracy.” 

Robinson, ‘‘Inpeep! TaAr 18 MOST GRATIFYING TO My Pape AS AN Ena- 
LISHMAN! AND WHERE HAVE YOU ENCOUNTERED—A—THE UGLIEST, V CLGAREST, 
AND MOST OFFeNsiIVE SPecimens oF Humanity !”’ 

Fair American, ‘‘ Wett—amone your Barrisn Aristocracy !” 


Colonel of the Antrim Militia; misconduct of which, it seems, he was not 
culpable, Further legislation was then deferred. 


“ednesday (Commons).—The aro), om of Hartiweton having received a 
telegram reporting a terrible disaster to have oceurred to the force under General 
Burrows near Candahar, read it to a thin House in dead silence. 

The Budget was proceeded with nevertheless. Lord G. Hamriton moved to 
omit the clause increasing the Income-tax by a penny in the pound ; but Lord RK. 
CHURCHILL, as the farmers’ friend, declined to vote against the means for the 
repeal of the Malt-tax, and Mr. Giapstows said the success of the Amendment 
would render that relief impossible, let alone the relief of Indian difficulties 
requiring Imperial assistance. Sir 8. Nonrucore supported Lord G. Hamixtow, 
whose Amendment, however, was rejected by 230 to 94. 

As children must be paid for, so must remissiens of duties—of course out 
of the pockets of the Income-tax payers; for there is now no more taxing the 
People. No wonder, then, that they do not object to the Income-tax. tax 
which the People have not to pay is n y . 

The Marquis of Hartineton read two further s encouraging the hope 
that ‘ annihilation ” was too strong a word to describe the calamity which had 
befallen General Buxrows’s brigade. The House, with some slight sense of 
relief, adjourned. 

Thursday (Lords).—Authorised by the Queen, Lord Granvi 1x, in reply to 
STaNLEY OF op ay stated that his Royal Mistress had sent the + sag 
a message ‘‘in which she expressed a hope even at a ifice, 
would accede to the unanimous wishes of Harper” st Beat you wish you mer 
get it, Ma’am ?” is the answer which, in an form, the Padishah 
perha net Sane to sofuen to Seo atanta’s hiten, oa because he may possibly 
apprehend that there is something to be read between the lines. 

Answering the Duke of Somerset, GRANVILLE 
grave as was the affair at i 
accounts. The last account 

A sad reverse, whatever the details may be, 
amounting to an Afghan Isandlana. 





that 
, it had been exaggerated in fhe first 
from Afghanistan will be heavy for Joun’s pocket. 


but, apparently, not quite 
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Unseated M. P. (indignantly). *‘ ACTUALLY CHARGED ME WiTH Barsgry !” 


The Unsealed, *‘ CRRTAINLY—MOST EMPHATICALLY——BUT—THEY AH—PROVED 


WISDOM OF EXPERIENCE. 


Sra,—I am sorry to say I am old enough to remember 
& time considerably previous to the birth of most of m 
acquaintance. I recollect in i the day in which 
many people’s minds became cons aay: with an idea that 
we had entered on an era of peace and progress, and 
philanthropists fondly neetosied the approaching cessa- 
tion of war, and the abolition of capital puni t. 
As to war, their amiable predictions, which I always 
derided, were very soon falsified by a succession of 
tremendous conflicts, and now, instead of turning swords 
into plough-shares, nation is striving against nation to 
construct monster cannon, ironclads, and torpedoes. 
much for war, and, as regards the other necessary usage 
whose abandonment was foreteld by many mawkish 
sentimentalists, anv of those simpletons still surviving 
may learn late wisdom from this recent item of foreign 
intelligence :— 

“CapiTaAL PuNIsHMENT IN SwiTzERLAND.—The Great 
Council of the canton of Schwytz, in voting the restoration of 
capital punishment, has decided that executions shall be public. 
Capital punishment has now been restored in four cantons— 
Uptereakien, Appenzell, Uri, and Schwy tz.” 


I always contended that Society could not get on with- 
out the gallows. When I say the gallows, | mean the 
guillotine also, and its other equivalents. Now they have 
tried the experiment of disusing it in Switzerland, and 
you see with what success. When milksops used to talk 
to me about what they called the hopes of humanity, | 
always told them that there was no hope for humanity 
whatever; for human nature was human nature, and 
lague, pestilence, and fire, battle, murder, and sudden 
eath—the latter occasionally inflicted by the execu- 
tioner—would continue till the end of time. I doubt 
not you will sympathise with the extreme satisfaction 
which the foregoing confirmation of foresight and of the 
feeling that is father to prevision, affords an aged philo- 
sopher who always was, and is, and ever will be, an out- 
and-out and thorough-going Pessruist. 


P.S.—I am glad we in this country were not such fools 
as to try the experiment of suspendirg ‘‘ sus. per coll,” 
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Dean Srnezt, Sono and Sonot.—They use a “ pun- 
kah” at the Royalty Theatre. Is it considered to be a 
satisfactory way of raising the wind ? 
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On Motion for going into Committee on the Relief of Distress 
(Ireland) Bill, Lord Emiy, supported by Lords Dusnzaven and 
Powrxrscovrt, besought the Government to devise a scheme of State 
emigration. 

Lord Srencer said that the feelings of the Iri ple were 
cpoceed te compulsory emigration, and that the Irish Boards of 
uardians peoemned large powers of encouraging Pat to emigrate. 

If poor Pappy could consult his own inclinations, an “ Irish 
Exodus” would mean staying at home. 

Their Lordships then put the Bill into Committee and passed it 
through, pushed some other Bills on a peg, and adjourned. 

(Commons.)—The Marquis of Harrineton, touching the Candahar 
disaster, repeated the statement made by GRANVILLE to the 
Peers ; and recited telegrams in detail. 

Sir C. Dicks, in reply to Mr. Mowx, said the Porte had answered 
the Collective Note by declining to cede Larissa, Janina, and 
Metzovo; but commeiel new negotiations for settlement of the 
frontier, and general details. 

Round Robin 


The Porte seems not te parece that a Euro 
means that its signataries have had enough tiations, and 
i i frontier will 


don't intend te stand any more delay, reg | ; ag 
pw Nee utterly unsettled as the stete of the Turkish dominions 
together. 

On the Order of the Day for the Second Reading of the Hares and 
Rabbits Bill, Mr. Grapsrong and Lord Excno, between them, 
created a laugh. The former ted a petition from 127 Hadding- 
tonshire farmers for the Bill, and the latter a petition —" it 
i Sir T. = sce ‘A little more than Ein, and than 

,” apparently. 

Why is the question concerning “ ground fame which exercised 
the Collective Wisdom for so many hours, akernel? Because 
it lies in a nut-shell. , 4 \- is it not, necessary to debar a bad 
landiord from driving a hard bargain which will forve his tenant to 
keep the hares and rabbits on the estate he farms sufficiently under 
to prevent them from ravaging his crops in a ruinous measure, and 
thus constituting themselves a plague of noxious vermin worse than 





efficiency to be shown at every Lock. 





any rats and mice, and as bad, almost, if not quite, as locusts and 
Colorado beetles and the Phyliozera ? 


Friday (Lords).—On the Motion for the Third Roding of the 
Relief of Distress (lreland) Bill, a dialogue between Lords PowEnrs- 
count and Kiwsex.ey on the subjeet of Emigration reverted to b 
the former Peer, and pooh-poohed by the latter. After that the B 
was read a Third Time and passed. 

The Second Reading of the Limitation of Costs (Ireland) Bill 
was moved by Lord SraNLEY OF ALDERLEY, and, on the Motion of 
Lord ANNESLEY, rejected. 

Is it not much to be wished that some measure could be framed 
for the effectual Limitation of Costs (Lreland) ? 

(Commons, Morning.)—Hares and Rabbits Bill on for Second Read- 
ing. Abused by Lord Etcuo in good set terms as a ‘‘ monstrous abor- 
tion,” which would demoralise every body concerned, encourage fraud. 
and make the relations of landlord and tenant intolerable. Detended 
by Sir W. Hancovrr, who gave Lord Excuo as good as he brought, 
and, obiter, chaffed Baawp. The match between these two opposite 
champions over, on the recommendation of Sir 8. Noxrucorte, the 
Bill was read a Second Time. Pitched battle and row to come on 


the Third Reading. 


(EBvening.)—An attempt at a sitting, but, before any business could 
be ian os House counted and the séance snuffed out. 





Very Necessary. 


Ay examination for Steam-Launch Owners. Certificate of 
S aad Wine, Oe 
Launch to a Lock to be two sovereigns. is wo ring 
Launchers to their senses, and be a way of applying 4 lesson 
Locke on the Understanding. 

Yours truly, 


Sin, 


Happr-@o-Locer. 
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GUY’S IN DISGUISE! 


As there seems to be some rumoured conflict of authority at a 
well-known London Hospital, Mr. Punch begs to publish a revised 
‘* List of Regulations.” 

Tae Mepicat Srarr. 
There shall be four Physicians, who shall have unlimited power, 
a matter of form) at the diseretion of the Taking- 
Treasurer, the Librarian, the Sisters and Nurses, the 


i shall be required to visit the Patients at least 

every week, and shall appoint their own days, 

subject only to the courteous consent of the Clerk and ae soy the 

Surveyor, the Porter, the Sub-Porter, the Night Watc the 
Messenger, and atron. 

The Physicians shall each in rotation have charge of the Clinical 
Wards, and shall delivera at least once a week. The 
subjects of these lectures be left to their own choice, after re- 
ceiving the perfanctery sanction of the Chaplain, the Bathmen, the 
Janitor, the Engineer, the ’s Assistant, and the Matron. 

The Assistant Physicians help the Physicians, and shall be 
completely under their control, subject only to the occasional inter- 
ference of the Maseum Keeper, the Museum Keeper's Assistant, the 
Sisters, the gay , Baker, the Cook, and the Matron. 

There shall be who shall perform the necessary 
operations, under the nominal supervision of the Trustees, the 
Governors, the Chaplain, Se Serveres, and the Matron. 

The Assistant Surgeons act under the orders of the Surgeons, 
of course mL to the purely friendly guidance of the Nurses (day 
and night), Chaplain, the Engineer’s Assistant, and the Matron. 
The Dental Surgeon shall extract teeth and lecture on Dental 
Surgery at such times as may be really considered advisable by the 
Messenger, the Baker, the Back-Gate Porter, and the Matron. 

The Aural Surgeon, the Pathologist, the Medical and Surgical 
Registrars, the A and Dis rs, and the Laboratory Man 
shall be perfeetl ent of all control, provided only that they 
accept the periodical hints of the Janiter, the Librarian, the Museum 
Keeper, the Museum Keeper’s Assistant, the Sisters, the Chaplain, 
the Clerk and Registrar, and the Matron. 

The Medical Staff shall order what they please, in hope (if not in 
faith) of seeing those orders obeyed. In consideration of this perfect 
freedom of action, they will be held responsible by everybody for 


everything with the —y & entire consent of the Governors, the 
a 


Trustees, the Treasurer, aking-in Committee, the Sisters, the 


Nurses, and the Matron. 
Tue Nunsine Srarr. 


The Matron shall be subject in all things to the wishes of the 

ady Superintendent. To prevent confusion, however, the Matron 
and the y Superintendent shall be om horn terms referring 
to the same official. This regulation shall enforced with the 
utmost rigour at all times and on every occasion. 

The Sisters shall pay the greatest possible deference to the utter- 
ances of the Medical Staff. They shall invariably allow those utter- 
ances to enter at one ear and toexit by the other. They shall 
consider themselves entirely at the disposal of the Medical Staff 
when they have obtained the consent of their immediate Superior. 

The Nurses shall follow the lead of the Sisters, and shall submit 
themselves in all things to the orders of the Doctors, when those 
orders have originated with the Matron. 

Thas the Medical Staff will learn to work harmoniously with the 
Narsing Staff, and a clashing of authority will obviously be a matter 
of almost insurmountable difficulty. 


Tue Patrents. 

The Patients shall cheerfully accept the treatment ordered by the 
Physicians, misunderstood by the Nurses, referred to the Taking-in 
Committee, supported by the Surgeons, edited by the Governors, and 
generally revised by the Matron. 

They shall willingly undergo any necessary inconvenience inci- 
dental to the sitaation. They shall be glad to have their beds made 
shortly after daybreak. They shall never object to the absence of 
their guardians at the hours set apart for s and moral exercises. 
They shall train themselves to welcome new faces, and shall never 
fret for the companionship of nurses removed to other wards for the 
sake of variety. They must remember that such little troubles 
must be goodnaturedly accepted, to enable the Sisters and their sub- 
ordinates to perform the duties assigned to them to the entire satis- 
faction of the Framer of the Rules, ulations, and Observances. 

In conclusion, should ny Tee show practically his or her dis- 
approval of a system at first sight rather s tive of a divided 
authority, of a kingdom within a kingdom, of a quarrel between 
Healers and Attendants, of a dispute between Doctors and Nurses, 
he or she shall be immediately dismissed from the Hospital with the 
tacit consent of the Governing Body and through the immediate 
agency of the Undertaker ! 





IRISH NOTIONS OF NOTES. 


BE patriotic Mr. Perer 
Suenman, “a Dublin 
merchant for forty-five 
” arrived at six 
clock on Saturday 
evening, at the St. Pan- 
Station. 


cras 

e tendered a £3- 
note of the Bank of 
rant, payment o 
eerie’ be ae 
er Ww y the 
yee * ladies behited the 
ar. They referred Mr. 
Peter SHexipan to the 
Station- Master. 

The Station- Master 
told Mr. Perer Suxrnt- 
DAN that he would not 
the Irish notes. Mr. 

eter Sarripan told 
theStation-Master ‘‘the 
note was a Bank of 
Ireland ”—note under 
stood, 


The Station- Master 
replied that he did not 


care. 
Having related the 
g particulars in 
a letter to the Zimes, 
Mr. Perern Smentpan 
adds :— 

“«My answer was that it was a compliment to Ireland, and that | 
would henceforth refuse any payment tendered by Bank of England notes, 
and would recommend every man, woman, and child in Ireland, through the 
Press, to do likewise.” 

Is it not too probable that if not most, of Mr. Peren 
Sueacpan’s debtors, if they suppose him likely to be as good as his 
word, will, whenever they offer to discharge their obligations to him, 
in the amount of from 45 upwards, make a point of always tendering 
him Bank of England notes ? 

Mr. Perer Saeeran is perhaps descended from ancestors com- 
memorated in the stock Irish anecdote, according to which, once 
upon a time, the inhabitants of a certain district in his native land, 
bearing a grudge against a local banker, and wishing to spite him, 
collected for that purpose as many of his notes as ever they could, 
and then burnt them. 





HIGH AND MIGHTY. 


Two Strangers paid a visit last week te the House of Commons. 

They were, it is believed, the most exalted personages who have 
ever passed within the walls of the House. 

They were of the highest standing in Society. 

They had the loftiest demeanour. 

They were far above all Party differences and divisions, 

They could look down on the most conspicuous and eminent 
Members of the House. 

The Standing Orders of the House greatly excited their curiosity. 

They inquired with a personal interest about the Long Parliament. 

The Tory benches wished they had such allies to stand up for the 
Constitution, against the revolutionary Haresand Rabbits Bill. (The 
only drawback that seemed to suggest itself was that they might 
get to high words.) 

Everybody appears to have been polite and attentive to them, but 
even if they had suffered any slight or neglect, they could have 
overlooked it. 

They looked over the House, 

They went away highly pleased with their reception, did — 

The Chinese Giant (8 ft. 6 in.) and the Norwegian Giant (8 ft, 4in.), 
each of them fully entitled to bear before his name the letters H.i.H., 
i.¢., His Real Highness. 





— 


ONE FOR TANNER. 


Da. Tawwer, Sir,” said a bluff Norfolk J.P. ‘If he were in 
this country, 1’d commit him for getting his livelihood without 


ostensible means of subsistence.” 
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SUDDEN RESULTS OF DUCAL CAPRICE. 


Todeson (a stawnch Conservative ever since he shook hands with Royalty, last week). ‘‘ Loox, AUNT, THERE ’s Cz&SOHSKI, THE VIOLINIST, 
you xyow! By Jove, 1F HE ISN'T SITTING BETWEEN THE DvocHEss or Ipswice AND THE Docuess oF Purney! SP.ENDID FELLOW, 
Czescusxt! Most caanmino Womey, Toerr Geaces !—xKNOW THEM BOTH WELL—MUST INTRODUCE YOU some DAY ”—(bows elaborately 
—is completely ignored—continues his remarks to his Aunt)—“ Uo! IF iT aIn’r SICKENING TO SEE THE WAY THAT FAWNING 
Fippurse CaD TOADIES THOSE TWO OLD FRuMps, JUsT BECAUSE THEY ’xe DoonEgsses! Wy, THEY WOULDN'T EVEN SPEAK TO HIM 
IF HE WEREN'T A FoREIGNER ; AND THEY ’LL CUT HIM DEAD NEXT WEEK—THAT’s A CoMFoRT! Ucn! WaaT A wortp!” 

[ Becomes a Radical again on the spot. 











But, oh! I’d conjure 


whe do, Sir, 
THE PIG AND THE PEER. Deshe do not fall foul of Pelitionl Economy | 


, | (Sighs.) Yes, dit 
Peer (sotto voce). By Jove! here he is, then, the pestilent creature, CT en era ee ee 
He looks quite at home, too—ineffable cheek ! 


, , , : Are sacrosanct matters, too holy to touch. 
Pig (aside). Och, shure thin, my Lorrud, in figure and feature Pig (aside), Holy, is it? Who cares for his praching and scolding ? 
Ye’re moighty imparious ! 


; coh, 
Peer (to Pig). What do you seek ? Shure, thin, on the land we must keep a toight clutch 


a t . Aloud. i ; icting, thi 
Pig (to Peer). Sake is it, yer honurr ?—'Tis justice I’m sakin’, Peer (Age). it ae yo"d be afther evicting, Gin? You, friend ? 


And this is the roight sort o’ shop for that same. _ Nay, never! If that’s your sole fear, be content. 
Peer (aside). Eugh! Justice would just salt you down into bacon, Wi out your kind offices what would they do, friend ?— 
‘ Basegineee pretender. (A/oud.) You bear a bad name. The *‘ Gentleman who ”’—as of old—*‘ pays the rent!” 
Pig jauntily). pat ’cess to the blaygurrds that gave it! But that 
thric — 


Will not take you in. ‘ 
Peer. ell—ahem !—I don’t know. A Confession. 
Pig. Och, shure thin, I swear by the holy Saint Pathrick, (From Guy’ s.) 
*m just the most innicent gintleman. ) , 
Peer (drily). Oh! Tsoven Charity trains us as Mother, 
Pig. Faix, ask Misthurr Giapstone. We rejoice—being averse to a blister— 
Peer (hotly). Ill see him d—dashed first. That while every man is our brother, , 
Your sponsor is worse than—well, well, I’m a Peer. (Sighs.) Every woman—well, isn’t our Sister ! 
Pig (aside). Ah! noblesse oblige. But the wrath that outflashed first 
Much marred the repose of the caste Vere de Vere. 
(Aloud.) Don’t ye loike Misthurr GiapstowE ? 
Peer ( re, with insurgen ory - I—like—him !!! (Masters) Turne is an omission in the list of the members of the City Livery 
+ . uestion ies’ C ission—The Lord Mayor's s ‘ootmen. 
» i : whol ; ire top tothe q . | Companies’ Commission—Th y p 
ig. Faix q er urr forgive the suggestion 
Ould Oireland 1s just the laste taste out o’ joint, <remeneet ow I2CancR 
Thanks intoirely to rent-grabbers greedy and— ae : ‘ : 
Peer (irritably). Pooh, Sir!) Swaxts complain that there’s nothing open after half-past mid- 
More pigheaded—humph ! that’s a sort of—metonomy ; ‘night. Legislation wanted for London’s upper classes. 














LEFT OUT BY INADVERTENCE. 
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WE’LL TAKE THE GREATEST CARE OF THE ‘GENTLEMAN 
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Pie, ‘‘ BEDAD, MELORD, AND IS IT MESE 


NO, NO. 


Peer (tenderly). ‘‘ YOU EVICTED ! 


WHO PAYS THE RENT.’” 
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THE RIFF-RAFF PIRATE! 
(A Fragment of a River Romance.) 


Sin Arry gave ancien ae 
wilder and more con e 
lurch, and his wife, pale and 
trembling, held the light again 
J The good old Vicar, kindly and 
—_— marked the changes of his guilty sleep with the attentive 
air of one who has seen much but has understood little. He drew 
0 ep sn, and then gently asked, ‘‘ And is this his usual habit 
of slumber ?’ 

He would have been answered by an icy nod, had not the restless 
sufferer at that moment bounded up with another shriek. 

The sleeper was sitting erect now, and was staring vacantly 
towards the foot of his couch into the space beyond. “I see another 
of’em. Put on the steam! In to him!” he chuckled horribly to 
himself. ‘* Now we shall do it! Forward we go! Ha! ha! Cut 
him down to the water’s edge! Ha! ha! ha! Capital! Capital!” 
He sank back exhausted with merriment, but quickly rallied. In 
another instant he had seized a pillow, and was gazing savagely over 
the side of the bed. ‘“‘ Six of ’em floundering this time! That’s a 
good ’un! ep by think I’m going to let the life-buoy go over 
the weir? Notif [knowit!” He hid the pillow as he spoke, and 
turned to the other side as if in fierce altercation, “‘ What’s the 
matter with you, eh?” he asked, laughing, as if in enjoyment of 
come Snare, ie. ‘or sate can’t eh 4 but pe ora, 
you learn a! ha! team away! For’ard there! ere ’s 
another of ’em ahead! Now—in we go! Lock ’em! ‘That’s 
another goed "un! Why, they ’re a-drownin’ like tadpoles in a 
bilin’ duck-pond! For’ard!” 

The exhausted Baronet fell back. The paroxysm was over. All 
was hushed. His wearied wife approached the Vicar. and, with 
bated breath, told the dread secret of her suspicion. ‘It is some 
crime of his early years.” She gasped, ‘‘ He must once upon a time 
have been a diving garotter! ” 

The kind old Vicar took her hand sadly. ‘It is worse, I fear, 
than that, my good soul!” he responded, with a gentle inflexion in 

voice. ‘* Your husband has had a fearful past.” 

She looked at him inquiringly. Then he told her the hard and 
cruel trath. 


above his distorted features. 


“In his youth,” he said—I know it now—he kept a steam-| head 


launch, and diverted himself under the protection of the Rules en- 


Joined by the Thames Conservancy !” 


A Professional Phrase. 


Iy a leader on the Burials Bill, the Morning Post lately observed— 

.* Everyone who has looked into the subject knows perfectly well that the 

ters’ grievance is a thing pro re natd.”’ 

Rather, one would sa re denatd, so to speak of the subject 
of the Bill. The medical student in the old story translated ~ re 
natd, in a prescription, ‘‘for the little thing born,” but the fore- 
fons quotation, copatentiy, setetts to a thing, which, instead of 

Ving just been born, is about to be buried. 








e Eom, 1 ea tall Lady im a tight dress quite realises the 
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Sc., §e. 
CHAPTER X. 
Wao sHALt pe Farrest? 


Mr. Matrix remained at Small-Beerjester to do all the work for |. 
the forthcoming party, while the Bishop and Mrs. Downie went up 
to London to e various nece purchases at the Stores. 

The structure of the Palace and the plan of the grounds were ad- 
mirably adapted for Mrs. Dowp1g’s p . Of course Lawn- 
Tennis would be played on the Episcopal Lawn; and as religious 
observances were not on any account to be kept out of sight, there 
would be a series of short services during the game in the different 
courts. In another corner of the garden, bowls of Bi would be 
provided for the stalwart elderly Gentlemen who might have an 
ecclesiastical bias ; there would be a circus with some hobby-horses 
in the paddock for those who were never happy unless mounted on 
their own particular hobby, which each person could bring with him 
were he so minded. 

The ceremony of laying the first stone of the new glass houses 
would be watched with delight by most of the Ladies, who, interested 
in the poultry-yard, were every one of them hen-wives, and would 
produce their own prize layers. Should it come on to rain, a portion 
of the company could be invited into the billiard-room, when taking 
the cue from his wife, the Bishop would exhibit his skill in making 
minor canons. 
Rural Deans, and if two Ody-Colonial Bishops could be sent in time, 
they, with his Lordship of Small-Beerjester, would appear in a 
tableau representing the Three Graces, 

The Chaplain himself would wait at table, see the dishes care- 
fully carried in, and all the arrangements carefully carried out. On 
this occasion Mrs. Downie insisted on his wearing his full clerical 
official court suit as Domestic Chaplain and Canon, which consisted 
of a sombre livery with knee breeches, and artilleryman’s boots as a 
Canon; high waistcoat, footman’s coat, apdidls braided, which 
he could not neglect without being splendidly up-braided by Mrs. 
Dowp12,—white tie, a pair of emical brass bands round his 
throat, a Master of Arts gown, and a low-crowned hat very much 
turned up at the sides with strings and coloured cockade, to revolve 
with the wind like a ventilator. It was part of his duty to show the 
Ladies into the es be private chapel, which, on account of its 
being, taceiee with luxurious sofas and arm-chairs, was called 
the Chapel of Ease, where the Private Chaplain had always to be 
in readiness at any hour to preach privately to the Bishop, and 
never to stop until the Bishop woke and walked out. Woe be to the 
Chaplain who, presuming on the Bishop’s somnolence, should sud- 
denly drop his discourse. It was the only thing that roused the 
cnnlient r. Dowbre into instant action, and a formidable hassock 
was soon sent flying with unerring aim at the neglectful chaplain’s 


There would also be a ploughing match between the 


While on the subject of Mr. Massie duties, it will not be out of 
place to add that he had to brush his Lordship’s hat every morning, 
water the rosette in front, iron the see that all the buttons were 
on the episco aiters, and that the apron-strings were strongly 
stitched. When Dr. Downie went on a visitation, which the devout 
inferior clergy regarded as a visitation of Providence, —he was 
accompanied by we hyo. the nop cad Bie Chageala, he acted 
as courier tickets, looki r uggage, ordering 
stalls in the Cathedval three wae a advance. 

Mrs. Downe therefore requested Canon Martrrx to be good enough 
to bestir himself and procure a tent, or as she described it, a marquee, 
in which some of her visitors could sit during the afternoon party at 
the Episcopal Palace ; and if he could devise any entertainments to 
amuse and astenish her guests in a harmless and inexpensive way he 
was at liberty to do so; nay, he was earnestly requested to ea 
poiat of doing so. Mrs. Dowpie’s request was, of course, a com- 
mand ; and as it was nothing new for hi Lordship’s Clergymen to 
take their orders from the Bishop's wife, so Mr. Marrrx, bestriding 
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“HOPE SPRINGS ETERNAL—” 


Trish Landlord (in distressed district, who had paid Com 
Works, and otherwise “‘ disturbing” his Tenants). ** WExt, 
‘Rewer’ next Seasoxn——”’ 


ion for not receiving his Rents, and was sinking his Capital in Draining- 
‘AT, 1 HOPE, WITH A GooD HARVEST, WE SHALL GET ON WITHOUT ALL THIS 


Pat (an Optimist). “‘ Oca, ptaze Heavex, yer Honour, we’LL HAVE ANOTHER Bap Yar yeT!!”’ 








a sleek vob, for he had not as yet ventured upon 
forth intent on the marquee, which was to be 
— proceedings. 

readers —' guess that I myself have no strong partiality for 
Mr. Marrix, yet [ must admit that he isa man of parts which might 
ordinarily have accounted for his pulling up im front of a booth at a 
fair, where a theatrical exhibition was being given within five miles 
of Small-Beerjester. Indeed, Mr. Marrrx was meditating many 
things in his mind about a Fair, but the Fair that engaged the 
Reverend Gentleman's thoughts at this particular moment was the 
second daughter of the Beadle of Small-Beerjester, the Percentor, 
whom he had been brought there by Mrs. Dowpre to supplant in his 
mastership of Deedler’s Trust. 

Mr. Marrrx had already placed himself on a friendly footing with 
Morteena, having peouned her toe twice under the table at the 
Bishop’s luncheon, and then thrown all the clerical fervour at his 
command into his eyes as he offered her the preserved ginger. He 
had called one nonuing at her father’s house, and, having watched 
his opportunity, had drawn near hor, and sat close to her in the 
drawing-room. He had entered unexpectedly and had found her in 
deshabille, oo an air by Bacn on the piano with her back hair 
down. He had asked her politely, ‘‘ What air that was?” alludi 
to the one she was performing, and she had replied, ‘* My own, 
course! Like your impudence! ” when he at once explained that he 
did not allude to the hair of her locks, but to the air on the keys; on 
which Mortexna had blushed deeply, and had shaken out her 
tresses ; then she had called him “a t big naughty parson,” and 
had gone straight to the sofa, where sat down, pouting and sulky, 
till Mr. Marrrx, who could adapt the craft of the serpent to the con- 
venience of the dove, came and sat down beside her, ting play- 
fully the nursery rhyme about Little Miss Muffet, and hoping that 
he, at wall events, would not be the spider to “‘ frighten Miss Muffet 
away. 

Morteena had taken up the rhyme and observed that “ buffet” 
rhymed to Muffet, and then Mr. Marrrx had retorted that buffet in 
French meant a refreshment place, and asked permission to offer her, 
in her own house, a glass of sherry, which Morteena declined with 


the high horse, rode 
such a feature in the 





thanks, but played at tip-biscuit with him, when Mr. Marrrx in his 
eagerness to catch a piece she was about to throw to him, ed 
nearer and nearer Morteena’s seat. And then he had asked her 
whether she had heard his latest ‘sermon in Beerjester Cathedral on 
** waist not, want not,” wherein he had informed his hearers that 
he considered a little waist a very dangerous thing, but had shown 
how even a considerable amount of waist might be pressed into the 
service of the Church, and how necessary it was to suit the action to 
the word and the word to the action; to all of which Miss MortEena 
had on her unhesitating assent, being perfectly sure that anythin 
like dissent on such an occasion would be quite out of place. An 
when he left he had given her his best blessing, and had asked her 
to get the idea of his being her shepherd thoroughly through her 
wool, ‘‘ and one day,” he murmured, ‘‘ the shepherd may hope for a 
shepherdess.” 

** And will he marry one of his own lambs?” Morteena had 
—-: archly. 

o which Mr. Marrrx, becoming "pom impassioned, had pressed 
her hand, as he replied, *‘ Not a lamb ;— Ewe.” 

To which Mortzewa had made no answer, and Mr. Matrix was 
now thinking over this interview, and was weighing his chances and 
calculating his plans as he sat motionless on his cob in front of the 
booth of the Fair which was being held on Gesling Green. 

As I have already more than hinted, to say that he was attracted 
by a Fair in any shape was nothing new; but on this occasion his 
attention was arrested, and not unwarrantably, by the appearance 
of an elegant female figure dancing on a platform, in front of a 

igantic picture, while two persons in fantastic costumes played a 
rum and cymbals, and a third shouted to the crowd a reitera 
invitation to ‘‘ Walk up!” as they were “‘ just a-going to begin.” 

Mr. Martrrx was not sufficiently lost in love to be unable to appre- 
ciate the exquisite of Italian beauty which now appeared before 
his eyes. ho could she be? this vision of un loveliness ? 
—for as he sat and gazed he was dazzled by a sort of beauty the 
like of which he had never before seen, and he was caught by her 
easy, free, voluptuous manner, which was perfectly new to him. 
He had never been so tempted befere: the temptation was irre- 
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sistible; it carried him away, right out of the saddle 
and on to the platform, where he found himself in com- 
pany with an Arlecchino, a Pantaleone, the father of his 
resplendent charmer, her brother dressed as a s- 
borough Blue Boy, and a Merry Andrew, who was bow- 
ing to him and asking, “‘ What he could go for to fetch 
for to for to bring,” adding that if he had a ticket 
from the Church and Stage Guild he must pay extra. 
The entire troupe was Italian, 


and, thoug 
peculiar in their own country, would eertainly create a 
sensation on the lawn of the Episcopal Palace of Small- 
Beerjester ; for it had suddenly occurred to Mr. Marrix, 
as an inspiration, that in order to account for his pre- 
sence on their platform—so different from his own 
platform at Exeter Hall—he would explain that he had 
come to engage them for a private afternoon performance 
at Mrs. Dowpre’s garden-party, if their engagements 
gd meg a lpce om - en 
ignora, who appeared e Manageress 0: 
the booth, received him in her dressing-room ; and, after 
giving some orders in an undertone to the Blue Boy, 
turned to the enraptured Canon, and assuring him that 
his horse would be provided with a good stall in the 
first row, motioned him to a seat close by the couch on 
which she reclined, bea : 
tude of the deepest and most earnest attention. — 
‘Excuse my receiving you in this dress,”’ she said, sim- 
ply; ‘‘but business is business, and this is costume.” 
And very becoming her costume was. 
muslin, reaching quite to the knees, without any other 
garniture than rich yellow roses and pearls across her 
bosom, and the same round the scarcely perceptible armlet 
of her corsage. Across her brow she wore a tiara of 
precious stones that gave additional lustre to her eyes, 
which were brilliant as di ds of the first water, spark- 
ling with dazzling effect on each side of her exquisitely- 
chiselled nose, which in itself was a perfect mosaic. On 
her arms, which her position required her to expose, she 
wore several magnificent bracelets ; while her perfectly- 


fitting fleshings, of the palest pink tint, exhibited to) : 


advantage the marvellous outline of her well-rounded 
limbs. Her small feet were encased in the tiniest white 
high-heeled satin shoes, set off with large delicately- 
coloured rosettes. 

Dressed as she was, and ~) as she did, so 
beautiful, so statuesque, with that lovely head, those 
large staring eyes which took everybody in at a glance, 
it was impossible that Mr. Matrrx, clergyman though he 
was, should not be also numbered among those who were 
taken in by those eyes and done for on the spot. 

“IT must introduce myself,” she said, in excellent 
English, te which her foreign accent lent an irresistible 
charm. ‘‘ You will see in the bill,” and she handed him 
a programme, which he received as though he were in 
some delicious overpowering dream, ‘‘that I am an- 
nounced as CotumBiyA Catnotina. That is not my real 
name. I am the Marchesa di Zazzeat1a. The Boy in 
Blue is my half brother; the others are my servants; 
though Signor PanTaLEone acts the part of my guardian 
pour me donner contenance.” 

“You are a Marchesa then?” said Mr. Marrrx, softly, 
and then mindful of Mrs. Dowpre’s commission, he ex- 
jee that he was in search of a marquee, and esteemed 

mself oo neney to have found a Marquise. 

She inclined her head towards him pensively, and eyed 
him like a she-devil. 

The Canon who had never met a she-devil, however 
thought that this was the sort of angel he liked, and 
drawing the chair nearer to the sofa, and within reach of 
the Signora’s dazzling white arm, he assumed the deepest 
sp 4 and prepared himself to console her, should she 
sho 


w any ney he ee oy ematien. 
. ““ You do not know my sad story?” she inquired, lay- 
ing her hand on his with a light touch that sent a tremor 
through his whole frame, and made his hair curl up 
crisply like the leaves of a sensitive plant. 

0, he didn’t know a word of it, he stammered, but he 
should be happy to hear it. 

I by aw 9 said La Marchesa di Zaz- 
yet aL hy 

pumps an cing,” and she 

little shoes in the air, and then asked 


} What could he do but 
e € 4 After there was no arm 
in his holding the shoe if she were the only one to put her 


utifal and motionless, in an atti-| 


mc was white | ; 





perhaps not | " N 





“ALL THERE!” 


Clerk (who has called to see the gas-meter). “‘Is yours A Wer on a Day 
Mrier, Mapau ?” 

Young Wife (who does not like to show ignorance). ‘‘ WELL, IT 18 RATHER Damp, 
I'M AFRAID!” 


foot in it? As for his kneeling before her, had not his own shoemaker knelt 
before Aim to try on a new pair, and there was nothing wrong in the act ? 

** Knee plus ultra,’’ said the Signora laughingly, as she jerked her foot into its 

place, and motioned him to his former seat by cushion. 
“T was engaged to be married to Il Duca di Poricuive.1o,” she continued, 
earnestly, ‘‘a dissolute nobleman who had i his first wife, Donna 
JuLta, and was accused of such dreadful crimes that rather than be his wife | 
sacrificed my position in society, my fortune, everything, and escaped from 
Italy, accompanied by the few faithful attendants you have seen with me, and 
possessed only of these family jewels which you now see me wearing.” 

Mr. Marrix would have examined them more closely, especially the diamond 
pendants in her ears, but at the sound of a small bell, the Signora rising suddenly 
from the sofa, observed in a low tremulous voice, that he must hear the remainder 
of her story another time ; and having faithfully promised to bring the tent, the 
troupe, and the whole show to the Bishop’s garden-party, she quitted the smal! 
apartment where their ¢éte-d-téte had m held, leaving Mr. Matix quite 
a and struggling into consciousness as though he were awaking from a 

eep sleep. 





Past and Present. 


Paterfamilias (to his son). Do you mean to say they don’t 
being idle? hy, in my time at Harrow, a fellow who di 
lessons was flogged, as certain as—— 

Son (amused). Oh! no one learns their lessons now, except the regular 
mugs, and fellows frinding for an Exam. ! 

Paterfamilias. How the deuce then do you expect to get intothe Army? The 
competitive examination is most severe. 

(gaily). Oh, six months at a Crammer’s will do that all right, never fear ! 
No one ever passes direet from school, you know. 
[ Visions of £10 a week for a year, and failure at the end of that, float before 
Paterfamilias, who feels accordingly. 


ish you for 
’t know his 
































Scexrz.—A Belgravian Boudoir. 


than fruit. " I garden, as you know, 
some of the best blood in town. Tour Lodyehip will stnember that 1 gave 











THE SHORE. 
(With Apologies to the Shade of Southey.) 


ow do Cheap- 


From their 
sources they 
wend é 

In the squalid 
Eas * 

From hite- 
chapel 

Surge and grapple 

Ite "Arkres and 
its CARRIES. 

Throngh court 
and 





e 
They run and 


they shout 
For awhile, till 
they ’re out 
By their own 
ial train 


thence, at departing, 
bawling at starting, 
drink and they ; 
away they 
the dark tunnels, 
’Mid smoke from the funnels, 
Where they shriek in their 


flarry, 
Helterskelter, hurry skurry. 
a singing, now smoking, 
ow 


T 
make their descent. 
> >. * 





The excursion crowd strong 

Then plunges along, 

Running and leaping, 

Over rocks creeping, 

Kicking and flinging, 

** Kiss-in-the-ring ’’-ing, 

Pulls at the whiskey 

Making them frisky, 

Smiting and fightin’— 

A thing they delight in— 

Confounding, astounding, 

Dizzying and deafening the ear with | and 
their sound. 

. * * 
Sea-weeding and feeding, 
And mocking and shocking, 
And kissing and missing, 
And ckipping and dipping, 

And drinking and winking, 
And wading and bathing, 
Shell-picking, and sticking 
In mud-holes and kicking, 
And going a-rowing 

And fishing and wishing, 
And roaming in gloaming, 


Sight-seeing and teaing, 

And larking and sparking, 

Love-making, and taking 

To beering and jeering, 
Donkey-riding and hiding, 

And squeaking and seeking. 

| * i * 

_And galloping and walloping, 

| And wandering and maundering, 
Uneoating and boating and floating, 

ing and ing a wetting, 

erying and drying and spying, 

| Immersing, dispersing, and cursing, 
And meeting and greeting and seating 


and eating, 
And fuddling and muddling and hud- 
dling and puddling ; 
And so never ending, but always 
descending, 


‘The Cockneys for evér and ever are 

wending, 

| All at once and all o’er with a mighty 

uproar— 

|And this way Cheap-Trippers come 
down to the po ] 





THE NEW DRESSMAKER. 
(What it must come to with the present taste for *‘ real” trimmings.) 
Lady Awwe discovered at her toilette table. 
Mr. Weeps ts ed in by a Maid. 


Lady Anne. I am not at all satisfied with the dress I wore last night. The 
-leaves were too heavy, and the camellias faded before the first dance. 


As for that lattice-work covered with jasmine you fixed up for me on my skirt— 
why. it was coming undone the whole eveni 


you said you liked flowers better 


r. Weeds. Very sorry, my Lady, but 
i and 


It is the first complaint I have had 
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you refusal of the dress worn by the Duchess. It made 
—_ a sensation, and I admit that I felt nervous and 
attered when I ushered her Grace into the salon. 

Lady Anne, The grape-drapery, with its vegetable 
marrows and parsnips was certainly pleasing. By the 
way, the sudden introduction of the artichokes in the 
tunic was ineffective. 

Mr. Weeds. Your Ladyship is right. I frankly ad- 
mit that the cucumber required toning down. We ought 
to have scattered a pint of peas over the gauze, and em- 
phasised the buckles with kidney potatoes. Your Lady- 
ship is pleased with the dress your Ladyship is going to 
wear to-night? It cost me several hours of the most 
anxious thought. I believe, fondly believe, you will 
consider the patch of mushrooms worn on the left arm a 
masterpiece! As for the vegetables, my Lady, you may 
rely upon them, They came fresh this morning from 
Covent Garden. 

Lady Anne. It might be worse. The bouquets of 
carrots and Brussels sprouts are certainly sweet. The 


h head-dress—a cauliflower in a nest of beetroot—is very 


pretty. But are you sure that you ean fix it in securely ? 
Mr. Weeds. Certainly, my Lady, And now, my y; 

I am sure you will forgive me if combining, as I do, 

millinery and greengrocery with the art of waiting at 
evening parties, | humbly ask permission to withdraw ? 

Exit Mr. Wrens, to assume his war-paint for the 

evening ** genteel” conviviality. Scene closes in 

as y Anne tries on a dress looking like the 

evergreen-covered case used by Jaek-in-the- 

Green on May-Day. 





SIGNS OF A REVIVAL. 
(By a Pessimistic Reader of the Times.) 


Scenz—JInterior of a Workman’s room. The Work- 
man’s family discovered sadly taking their tea. 


Wife. Father has not yet returned! But how could 
I expect it? Return to nothing cheerier than tea! That 
nation is, indeed, impoverished that cannot afford its 
working-man his pint of beer at regular family intervals! 

Eldest Son, Believe me, Mother, better times are at 
hand. Trade is, for the moment, under a cloud, but the 
sun of prosperity will soon shine out once more, and we 
shall be happy. So, cheer up, Mother dear—cheer up! 

Eldest Daughter (earnestly). Listen to Epwanrp, dear 
Mother! We have still ren: | to be thankful for. 

Wife (angrily). Thankful for? ‘You mock me! 

Eldest Son (soothingly). May I guess my sister’s mean- 
ing? She would say that during these years of depres- 
sion—when the good old English workman has been so 
often forced, for long periods together, to exchange the 
cheerful pewter for the nerve-shattering tea-po' u- 
cation has progressed by leaps and bounds. Look at 
ourselves! Time was when we were wont to speak a 
coarse, nay, an almost unintelligible jargon, interlarded 
with profanity ; now our language—creaming, if I ma 


use the image, with family affection, is s wit 
politeness, 

Eldest Daughter. Is as polished and to the point as 
the reports in a daily newspaper! Ah! what do we not 
ewe to the School Board ! 

ife (bitterly). Not much! We are not allowed to 
get into arrears with their rates, and be hanged to ’em! 

Eldest Son (reproachfully). Nay, Mother, you are 
ungrateful! But, believe me, we have brighter days in 
store. Soon this long-continued depression wi a 
away, and then-—(Joud noise heard without)—— ! 
what was that ? 

Wife. Hush! Your father! 4 
Enter the Working-man. He repulses his Wife, who 

attempts to embrace him, aims a vague but savage 
blow at his Son, and tries to pull his Daughter's hair. 
Then he kicks over the tea-table with its equipage, 
and falls heavily on the floor. 

Eldest Son (joyfully). Mother! Mother! all our dark 
days are over! ‘Trade is brisk once more! 

Wife (eagerly). How do you know it! 

Eldest Son. By the surest sign. Father is as jolly 
and joyous as of old. (Pointing to Workman, who w 
now aloogitg oily.) Shiver the superfluous tea-pot ! 
Our Father is once more mops and brooms! i 
[Tableau and Curtain, 
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THE TANNER CASE. 


Butcher (reading). ** Livrw’ ON NOTHIN’—LET ALONE ButonERr’s Meat—ror 4 
MATTER OF A MontH! Way, I’p ’ave HIM "UNG, I wovutp! If Foume 
TAKE TO THIS ’ERE S¥sTEM, WHAT’s TO BECOME 0’ THE Barris Oonstiroo- 
TIon |?” 

Chorus of Tradesmen (in assent), ** AH! WHAT, INDEED !” 





SPARKLERS. 
(Being short dining-out Stories, Graf selected by our Own Out-and- Out 


Diner.) 


N.B.—The object is to furnish, under the above heading, Fm the benefit of 
those who, when seated at a dinner-table, never can find anything to sa a 
themselves, a little entertaining and thoroughly authentic about some 
else. It is therefore sought, while avoiding any approach personality, to 
provide perfect accuracy combined with an un able cachet. With this in 
view, the task of selection has been confided to a person of title, who has at 
his command an abundant leisure backed by a comprehensive mination. 
But any suitable contributions from people who are still to town, will 
receive full consideration. The first instalment is subjoined :— 


The interest taken by Mr. Tootz in politics, and | habit he has of frequently 
slipping out from his own theatre between every Act, for the purpose of listening 
toa bit of some debate in the House of Lords, often leads him into Smusing 
complications. Only the other night, hearing that the Chinese Giant 
his mere height, given himself a capital odvellesnent | in the Stran r Gallery 
in the Commons, the clever comedian on pushing his way in and taking hie 

place, instantly —- conspicuously on the seat. An Irish Member 
Los & er’ . attention to the fact, the latter, who 
legitimate pening ora o jeke ce en left his chair, and addressing 
TooLe, we can’t have yar hate | 
here. How did you get into this Hous, sir?” = “*T suppose, your W ushi 
came in with a Standing Or Pw the pointed but pleasant reply. he 
SPEAKER went back to his chair in fi 7 P . 
t of a certain well-known sporting Peer 
with his rather serious illness the other evening 
whose official experience in dealing with the 
haps one of be Nomigh ee judges 


was commenting neity at Na 





Monty,” said Lord BeaconsrreLp, who came up at the 
moment, ‘‘ don’t imagine ot death has soy te terrors for 
him. ,Why, you forget, his coffin will full of 
screws ! . * 
The smi habit of hasleilittinee and then quoting 
a bit of the Latin Grammar to any leading actor he 
chances to come across, for which the Head Master of 
the Blue-coat School is chiefly distinguished among his 
intimate friends, led, the other morning, to a brilliant 
little passage of arms outside the esta lishment of a 
well-known West-End . Happening to meet 
the accomplished lessee of the Lyceum on the door-step, 
= the tL ny fy a ay « to the 
@ coming season, the great 
re sage wc A slapping his acquaintance familiarly on the 
shoulder, said, in Roe dry supner, - Coraiese odi 
apparatus ! w means, m y, you tter 
love stuck i. the 1 agitimate-vena Terry ! ! Come, find 
a do you 


cmgiine, if you can.” 
Le “y ied ie a7 smiling pensively, 
Torrie ye rom 


after Ay: ararer avis os 
said, same arguing, to 

Lord ll 3 manaty 0 . PAs if that isn’t 

the best thing that has been heard 

this fifty years, I know nothing of Juvaxax!” 


tside the Athenwum 
Pe Ry yng ge uniatng "i 
espa 8 an improm gram, has got 
him, before now, Sato hot water 7a ave than one 
Colonial Governor; and, on the Cabinet coming to its 
recent decision to recall’ Sir BaRTLe Frere, he deter- 
mined to surpass himself. Taking up his pen, without 
a moment's hesitation he jotted down the following :— 
“ Though rated out there as a seer,—over here 
We're rated because we won't doubt you; 
So you'd better come home, for with us y: "0 ‘re still Frere, 
hile we shall feel free-er without you ! 


When this reached the Cape, by cable, Sir Bantie 
was taking lunch with a distinguished German personage. 





TWO MONDAYS. 
(With Mr. Punch’s compliments to the “ Extreme Sabbatarian 
Party.’’) 
DARK MONDAY. 
Scenze—A Counting House. 


Dramatis Persona—An Employer of Labour, and his 
Manager. 


Bapjoyer, ae are you so downcast ? 

‘Mo Sir! Can’t get the men t 

poy B) Ait mus > 
Serriyee to-morrow 


Shan’t be able to 
yening . + me, that’s bad! But is there no 
vide to the P 


igiter Well, yes; the hands are not uile discon- 
1. q 


Employer. Why ? 

Manager. Because owing to the comaslouny closing of 
the Museums yesterday, were able to spend the 
greater part of their Sunday mn the public-houses, 

BRIGHT MONDAY. 
Scene— The Same. 
Dramatis Personz as before. 
Employer. Why are you so cheerful? Any good 


Anything 


news 
Manager. oe | a new story, Sir! The men are really 
hard at work, and twice as muchas usual. I only 
hope they will keep it up to-morrow ! 
mployer. That’s onal But is there no darker side 
to the picture ? 
Manager. Well, yes; the hands are not quite con- 
tented. 
E er. Rid. du 
Because owing to the voluntary closing of 
yesterday, they had no resource but 
part of heir Sunday in the Museu n 


the cube houses 


the greater 


spend 
and Picture 





Best County ror Prarine Nar.—Beds. 





the stinginess of the nobleman in question. 
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VEL 
PLIMSOLL’S ADIEU! 
** Hrs HEART wAs TRUE TO PoL-1TI0C8,"’ 


(But it was only an overladen Phantom Ship, that couldn't take him 
on board.) 











Monvay, August 2 (Lords).—*‘ Pro utty proputty, proputty | “4 
e Co i or 


Pitched battle among the Peers over t. mpensation isturb- 
om ees Bill; prodigious press of Peeresses to witness the first 
round, 
**In their gay fal-lal-eries, 
They thronged the galleries, 
And filled the passages, and choked the floor-ways ; 
Peers’ wives and daughters, 
Crushed in closest q 
And sat contented in the open doorways.” 


| Faney a Peeress sitting in a doorway—and probably a draught— 
| to hear an Irish Bill discussed! Patience on a monument smiling at 
Grief, seems nowhere in comparison. 
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Asa preliminary, Lord KimpeR_ey announced that the 
Government had decided to recall Sir Bartiz Frere, 
the Great First Fiddler’s instrument not being entirely 
in tune with the Government orchestra. 

Then Earl GranviLie Deg 4 and suasively moved 
the Second Reading of the Bill, whose character he 
described as follows :— 


“‘ The Bill in effect provides that where the only reason why 
the tenant cannot pay his rent is the unusual failure of the 
harvests, when the tenant is willing to make reasonable terms 
with his landlord as to rent, arrears of rent, and otherwise, and 
when such terms have been refused by the landlord without any 
offer of a reasonable alternative, then the use of one of his reme- 
dies—a remedy to enforce the tenant's contract with himeelf, 
which is not possessed by English and Scotch landlords—will be 
suspended for a term not exceeding sixteen months, after which 
it can be resumed.” 


The Bill—like a Bobby’s beat—was limited as to 
“area” and “time.” Its principle was not “novel,” 
though charged with being “‘ sensational.”” He was 
sorry to hear that Lord Garey was about to resume his 
réle of ‘* Chueker-out ” to the measures of his 
own Yi but as he had been at it for a quarter of a 
century, Liberal grief on that score was — a 

Lord Grey proved his love of Li , a8 
usual, by y chastening it. ing his face to 

the Opposition Benches, he lashed out behind, like a less 
| noble animal, 

“Turn this way—they are converted,” blandly sug- 
| gested GRANVILLE; whereupon Lord Grey faced 
| round “his friends, enemy.” As a pendant 
to Lord GRANVILLR’s couleur-de-rose sketch, he described 
the Bill as one for suspending the power of getting 
rents, and, in that r, 0} it. 

¥ thought 


“ Apt ex ation's artful aid 
Had the Peers of this poor Bill afraid.” 


The uis of Lanspowwe credited the Government 
with Good Intentions, but must decline to tread with 
them the road of which these were proverbially the pave- 
ment. What was ‘‘a reasonable alternative” for the 
landlord? ‘“‘ Between the devil and the deep sea” was 
the nearest definition Ae could hit upon. If this Bill 
a » we should have no more fine weather in 

eland. 

The Eart or Derpy (more suo) was moderate and 
t - Rather than accept the Bill as it stood, 
indeed, he would help kick it out, but ‘‘on the whole’ 
(the favourite formula of such minds as the Earl’s) he 
was in favour of en the poor thing, and amend- 
ing it in Committee—that Parliamen purgatory where 
peccant Bills are purged of clinging frailties, and pre- 
pared for the Elysium of the Statute Book. 

The yo of Satispury thought the Bill a por- 
tentous combination of Sphinx, Proteus, and Chimera. 
Its had been , and he ho 

ody exodus. Landlords), and fear 
oe oy Land should be the motto of the 


ouse 
(N.B.—This high-sounding motto, borrowed from Mr. 
bs does not, of course, apply to Foreign affairs, 
After some defensive remarks from Earl Krurperiey, 
the House, on the Motion of Earl Carens, adjourned at 
five minutes to twelve o’clock. 
(Commons.)—The House was shocked by the announce- 
emg of the grave indisposition 7. 5 oe ae = * (Upon 
naga ir. Punch, a re- 


i te the Right Honour- 

able Gentleman—and ey A —_ 
In Committee of ly on the Civil Service Estimates, 
. MunpELLa moved the vote of £1,466,077 to complete 
re ey for bony | a for the —— 
r. review progress in education 
during the decade that has elapsed since the passing of 
the Education Act. General chorus of praise to the Vice- 

President of the Privy Council. 
“ For he’s a jolly Munpg.ia, 
And so say ail of us!” 


Vote agreed to. House adjourned at 2°25. 
Tuesday (Lords).—Debate on the Big-Little Irish Bill 
hours did Chief Gunn 





resumed. For hard upon three er 
forensic shot into it until the “riddle” (in 











ae Pa” 
oe 
Fg 
Le 


MO A 


NATURAL RELIGION. 


Bishop (reproving delinquent Page). ‘‘Waatourp Boy! Wao 18 IT THAT SEES 
AND HEARS ALL WE DO, AND BEFORE WHoM EVEN J AM BUT AS A CRUSHED 
Worm ?” 

Page. *‘Tae Missvs, my Lorp !” 
Lord Satissury’s sense) was riddled indeed (in an artilleryman’s). He thought 
(to summarise seven columns in as many lines) it would impair the fixed principles 
of “‘ proputty,” in deference to an unproven emereener,, unfairly tax the 
pockets of a small section of the public, raise the so passions of the 
peasantry, and drive away Capital from I ° . 

Lord Setzorye characterised the Earl’s seven columns as “‘ observations.” 

“ Let ‘ observations’ with extensive view, 
Survey the Bill, and say it will not do.” 


He, Lord Sexzorne, thought it would. He rather fancied Earl Catans, 
like certain Wimbledon marksmen, had been scoring bulls’-eyes (which did not 
count) on the wrong target, peppering a phantom of his own imagination 
quite different from the one actually before the ‘ 

Lord CrayBrooxk, with his accustomed heat, threw cold water on the Bill, 
te Dube of cg as warmly defended it. _ siiial i a 
Earl of BEacons¥IziD was retrospective erring, apparently, the 
calm pleasures of emery, fe the flattering tales of Hope, or usive 
delights of Imagination. He informed a listening Senate that it was ‘‘a busy 
age,’ and a “rapid,” that we had got into a pernicious habit of forgetting 
world-shaking events,—which took place five years ago (the Devon Commission, 
for example),—that ‘‘ new ideas” were not so omnipotent as some people im- 
agined, and that the despotism of public opinion required tem — by 
Disraelian ¢ igram, of course. He, also incidentally, opposed the B 
After a brief reply from Lord Granvitue, the House divided. The Great 
Proputty Fight ended in a majority of 231 against the Bill (Contents 51, Non- 
Contents 282); and the Peers, having once more “saved their country,” 
and ‘‘earned the gratitude of posterity,” broke up at twenty-five minutes 


to two. 
waged 





(Commons.)—Here, upon the Employers’ Liability Bill was by lesser 
men a lesser war. Law, portly and saccharine, on one side of the table, fought 
Law, smart and subacid, on the other; irresponsible 

and irresponsible Ishmaelites gibed ; and whilst Conservative free- show 
themselves wonderfully liberal—of disin advice to the Government— 
Liberal italists proved remarkably Conservative — of their own special 
interests. Highly interesting masquerade of political emotions. 
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Ishmael A. ) stood in fixed “ surprise.” 

“ Sorro beought tears to Abdiel’s (Liberal) eyes ; 
Official “ “ Indignation”’ had to cope 

With Capital's “‘ Despair,” and “Tabour’ s angry “ Hope.” 


Progress was reported, though little had been made, and the House 
adjourned at half-past one. 


Wednesday (Commons.)—The House assembled at twelve lent 
went into Committee on the + an aa ~ ity Bill, 
discussion of the doctrine of ‘‘ Common Employmen 
trine” was canvassed with as much heat as th it fay a 
theological one, warring interests being to the full as camtankerous 
as contending c 


Oh! C pital’ * unselfish zeal for Labour lovingly forthshines, 
When “ Mines” (for ** Railways”) lay down rules, or “ “Railways” fashion 
laws (for “ Mines.”’) 


Moral of the Sitting, which was suspended at six = 


ety (Lords),—Half an hour’s sitting ; orest Bill, 
and Wild Birds on Law Amendment Bete) fairly 
through. Little ery and a fair share of wool. 


(Commons.)—Torture by question liberally (and Comnvetivey) 
applied to Government. In reply to an insi pogeny from r 
PaRNewy, Mr. — intimated that, the loss of ‘bance 
Bill notwi the Government must support the law in 
aoaene, but hoped the landlords would be moderate in their appeals 

1 

Personal explanations between Mr. Bourke and Sir Cuagies Ditxr 
(on behalf of the Premier) concerning the of the 
Powers, notably Franee, on the subject of the Con- 
ey and the suppression of evidence of that 
by on a Government. Like most personal explanations; 

n explaining. 

Lord Hantrverom detailed certain proposed = for - 
conduct of the business of the House, D eguast = sy fe 
course, felt it his duty complained thatthe te seat. itr 
FoRsTER 


ritety eee eee 

being wasted!!! Forster, m ! motto of 
~~ Ubetgeattoes wnat wrangle overt 
postponed till to-morrow ou = 

Then more disinterested dialectics ; Pabiity Bill 
cut short, to Lord R. Concerts 8 grea pret disgust Ag he called 

‘a mere Irish row,” the discussion, y on McCartuy’s 
Motion for the reconstruction—in the interest of the Irish Tenant- 


Farmers—of the Irish Land Commission, which Motion was lost, on 
division, by 74. 


Friday (Lords).—The Peers talked for two —— or so, about 
Acoustics and reporting. They objected to havi wheeled 
about on the floor of their House to catch their i - we 
If no alteration is made, Reporters will be provi th ear- 
trumpets. 

(Commons, Morning.)—Lord R. Caorcn1i. inparngative (est la 
son métier) about his clients, the Turks, and Concerted Coercion. 
Sir C. Drtxe thought it would be wrong—and rude—to consider 
prematurely the : en +. yy ’ that the former would 
render the latter 
incarnate Note of letesenente ) salon’ the old Bogey of *‘ Millions 
of Indian Mahomedans”!!! w Lerd Harrrerton, in the most 
cold-blooded manner, straightway floored. 

(Evening.)—Mr. Arwotp moved for relaxation of the restrictions 
on the Importation of Fo Cattle. Mr. Jacos Bateut * 
the Motion “ wise.” Mr. Caapiin swore it was “ wanton.” 
Muwpauta, on behalf of the Government, said “non possumus,’ 
earning thereby Sir Starroxrp Norrucore’s deep gratitude, anc me 
“— ys — by et 20. : P 

hen the House (to avoi e sw emen of a 
Saturday Sitting on “ contentious Sanlien ”) ah 3K 
the Employers’ Liability Bill, and wound up its week’s work at 
twenty-five minutes past three. 


Ah me! if our Senators, ancient and young, 
Were less short of temper, and less long of tongue 


Sang Mr. Poncu, M.P. for England, as he strolled home in the cool 


of the morning. 





HOPPY-GO-LUCKY. 


CarrTaL tidings from the Kentish grounds! 
The hops are coming on “‘ by leaps and bounds.” 





GOOD OUT OF EVIL. 


_ A paraonarn headed “‘ Disa ce of the Skylark” is troub- 
ling ornithologists. This will be a dreary world with no Larks! 


of | 8°%® 








NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


Tuts is how I come for 
to be a Waiter. 

My Father was a Green 

, and wen the 

Swells as we served with 
Wegetables for their 
Dinner tables giv a 
Party, Father Ba as a 
Waiter or a * tler 
the case might be. Wen 
I seed him drest in 
lovely soot of Black, _ 
oh ker, looking rate 

) or 
oe" world like a Bishop 
without apron, my 
hart ith Am 


to be a reglar Perfes- 
thunal So a Waiter I 
become, Oe, having 
before 


Mi) if | sg a 


in 
man to « Sheriff or even a Lord Mare! But this is a vishun not to 
be reelised ! 


The fust thing as struck me when I began my offishal dooties, was 
the wonderfool amount of confedens shown to us by everybody as as 
we waited on. The most secret hax, the most dangerus sentimens, 
in the most outspokenest eet, lang wid, was talked of fr ary! before 
bel us, as if we was all De iend Brown, who’s a bit of a 
Sinnic, says it’s all a ol I say it’s all Confedense, and n 
therefore shall flow from my pen and ink, that > most fastigious 

Warden can objeck to. I’m a true Conservatif. I want no change, 
and never wants to give none. 

How can I help being a Conservatif, wen every week I hears all 
the loyal Toasts given hes or five times, with almost teers of effec- 
shun and reyrense? Then comes the ‘Army and the Navy and the 
Wollunteers, and don’t the Chairman, whoever he may be, pour out 
the melted butter pretty thick ? Praps tho the man above all men as 
I continuelly hears spoken ighest of is, “‘ my Right Honerrable frend 
the Lorp Marz,” as the Chairmen all calls him. What wonderful 
chaps them Lord Mares all seems to be! nt hong is allus 
than the last one, so what they will sum day kum to, who can say ? 

Brown says, in his snearing way, “ Wot a rum lot them must 
have bin as is past and gone!’ 

Wot a life of luxeny and pute is a Lord Mare’s! Fancy reel 
Turtel Soup five nights a week! The idear is too gorgeous to realise. 

I loves my City Press, and why? Becos every Saturday it gives 
a bootiful account of ali the grand City dinners, which takes u 
neerly harf the paper, and direcly it cums. my eldest boy, ee) 
gitting a cappital Eddicashun at somebody hele avs 8 expence, omens 8 
it all to me, and I am abel to say to almost all on ’em, ‘‘ My children, 
I were there!’ 

It’s always orful impressive to hear the profound silence while the 
Turtel is rapid! Serpposmng. Then the Aldermen arks one another, 
“How were the Turtel to-night ?” “Not quite equal to last 
night's,” or “* aay pee gl as the case may be. As far as 





I herd one wuthy Alderman say the other night at the Gold- 
smiths, ‘‘ What a merciful dispensashun of Providens it is, that 
Turtel and Wenson should be as wholesome as they are serumpshus |” 


(Signed) Rosert. 





A PRACTICAL SUGGESTION. 


Any Measure for the Relief of Irish Distress must be unsatisfac- 
tory unless it contains sufficient provisions, 





ANTIQUITY OF BICYCLING, 


Tae Members of the Bape Club always date their letters ‘‘ B.C.” 
will astonish future Antiquarians. 





A Mecnanicat Orean.—An Artificial Nose. 
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WHY EAT ANY MOREP 


to pay off 
National Debt! 
Yours 
fully, 
Rear Turtiz. 
Srr,—Long life to Dr. Tawwer is what me and my little lambkins | a. 
all + No more legs o’ Fear wry No more slaughter-houses! No 
more being driven about by that —— sheep-dog. ‘‘ Cur woolley 
woo ?’’ I says to him, ing over ANNER ; at which he only 
growled a growl. The oung bullock who.told me about it roared 
at the idea. I couldn’t taking up my ‘sheop-pen | > say a word 
to yee 1 os — won’t kill » pate} agp } _—_- = 
merely cut and come again, kop we be ee or the 
Chancellor’s Woolsack. Dr. Tanner will » ove s friend— 
our Sheer Ally. Bless him! I’d have a 1 a to him by all 
the eatable animals, and placed—where ?—in Sheepside. 
Yours, not sheepishly, 
A Member or THe Baa, 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
(The Colonel on Brighton Dubtles and Canterbury Cajoleries.) 


Havine promised to fore ee oceasionally with hints upon 
Sagllan wall or See hton Races ! 
The journey down was not not uneven EA sole occupant of my 
sopeeapen uke eliee 2 discussing cepital Sunday, the Benevolent 
who a ° t 
Institutions of London, and iow of. conten 


other in ics of came 
invited me, when we reached East C 


don, a a little gam 
écarté, I a judge of my r a couple of den 
I discov: 


coqeemtiy simple-minded fellow traveller 
was nothing a mo Sharper! I laid my plans aceord- 
ingly. Asa matter of common 


precaution, I Sea carry a few 

Kings concealed up the sleeves of tty coat ( ould do hae the | 
oc rel I do, my young Friend, you would do the same), and 
this advantage in my favour, I soon succeeded in foiling 
iniguijene ‘dovions Having lost some of his ill-gotten gains, — 


e Railway 
and ‘ieostencll to give 

was deeply Hy od 
sineerit; of pois re 


ppealed to me haa 
a felony, ing 


Fh 
nus as a Magistra’ 

: Commission of the Peace f —OY vat this isa dota), 

imposed the fine, and smiled graciously, while I pocketed his money. 

Is it necessary to add, Sir, that the fine thus solemnly imposed, will 


lours. 
that travellers were —_e by the officials 


him tats ¢ to beware of fellows of 
him i rat the next AK, He 
amendment, a 


his | for the Autumn a The Old 





be expended to the uttermost 6 Setiagm true charity—which begins 


athome? No, Sir. Ih 
te spice at Bri , ir, ipl ke ao et | tiea, the indi pie. of the ott 
e sce e Munici w erence of the 
Malte Prossouter, I I insist that the notorious gambling-houses, th 
eae and oat are 39 myth no horrible trick of 
ation ! to the contrary. 
| De you it, Sir ?) I was 


town, on Thursday I left it 
were neither numerous 

“y occupied chiefly 

carriages en face was an assort- 
de perle, mounted may, 


appeared to 
be peers i —— ** studies colour.” 

icuous by 
ae yy “dl 


ility and and ouaey “™ the gl 
the common people.’ aoe a vendor CTR aber m 
and called ae Pokey,” 8 OEE cen, 
puzzling the coun county consvabaaaay 
Sa Rar ba 
an rgean’ 
couldn’t 
ink of such 1” 
S So oun in Oy oy Te Ge 
marking race-cards, giving 
One of these hs yo was a most 
autobiography. been 
, then a gen’ _ ‘ 
was now, apparently, a 
blic. As the servant of the 
and give tips, naming the a 
ridiculous sum of sixpence. 
And now, my dear yo riend, if 
wa not be surp at what 
humour, and _renty | _ ~~ Mt waggery. I had 
preserved a soul on the course that 
Bo I thot I ‘oagkt I — ure tle practical joke. Taking 
pag of these prophets aside I arranged that he should mark the cards 
directed. Then came my part of the aay. By the merest 
, Uh I happened to have brought on to the course with me a carpet 
bag containing a green hat with yellow stars at the front and back 
a bright blue coat with red buttons, a pair of—perhaps I had 
better say—a dado of pi and black stripes, a nose, a large 
porte-monnaie labelled “ Brown of London,” and a Sony Gece me over 
with the races — ed on a — card with a dee =e, k margin. 
Tastily | assumin ot stsengs y resem * commis- 
sioners” of ar And now the joke com- 
menced. My friend the Prop. phet cont me 6 Baul of customers. I 
assisted to put the — on” the Ki nd for the Clifton- 
ville Plate, Grace for the Preston let, Ch Cheney 1 for g Kemp 
Town Plate, and pony Antony for th Those 
fae were present know that none Foils og noble ns cal ’orses”” 
(as my prophet called them a te win.” King, in spite 
of a good thumping from Canwow (rather suggestive oo eath 
riding on a Sunday) aay = 2 » get, up to the Judge’s Chair at the 
finish. Grace’s colours -blue sleeves) were yo 
than her performances. Lt it all his own by on Ligu- 
rian, and as for Mare sual 1 was as much out of the race as 
Cleopatra. But now I dered that the joke was growing 4 little 
stale—the more ly as I learned from m a7 customers that the 
Prophet had given Cannie Chiel (the horse that subsequently 
came in first) as his selection fe for the Steward’s Cup. I retired durin 
the runnin Mt f this race, hastily resumed m y ontinary costume, an 
quietly and ape ng ly \ eel to "Brighton, Not a soul 
saw me go! In conclusion, fF ry that I spent the day, on the 
in rational, innocent, and not altogether unprofitable amuse- 


ent. 
7. will merely oid, that the remainder of the pe Fortnight ” 
was passed at and Lam hard at wor 


eae t, 
how he (the cm 


most 
a dozen worthy P sae 
the pone Poe a 
orator. He gave his 
then a jockey, then a 
of numerous *‘ ’orses.’’ 


y to mark race- 
winners for the races—all 


kaon pw inoabive Iam 
happened to be in 


le character 


by oy 
Old Stagerest Stager of 


Tue CoLonet. 


of it at Canterbury, though they missed 
’em all, myself— 





Musical Information. 





ws the entries | 
a good week | 





Dr. AntHur SuLLivan, it is said, had chosen Jonathan as the | 
Oratorio at 


subject of his forthcoming 
is| mind probably after visting, Ameren, 


ha but he changed his 
the ground 
his friends out there might object to it as tee personal, 


that some of | 





Coy. ron Backers or THE Favovrtrz.—How many bad | 


seconds ”’ go to a mauvais quart d’ heure ? 
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Wife of his Bosom, *‘ Dox’T KEEP LOOKING aT YouR Watcu, Atcy! ONE WOULD THINK You wERE In CavRoH!” 








ex-Pitman. “Try to pass this off on us as 2 good play! 
his American assurance ! ” 


Assurance . 





PUNCH TO THE PREMIER, 


“tas t Eg my Wit1am, * that ends well,” and hearty 
re Mr. Punch's prom tulations, 
Echoed, without y ny nel or party, 

By a whole g¢ ed Nation’s. 
Whengh! but it shocked us, Wriz1am, that sharp news 

you were down—the stal steadfast, stable ! 

No man of us arose without the “ blues” 

From Monday’s breakfast-table. 


The House looked chill, my W1i.14M, and its voices 
Were hushed to hear what, heard, ned the sadness ; 
Now, House, Punch, People—all the World rejoices 
With an wilcigned gladness. 


Hurrah! Bat Writ1m mine, be wise, beware ! 
Give not e’en steel too sore a trial. 
The Nation w you, * Take rest! take care!” 

And not brook denial. 
The venial selfishness of love suggests 
The ing, of solicitude sure token. 
We know the 


You must—but Punch is far too glad to chide, 
He turns him to his task again i 
Since he can send you, W: 


Salve! i 





Entr’acte. 
“ Tae Bridal Tour!” indignantly exclaimed an old Ha ket 
t’s like 
“Ah,” sighed the Manager, “I wish it were like his London 


,” 





A SCARE IN THE CITY. 


Tue shell has burst over the City. The Commission of Inquiry 
into the Livery Companies is London-Gazetted ; the styles and titles 
of the twelve Commissioners, one for each of the twelve great. Com- 
panies, are duly set forth, the nature and scope of the investigation 
are precisely detailed ; and the name of the Secretary is not suggestive 
of ful proceedings—it is Wark. 

he Companies (eighty or so in number) will invite the Com- 
mission to dine with them in rotation. As a preliminary, the 
Members are all cramming themselves for examination. 

Relays of Charwomen are busy night and day in the Halls, 

preparing for the Chairmen. 

he Apothecaries have offered to attend the Commissioners for 
nothing, on every day after the fare; the Barbers will shave them 
on the same liberal terms; the Cooks are ready to submit their 
(cookery)-books to the most rigid are, and show all their receipts 
for years; there will always be a knife and fork for them at the 
Guttlers’—we mean the Cutlers’; the vieeonaee will offer their 
little haul for dinner; and the Fruiterers give them their 


The Glaziers will appear in their best window-sashes ; the Glovers 
intend to be hand-in-glove with them; the Girdlers hope to get 
round the Commissioners by girdling (we attach the utmost signifi- 
cance to term, none but Freemen of bee or ogy know its 
exact import) ; the Goldsmiths are on their metal ; the -Makers 
are alarmed their pockets should be rifled; the Joiners will join 
them at dinner (unless the parish-clerks forbid the banns); the 
Merchant Taylors have intrusted their case to a committee of nine 
who will be as one man; and the Musicians will be instrumental 
in bringing about a satisfactory finish. 








Inetanp’s Froatire Caprrat.—Cork. [This was “‘ told to the 
Marines "7 last week, and a thousand of ’em were sent off at once to 
invest it. 








Tar pest Da. Tanner.—The Sun at the sea-side. 
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THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 
ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Author of “ The Chronicles of Barselishire,” ‘‘ Beerjester Brewers,” “* The Half-way House at 
Aleinton,” ‘‘ Thorley Farm for Cattle,” “‘ Family Pars a rying Minister,” 

‘* Pearls before Swine; or, Who Used his Diamonds?” ** Rub the Hair,” “‘ The Way 
ow,” “* Fishy Fin,”  Fishyas Wilduz,” “ Dr. Thorne and David James,” 

“* Star and Garter, Richmond,” “ Rachel Hooray!” “ The Jellies of Jelly,” “ The 

nd Roberts,” ‘Lady Pye-Anna,” ‘Tails of AU Creatures,” “ "Arry 

O A ry Greasil Y - reer of Pullbaker,” ‘* Me tt of Balladsingerun,” 

“* Can’t You Forget Her?” “ He Knew He Could Write,” Sc., $e, 


CHAPTER XI. 
Returnine Consciousness. 


R. Matrix put his hand 
to his His hair 

y curled 

tightly. What was 

this sudden change? 

Where was he? Ina 

show at a booth. If 

ever in his life he had 
been on the verge of 
proposing to a woman 
it had been within the 
last five minutes? 
Another second and 
he would have popped 
the momentous ques- 
tion. Was he a canon 
or a pop-gun? He 
was sane and safe. 

Where was his horse ? 

The sound of ap- 
plause greeted his 
ears, and above the 
din arose the measure 
of a tune he had heard 
in his earliest infancy 

as associated with a 

cireus. It was ** The 

Bronze Horse.” 

Faster and faster it 

was played; urged by 

the tune, he rushed 

from the door, and 

crossing a passage 

came in sharp contact 
’ ; : with another door, 
through a hole in which he saw La Signora cantering round the circus on his own cob, as 
she bowed with inimitable grace right and left to the spectators. Ah! what would he not 
have given to have ridden with her on the same cob, and an old-fashioned pillion ! 

,And here the author must beg it to be remembered that Mr. Marrrx was not in all 
things a bad man, His motives, like his at night, were mixed; and though his con- 
duct is generally such as I am compelled for the sake of my most respeetable readers to 
blame severely, yet, I assure you, I cannot prevent him from succumbing to these impulses 
which, if nice for the time. , are undoubtedly naughty; though I am willing to admit 
that it would have been difficult to oy Mr. Matrix with the moral truths contained 
in d of his own sermons, could it have read aloud to him on this particular occasion. 


. Marrrx had never been an immoral man, and therefore might have a good deal of 


\ 


amusement re in store for him, as in early life he had devoted himself so entirely to study 


as to have neither eyes nor thoughts for anything but the strictest mathematical deti- 
nitions and the axioms. It must, therefore, be conceived by my readers, who 
would not for one moment tolerate the slightest suspicion of immorality in any of my works 
any more than I should myself, that Mr. Marrrx in all this was firmly convinced that, in 
I love to two Ladies at once, he was acting from the very highest motives, and that 
if he had ultimately married one for her money, and gone off with another for love, he 
would still have pacified his conscience by the reflection that no can be done where 
none is intended, that least said is soonest mended, and that the happiness of the greatest 
number is the object of the individual. 
He saw no ity in 
ester on the cob which Mr. ymMaw had 
and thanks, he hummed to himself “ How could I be with either,” an 
to debate whether such an Italian Marchesa with family diamonds was not worth two 
MoxLeEwas, even with the highest clerical preferment in view. So he returned to Small- 
Roscjetee, and informed Mrs. Downpre of the arrangement he had made to rise all 
Small-Beerjester at her first garden-party, which, “for your sake, my dear y,” said 
. Matrix warmly, “I to see the biggest possible success.” 
Mr. Marrrx, I must ad was not exactly honest in this utterance, but after all, he was 
placed in a « flicult position, and if he had said too much about La Signora, would not my 


brought out with La Signora’s com ts 


having two belles to his one beau, and as he rode back to Small- | Masters! 
began | costs 





readers have been deprived of the stirring 
recitation of the scene which they are al- 
ready enjoying by anticipation, and which 
they may safely expect, for I am not one to 
raise f and fears, and then bafile 
aspirations—in the next Chapter. 

How grievous a for Miss Kirry 
CLover it is to have her interest in a 
Novel suddenly destroyed by Miss Paviina 
Pry, who, having into the third 
volume and read the last chapter, is able 
triumphantly to inform her weeping friend 
that she need not shed tears over the death 
of the heroine in the middle of Volume 
Two, as she comes to He spain os ye 
ninepence, and marries Sir Frederick Phinis, 
at the very end of the book. No, my sweet 
Krrry Cover, although you do bother me 
so, oh—oh, a oh! and da eapo—oh, oh, 
oh !—your interest in my novel not be 
destroyed by any Pavrina Pry, 1 promise 
you, for there is no last volume to peep into 
and the finishing chapter of this work shall 
be as deep a secret from you as were the 
contents of the Blue Chamber to Madame 
an Poy beg: by, bere Epa Te a4 
an ou e bag. 
But your own favourite novelist is no Tur! 
of a Blue Beard, and as he doesn’t wish his 
dear Miss Krrry Crover to lose her head 
he will not trust her with the key, an 
when oe doe open the ny Contes Chap- 
ter at end, you may depend upon it you 

1 not be shocked at the revelation, and 
shall only see—what you shall see ; that and 
nothing more, or what would my Lady 
Patronesses, my dear Spinsters of over forty, 
my dear Matrons and Materfamiliases say 
to me, were I to show you inside this Blue 
Chamber, a row of yellow-covered foreign- 
looking books labelled Zora, Daupet, Mon- 
térrn, Borsconert, and one or two other 
names that I could mention, did I wish to 
be flouted out of all honest British house- 
holds and be excommunicated by Mupie 
& Co. ? 

No, no, my dear Miss Pry, no, no, my 
sweet Miss Clover, and no, no, no, excellent 
Mrs. GoopyTWosHoEs, you may try and 
make friends with the worthy publisher of 
this periodical, and do your best to induce 
him to let you into the secrets of the last 
chapter, ‘but even he will be unable to 
gratify your curiosity, and we will go hand 
in hand in full and perfect confidence 
author and reader, right up to the finale of 
this troubled story. 

So, my dear Ladies, on we to China, 
or rather on we go to the Ep 1 Palace 
of Small-Beerjester, where, as you are al- 
ready numbered among our Mrs. Downre’s 
intimate friends, you will be admitted—you 
and I together in our Sunday best—and 
trust me to take you into the refreshment 
room, to t you out what is going on at 
different between La Signora and Mr. 
Marrrx in one corner, or La Signora La 
Marchesa di Zazzeoxra and the Bishop in 

, and how Morieewa has her eye 
on Mr. Arasie, who has just arrived, and 
how Mr. AraBue has his eyes on Miss Mon- 
LEENA, and how the latter’s sister Neva- 
LEENA*is observant of everything and 
everybody including the Pes < berm 4 who, 
) io his oy tna eel the wre - 

IMPLER, e cts of the 
hip of Deedler’s, and the chances 
of Sir Issac Attpneeze having his bill of 
o : in full within i . 
e 6 reign over the 
“ ester. 

You see we shall have h to do to- 
ether without peeping into Volume the 
hird, poh oo = 4 ing Mrs. Dowpre’s 
footmen cutting the pages, we shall go 
in for the next Chapter. 
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ONE FOR HIM. 


Sporting Uncle. **‘ Waen YoU GALLOP your Pony LIKE THAT, CHARLIZE, YOU SHOULD TAKE HIM ON THE ToRF.” 
Charlie. ** But, Uncte Bos,—I smanp Para saY HE HOPEs ILL NEVER GO ON THE TURF,—LIKE You.” 








I have the honow t boasting myself to. be, Sir, your bumbl 
PERVERSE FACTS AND FIGURES, Sdnent.on sastiamidon mem rof the United Ki = Alliance, 


Mr. Powcn, and a zealous out-and-out Goop TEMPLAR. 


Rea cy, Sir, the conductors of newspapers should be very} P.S.—I trast you will impartially print the preceding protest, 
careful how they ag or permit the publication of figures capable | although your aene te spasnyaieas with a beverage I wish abolished 


of being Bag wet y the enemies of Progress, for their own purpose, | by Act of Parliament. 
e 








i inclinations of which, being offensively op f 
to thei 4 -y~ the repression as, above all thi fossa PUNCH TO THE AUSTRALIAN CRICKETERS. 


for the general good. AvusTRALIAN lads, ye’re a leathering 
In an account of the Bank Holiday at the Alexandra Palace, your Your team has no tail,” and seems La against “ rot” ! 
principal ¥ y= the other day, related certain “ culars Your batsmen a capital average tot ! 
respecting the dem: on the re nt departments ;” amongst Your bowlers are commonly well on the ! 
them these :— Our “ cracks” seem all catching it awfully hot, 
“There were consumed 720 dozen of spirits, 470 dozen wine, 1600 dozen (Nine runs in two “the Champion ” got !) 
bottles of ale, 750 bottles of stout, 9,000 dozen lemonade, ginger-beer, soda- Yorkshire you ‘‘ seum loucester you ’ve “‘ shot.” 
water, and seltzer-water, 350 barrels of draught ale, 30,000 cups of tea and You have licked us all round, and the is not 
coffee, and 12,600 one-shilling teas.” ree snooengee one = wet a ¢ ae ok. “ What! 
The enumeration then goes on to eatables; but what I protest - = in Engl SL welt w Sb would , 
: : , ts ; : Can cricket in land be going to ? 
against is the foregoing statement as to drinkables, in connection . ed . “ 
with what follows :— (Mr. P. sigheth, and solaceth if with a “deep deep 


draught’ of Ieed Hatfield, 
“ The total number of visitors, as already reported, was 107,852. It is very 
satisfactory to state that there was not a single instance of disorderly conduct 
on the part of the immense concourse.” Puzzle Adverti t 
Satisfactory, indeed! Quite the reverse, Sir. According to the ; ry 
quantities of intoxicating liquors above given, a very propor-| Exrnaacr from the “ Marriages” in the Times of July 30:— 
tion of their consumers t to have been drunk and di ly,| «On the 28th July, at St. Mary’s, Putney, by the Hon. and Rev. Ropeat 
whereas they were no thing. Moreover, with an option be- Hen ey, M.A., CATHERINE THsopora, eldest daughter of Ronerr H. 
tween intoxicating and non-intoxicating liquors, the holiday people | Dux, Esq., of Morden Lodge, Putney.” 
at the Alexandra y+ by no means to have partaken of the . 
i i i former at the foregoing rates, which| Query—Where was the Young Man? 
sepeesent Personal Option as having, i 
tend can only be deri 














Parrine.—For birds in Spring, and Members of Parliament gene- 
rally in the Autumn. 
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BEESWING. 


The sixth great exhibition of the British Bee-Keepers’ Asro- 
ciation was held on Tuesday, July 27, at the Royal Horticultural 
Gardens, South Kensington. 

Earl Spencer has been memorialised in favour of appointin 
a Professor of Bee-culture, in connection with the Science an 
Art Department, South Kensington. 


How doth the little busy Bee 
Increase her little power, 
And favour every day, 

almost every hour : 


How pleased she hears within her cell 
eee Apeuiars thrives ! . 
at honeycomb is selling well, 
And are haying “ drives ” ! 
In Exhibition hive and tent 
She would be sharer too, 
So swarms to Kensington are sent 
Their busy work to do. 


And if Earl Spewcer should reply, 

. ~~ Bees an Does Oe =f 
o Kensington again she’ ‘ 

And humbly settle there. 4 





Collision and Cause. 


Now that the travelling season has commenced, the 
chapter of accidents is open, and on its first we read 
that railway collisions are very commonly owing to the 
fatal circumstance that some tationmaster, panes. 
signalman, engineer, guard, or other official 8 
head. This mischance will so occur on the best 
regulated railway, but it is very commonly owing toa 
system of shortsighted economy, under which a railway 
servant gets over-worked, fatigued, and distracted to a 
d which, in somes of head, is virtually equivalent 
todecapitation. Talk of danger from loose sleepers, what 
sleeper can be more dangerous than a dozing signalman ? 








Latest From OxForD.—The number of Colleges remains 
the same, but there is one ess. 





EXPERIMENTAL PHILOSOPHY. 


Party (who had been to a Lecture on Astronomy, and a little Supper afterwards.) 
“ GaLILEO’SH PERF’LY RIGHT—TH’ Ears DOEsH MOVE!” 








MUD-SALAD MARKET. 


Mup-Satap Market belongs to his Grace the Duke of Muprorp. 
It was once a tranquil Convent Garden, belonging first to the Abbot 


perty having been let on building leases, it became a small square in 
the centre of London, bounded on one side by In1co Jonzs’s church,— 
The handsomest barn in ”—on another side by a theatre, 
and warmly supported on other sides by numerous minor taverns. 
The hot-houses of the old Garden have become the pot-houses 
of the modern Market. Mud-Salad Market, like its own vege- 
ta has now sprouted out in all directions. You may start 
from Cabbage-leaf Corner, near the site of Temple Bar, on a market- 
morning, and may go as far as Turnip-top Square in Bloomsbury, or 
Cauliflower-place at Charing Cross, and it is all Mud-Salad Market. 
barricaded with mountainous carts of green-stuff, cabs 
porary gardens on the pathway, 
8, carts, donkey-trucks, and 
t of huge baskets. Carrots, turnips, 
aad onions ——— of the 
refuse, ankle , carpets way in 
every direction, mixed with mud and raln-water, and trampled into 
a aby slimy muck by thousands of hob-nailed boots. Leases drop 
in, old houses are great spaces are cleared, new houses 
stucco are built, and no attempt is made to 
f Taid Tee the eespetion of ee tbe kighways? A 
ren’ occupation o: ublic highways re 
exacted by. uious Board a jo area = 
propert, belonging ra’ yers sit 
yy Oo the rateable value of Mud-Salad 
proper, and the 
owns two, including a concert- 


of Pours yo Ge he 

, , Bumbledom ws every dispo- 
sition to make things pleasant for Dook ? Why don’t the paro- 
chial Guardians make things t for his less distin ed 
neighbours? It is not too much to say that Mud-Salad Market is a 
to London, a special disgrace to his Grace of Muprorp, and 





— 


of Westminster, and finally to the Dukes of Muproxp. The pro- h 





about the greatest nuisance ever permitted in a great City of 
Nuisances. 
Rather different this account of Mud-Salad Market from Leon 


Hunt's description of a certain Covent Garden Market in his day, 
when ‘‘it was the most agreeable in the metropolis,’ and when it 
ad been “ raised” into “‘a convenient and elegant state by the 
noble proprietor.” Let his Grace of Muprorp take a leaf from that 
Duke’s tree, and, if he can’t “ raise” Mud-Salad Market, let him 
‘* raze” it, and give us a new one. 

Grant, your Grace, a new broom to some one, let a clean sweep be 
made of Mud-Salad Market, and your petitioners will never again 
pray anything any more. 








Chaff from the Haymarket, 


Wevpine March was fun, 
Bridal Tour is slow, 
GILBERT wrote the one, 
’Tother Bovcicavutt, 
Drow, if ’tis yours, 

You should feel remorse ; 
For The Bridal Tour’s 
Not a tour de force. 





From Little Maiden Lane. 


Tune is some talk of reviving the Fielding Club. Wanted, a new 
name for the Club. ‘The Fielding” ’s done; try “ The Innings.” 
How’s that, Umpire ? 





A WAR DANCE. 


Colonel Polka. A new dance composed by M. Henvé, originally 
intended for Private Parties. 





Boyixe ror THE Rise.—Investing in an Alpen-Stock. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 
At Drury Lane, for the Premiére of the World. 


BAR Mr Ponca, 
Srn,— Messrs. 
Pavt Merrirr, 
Henry Per- 


situat 7. 

t 
is one of those 
What-shall- 


<S> UHE WORLD -A STAGE on d 
too. The following synopsis may convey some idea of whatf the 
play is like :— 

Act I. Yableauit. H. Emden. (1 copy the bill, “ H. 
is not the name of the Scene, but the Scenic Artist.) 
Steamer at back, about to start. Man at the 
No one speaks to 
him. No one 
Evidently there is a 
Is the steersman in 


comic gentleman 
istically ” (this is a safe word in criticism) pla 
Jackson. There is a Mr. Owen—‘“‘a di 
fancied would have turned out as 


of them if he had been allowed te survive the Second Act. This 


ay by Mr. — Fay — g this 
r nising in him the rettist, songster, 
poser —all in one—everybody expected “ with a song” in the bills. 

ut everybody was—disappointed. He only had one chance in 
Act Il. on the gallant Something (whatever it was) when it 
was quite on the cards for him to have called out, cheerily, ‘‘ Avast 
there, messmates! We're crossing the Equator; and when we’re 
doing that, ’tis a way we have in the Navy to sing a song.” 

Everybody (on board, of course). Aye! aye! A song! a song! 

And then, of course, Mr, Owen would have at once obliged the 
company with a ditty and chorus. After the song, up starts some 
other jovial person, and cries, ‘‘ A dance! a dance!” But nothin 
of this happened. No; they passed over the Equator as if they 
simply overlooked it, and—— But I find I’ve got to the end of 
Act Il. before I’ve done Act I. 

Act I. (resumed). The villains tell each other what they know of 
one another’s villany. They all do it, and are all in it. e comic 

ileless Israelite sends dynamite on board the t Something, and 
induces another villain—one Bashful or Bashford—to go on board. 
Sir Clement Huntingford (Sir Witt1am RieNoxp), a stout Baronet 
under an alias, enters, and becomes very sentimental—all stout 
people are—about the elegant and comparatively thin heroine, Mary 

lythe (Miss F. Joszrus). Then the bell rings, and Ev y goes 
on board disguised as Somebodies Elses under aliases, including the 
Captain. The steamer—licensed to carry at least thirteen n- 

rs, and ultimately intended to ply between Chelsea and London 

ridge Piers—starts. Yet not one word has passed between the 
above-mentioned Man at the Wheel, and the Maid in a widow’s cap! 
What is this mystery ? 

Act II.—On board; where Mr. Marutson doesn’t sing, where they 
don’t dance, and w Pop goes the D ite, and down comes the 
Curtain. Where's Mr. Prowsorz? This boat, licensed to 
thirteen, is taking five times the number. Is it an expanding 
Is it blown out before being blown up? Impossible to say. But in 
this Act at least —— — come to an untimely and all 
friends in front w ve been inconsolable for so great a loss 

tly recognised nearly all the alive 


had they not subsequen passengers 
and well in the Tied Act, promenading "about the Aquarium in 
the identical dresses they worn on fatal day heed that 
ill-starred vessel. 


Act II.—Death of Owen (Mr. ARTHUR Matuison)—morte d’ Arthur 


* | sentimental Baronet, rushing after Elegant Heroine, declaring wild] 


> | where the lift ought to be. 


boat ? | lf 





—without a song. A struggle for the last drop. "Tis lost; and as a | 


ship heaves in sight, down comes another drop—the Act Drop. 


Act III.—The Royal Aquarium filled with survivors from the | 


gallant Something, as specimens of sea-water preservation. Mr. 
Avevustus Harris appears in evening dress, as another villain, with 
the elegant heroine. Comic Hebrew sapppenen, aes with him a new 
villain, who is an old villain—one —_ a Solicitor (Mr. J. R. Grs- 
son)—the best-played part in the whole piece. There is quite a 
surfeit of villains in this piece. The Man at the Wheel and the 
aid in widow’s weeds have disappeared for ever, having been, ap- 
parently, the only victims of the dynamite explosion. Perhaps their 
is to be continued in Messrs, Merritt, Petrirt, and Hannis's 
next. What a lot of double letters in these three names! 


Tableau 5.—Interior of a Great Hotel. Stout Baronet, under an | 


alias, chloroformed by Bashful under another alias, who, in turn, 
is killed by Mr. Avevstvs Harris, the Stout Baronet’s Wicked 
Brother in disguise. Thrilling. 

Act IV.—After the Hotel a scene in an Inn—Lincoln’s Inn. Two 
mad Doctors—both mad— join a Solicitor, the Wicked Brother, and 
a few others in committing stout but sentimental Baronet to a private 
Lunatic Asylum. 

Tableau 7.—Good Scene by H. Curnpert.—Stout Baronet knocks 
down ten keepers, escapes from the Asylum, then hires a punt 
by the hour, and probably ends the day stickleback-fishing in his 
shirt- sleeves, with a jug of beer and a long pipe. 

Act V.—Palace Chambers. Really palatial. I think it is in this 
seene that Mr. Hanxis exclaims, in a cruelly rasping voice, “‘ It’s a 
lie!” whereupon Miss Heten Barry asks him ‘‘if he doubts her 
yoracity ’” She looked as if she could have eaten him, so he thought 
it best not to express any further doubts as to her “‘voracity.” Comic 
Hebrew and old villain taken by police; and Wicked Brother of stout 
y; 
**T love yer to substraction’’—like Captain Crosstree—receives a 
‘* wunner ” from the elegant one, which tae him down the place 
Having thus given the piece a lift where 
it might have fallen a little flat, as the Wicked Brother must have 
been after the descent of the ascenseur—off we 

Tableau 9.—A Fancy Ball, where the stout sentimental Baronet 
comes, with the Elegant Heroine, to celebrate the event of his Wicked 
Brother’s recent death, and to convey the melancholy intelligence to 
Mrs. Wicked Brother (Miss Heten Barry), who, but for that, would 
have made a night of it. 

That’s all. Moral.—Don’t be a stout sentimental Baronet. 

Can I doubt its success? No, not for The World, says 

Your REPRESENTATIVE. 


P.8. No. 1.—At one time there was some danger of too much 
attention being paid to upholstery on the Stage, but Mrs. Bare- 
MAN feels ceriain that she can’t furnish her house better than with 
genuine old Chippendale. 

S. No. 2.—** Waar are the Danites’ Performances?” Day- 
nights Performances? Evidently Night performances in the Day, 
generally known as Matinées. [At least Mr. Toots tooled us so— 
and he ought to know. | 








A MERCANTILE TORPEDO. 


On Saturday last, a daring seaman, ‘‘ Captain Gray,of the ue 
Letterewe,” o ead, if possible, a cast should be ak 


whose h 
cause, according to Phrenology, it ought to exhibit a hole instead of 


i 
| 


| 





a prominence at the ‘‘organ of Caution,” was convicted by the | 


Liverpool Bench on a charge of having on board his vessel affin 
instead of vegetable oil ; therewith non-safety matches ; and there- 
withal the cargo below specified :— 

“The vessel was lying in the river with thirty-five tons of gunpowder on 
board, and the police found two paraffin lamps burning in the cabin.” 

The reporter of these particulars premises them with the remark 
that ‘some heavy penalties ’’ were imposed by the Liverpool Justices 
on Captain Gray, and concludes them with the statement that— 


“The defendant was fined £10 and costs for the first offence, and £5 and | 


costs for the other.’’ 


Suppose, instead of thirty-five tons of wder the Letterewe 
had contained as many pounds of contraband tobacco. In that case 
would Captain Gray have escaped with only £15 and costs to pay ? 
so, he would have been let off with penalties very light fog yi 
tively to those which contraband tobacco renders its possessor liable 
to, and which are y infli What a difference in heinous- 
ness, as well as in danger, between the concealment of contraband 
tobacco and the unla 


storage of gunpowder ! 








How to maxes vse or “Tue Brock iw tHe Law Covrts,”— 


Try wigs on it. 





6@ To Cozausronpants.— The Bditor does not hold hicnself bound to acknowledge, return, or 
stamped and directed envelope 


for Contributions, In ne case can these be returned wnless accompanied by a 
should be kept. 
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A COLLISION. 


Paker (with indignation), ‘Now, THeN! WHO ARE YoU a-sHOvIN’ OF? Sze 
WHAT YOU’VE DONE 10 mY Basker ! ” 
__ Sweep (with scorn). “* Your Basxer !—Loox at wy Bac!” 














EGOES OF THE WEEK. 
(From the Hysterieal London News.) 


My esteemed colleague of the Smokely-on-Sewer Observer is entirely in 
error in stating ‘ OLTvER CROMWELL ever wore spectacles, and that, from 
those aids to vision being tri-lateral and of an azure hue, he was known among 
his P 3 ,nowas ‘ True Blue,” and nowas “ Goggles.” Nothing 
whatever of the kind. I knew ‘‘ Old Noll” very well ; that is tosay, I remember 
= grandmother telling me that she sould remember a Punch and Judy man 
who had onee com is pee of the skull of the illustrious Protector i- 
SHENSTONE justly “the Greatest Prince who ever reigned in England”’), 
and that, from the appearance of the superciliary ridge, the external and 
internal orbitary prominences, and the nasal frontal suture, he was certain that 
ROMWELL neve~ wore spectacles, 


I wonder whether the bantering expression, ‘‘ Nolle prosequi,” (used when 
you decline to go any further with a wearisome companion) refers in any way 
to CromWELL having been exceptionally active in the prosecution of CHARLEs 
THE Frrst. And, touching etymons, it might be as well to consult Juwivs, 
Sxrvwer, Worcester, WALKER, Wesster (0), rare Ben Wesster !), Ménace, 
PHILLIPs, Wepewoop, and Professor Skeat as to whether there be an 
foundation for the popular belief that “ Old Noll” should properly be spelt 

Knoll,” the word having a sly reference to the “‘ eminence” attained by 
the victor of Naseby. 


Mem.—There are to my knowledge (I had almost said ‘‘ Nol”’-ledge) eleven 
heads of Old Noll extant: one at hate Park ; another in the Hoodlum tay 

earney Street, San Francisco; a third at Chandernagore ; a fourth belonging 
to the Time-Keeper of the Straits of Malacca; a fifth in the Bodleian Library 
(ie is from the Collection of old NotieKens the Scul ); a sixth at Madame 

Ussaup’s (only the proprietors are not aware of the fact, and exhibit the 
eal as that of Hewrt Quatre); a seventh in the Kiatigorod Museum at 

oscow ; an eighth in the Balearic Isles (it is that of Oxrver when he was at 
school) ; a ninth in the Sutran’s private cabinet of caimés, coupons, crania 
“ Constantinople ; a tenth in the Lg a Gallery at Amsterdam ; and the 
jens BN the possession of your humble servant. Not any are genuine 
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A fair Correspondent writes me that through the 


munificence of Sir Jouw Tenpenny Narior, Bart., M.P., 
little town of East Grinnington has been 
endowed with a Free Library, of which a special section 
has been apportioned to Lady rs; and, asa member 
of the Library Committee she asks me for a succinct list 
of useful and entertaining works suitable for ‘‘ general 
reading,” say of girl students, between the ages of nine 
and nineteen. I have the greatest pleasure in complying 
with her request. Here is the li 


Hicore’s Anacalypsis; Honne Tooxr's Diversions of 
Purley ; Borrstus On Tetrahedral Decadendra; QUACKEN- 
BOSCH On the Equivocal Quincunz ; Sir R. Puiturrs's Essays 
on the Proximate Mechanical Causes of the General Phenomena 
of the Universe ; 8r1nosa On Diseases of the Spine ; ALBERTUS 
Maenus’ Life of General Grant ; Prorusson Oxiey's Letters 
of Olé Bull, The Zendavesta ; Dx. BuTTERYIBLD's Memoirs of 
Tosti ; The Fall of Wolsey ; a Historie Study, by Sir Courts 
Linpsay; Orystallography for Kittens, by the Hon. Mrs. Grey 
Mackin; Bayur’s Critical Dictionary ; What’s ina Name? 
a Novel, by Miss Lovisa Lawn Tennison; JoRNovivs's 
Theory of the Spheroid Bulb ; Mumcampavivs'’s Greek Roots ; 
The Tatiy Koran ; Bacon's Minor Essays, comprising “ Rasher 
Thoughts,” “Up the Rind,” and the ** Perfect Cure ;'’ Moutpy- 
muce's Thoughts on Suicideand Meditations on Homeopathy ; 
the Belle’'s Assemblée for the year 1813 ; GninpERANI's Organic 
Remains ; and Kurr’s Guide to the Turf. 


I shall be happy to reply either in this column or 
directly to my correspondent “ Ooarporr,” if he will 
favour me with some more definite address than ‘‘ Bed- 
ford Level, Vale of White Horse ;” but I must respect- 
fully -¢e that neither he, nor the Gentleman from 
Hanwell (who bit my parlour-maid in the arm last 
Wednesday), nor the Lady who claims to be the Rightful 
Heir to ‘‘ England’s Thorny Throne” (see her thirty- 
seventh letter to me), will in future repair to my private 
residence at seven A.M. for the pu of throwing 
mud, eggs, gingerbeer bottles, and other missiles at my 
dining-room ws, beoause I have been unable to 
discover whether it was George Setwyy, MAacwIave.ti, 
or the Arabian physician Avicenna, who made use of 
the remarkable expression, ‘‘ That accounts for the milk 
in the cocoa-nut; but not for the hair outside.” 


I have often thought that remark anent the milk in 
the cocoa-nut worthy to make a sixth with the famous 
Five Aphorisms of Hippocrates. I wonder whether | 
could repeat them, now, without book. I remember, 
more than seven-and-forty years ago, learning them 
(the aphorisms, not the years) at my good old Nurse 
Murrin’s knee. Let me see— 


Ho Bios bracheus. Life is short—when it is fast. 

He de techne makre. Art is long—when Mr. E. Bunne- 
Jonzs’s young maidens wind down 
“ Golden Stairs "’ 

The occasion fleeting—when the train 
only stops five minutes for refresh- 
ment at Mugby Junction. 

Experience fallacious—when for the 
seventh time, you have bought a 
painted sparrow for a canary. 

Judgment difficult—in the Long Vaca- 
tion. 


the Gomees 


Ho de kairos okus, 
He de peira sphalere. 


He de krusis galape. 


In the matter of Alamode Beef. ‘ Toopsy”’ tells me 
that it is made from chamois leather, marine glue, carda- 
moms, and Dr. GittyFLoweERr’s Patent Food. ** X. Y. Z.’”’ 
remarks sarcastically that the merest schoolboy ought to 
know that alamode is a careful preparation of couscous- 
sou, pilaf polpetti, ravioli, stchi, aeenagtns, eliageaitte 
clam-chowder, and that the peculiar flavour is imparted 
to it by means of the i juice of the manioc 
(Tolderollolidis vulgaris), and “ cherrybungo.” But 
what is oe ”? | have searched Scu REVELIUVS, 
LippELL and Lirrré and Waker continued by 
Hooker (a most judicious lexicographer, who aleo wrote 
on Ecclesiastical Politeness), but can find nothing about 
a cherry bungo.” Will Professor Sxeat oblige ? 

Mem. :—“ Bruwpreum” says that Hocartn was very 
fond of alamode, and that he can remember the period 
when Mr, Woxrrta of Paris kept an alamode-shop. 


P. 8.—There will not be any “‘ Ecoxs’’ next week, as | 
am going to Honolulu, by the way of the Gulfof Bothnia, 
and the Bight of Dear Bight of Benin !— Vos 
valete et plaudite. Tue Execraic Licuren, 

(G. A. 8. superseded.) 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Monvnay, August 9th (Lords).—In ly to Lord Srantey oF 
ALDEKL»Y, who wanted to know whether the Government intended to 
take part in a Naval Demonstration against the Turks, Lord Gran- 
VILL® intimated that premature fist-shaking was not at all in his 
line ; but that without attempting a political pas seu/, as European 
Policemen, the Government meant, if needful, to play its proper 
part in Concerted Coercion. 

The Earl of Dunraven thought that the best way to help Ireland 
was to assist lrichmen to get out of it, in the way of emigration. 
Lord Kimpercer, while odmitting that there might be some local 
cengestion of population, which could be treated by depletion, con- 
sidered that the chief duty of Government was to enable Irishmen to 
stop at home, and be happy. 

(Commons.)—Lord Hantinetron declared, that notwithstanding 
Ayoosn Kuay, and Mr. Asumeap Barrett, the Government in- 
tended to withdraw all our forces from Cabul as soon as possible. 
Neither temporary reverses in Afghanistan nor persistent Bogey- 


mongering in St. Stephen’s, would turn the Government from its 


settled policy. 
KEPT IN. 


A Parliamentary Tragedy in One Act. (See Cartoon.) 


Scenze—St. Stephen's School, late in the Season. 
Hartington (Chief Usher). New, boys, the holidays—— 

Chorus of Boys. Hooray!!! 
Hartington. Postponed, 
From press of work, must be put off -——-Who groaned ? 

Noone? That’s well !—Must be put off until 
You've polished off arrears—too many still. 
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EVIDENT. 


** SomE VERY Goop PornTs, EH ?” 


‘Some! Seems MADE or ’eu!” 








There is your Natural History (Hares and Rabbits), 
Political Economy (Labour's habits), 

Finance (the Indian Branch and Strracuey’s tripping), 
And Navigation (Section Merchant Shipping) 

And several minor subjects —— 


Chorus of Boys (murmuringly). Oh, Sir! 
Hartington. Whe iaterruptes ? Nortucorr? 
Master Northcote. *T wasn't me, Sir. 
But when shall we break up ? 
Hartington (decisively). 
Goes 





Please, Sir! 


Not while this noise 
on. 

Front Form (together). Oh please, Sir, ’tisn’t us. Those boys 
Behind make all the row. 

Trish Boys (triumphantly). Not us, this time ! 
Tis Cuurcuit1, CHapiin, Evcuo! (Aside.) 
Can’t chivey us again ; they ’ve licked us hollow. 

Hartington. A sorry lead for decent lads to follow. 
Regret to keep all in for the bad few, 
But there ‘s a lot of work that you must do. 
Stop shindying, and you may get away 
About—let ’s see—well, anyhow, some day! 


Tableau ! ! 


In Committee of Supply the House listened to Mr. Srony-MasxKe- 
LYNE’s stories, and the tales of (BrREsFoRD) Hope, concerning the 
British Museum, and the Minor Apostles of Economy had each his 
peculiar (and unavailing) peck at various votes. Officialdom’s love 
of economy is a fine illustration of what the Scotch girl called “‘ love 
in the ai t.” But when Mr. Tevrsisprécu Tompson pro- 
posed to do away with judges’ marshals and javelin-men, and 
conoclastic Mr. Watkin WILLIAMS spoke of the time-honoured 
egal paraphernalia of wigs and gowns, &c., as ‘‘ old-fashioned rub- 
nxt was felt that “‘ 


Ain’t it prime ? 


] 
bi e man who would speak disrespectfully of 
the Equator” had at last been surpassed. 

_ Tuesday (Lords).—Lord Dorcuester asking in rtune ques- 
tions about Gradion Oacoral Burrows “ brought Gas the pe 6 
in wrath upon his devoted head, and had to “retire up” under a 
pelting shower of ‘‘ unfair, unjust, ungenerous,” and the like little 
amenities, 





Ah me! these phlogistical times! e’en the calm brow of wisdom wears 
furrows, 

With rows in the Commons on Rabbits, and shines in the Lords about 
Burrows. 


(Commons.)—Sir W. Patuiser opined that the Sherpur Camp 
ought not to have been aban before the result of General 
Roperts’s expedition was known. The Government did not agree 
with him. 

Then uprose Caapiin in his wrath (as easily turned on at the 
main as the Mulberry One’s tears), and assuming (as Lord Harr- 
rneton remarked) the Leadership of the Opposition, asked the 
Government what the dickens they meant by putting the House in 
the ‘‘ peculiar” position of being hard at it in the middle of August ? 
Lord Hantryeton retorted that the “ peculiar position” had been 
caused by factious motions, irrelevant questions, and the general 
indiscipline of what Mr. Beresrorp Hore called “ Her Majesty's 
Illegitimate Opposition,” whether the proceedings of that party are 
more characterised by plaguiness or puerility Mr. Punch finds it 
hard to determine. 


Then bland Lasoucuerg, in the Bill called “the Hares and the Kabbits"’ 
Would include other game which had equally horrible habits. 

For pheasants, put out in the park with their cooped foster-mothers, 

Old Gooseberry played with the barley wheat-crops, and others. 

The mild mangold-wurzel and innocent swede would then follow, 

Cart-loads of the former they riddled and left them all hollow. 

Since Game ’s “ common property ”—(Groans)—he ’d instruct the Committee 
To extend this small Bill's small provisions without the least pity. 

* Heah! heah!” P. A. TayiLor broke in, “‘ though the Bill is so little, 

I will not oppose if you don’t too much pare, trim, and whittle.’’ 

Says Harcourt, ‘ The Bill's to save *tis not meant to spoil sport.’’ 
Cries Cuariin, “That LasovcnEasr ought to be laughed out of Court 

For muddling up deer with winged game ; and, serene as he looked, 

If he tried a day’s grouse-driving he would Say well ‘ cooked.’ ’’ 

* It’s all nasty envy,” sneers Ercno. Amendment snuffed out. 

Then Hicxs on poached eggs, and renewal of row and of rout. 

“ Confiscation,” cries Cuar in, “ should be this bad Cabinet's nomen,” 
Which brought up Joun Bricur to the rescue, that dourest of foemen. 

“In the name of the Prophet—eggs! eggs!” cried J. B., “’tis atrocious! "’ 
**Go to!”’ cries Sir Starronp, * O Quaker extremely ferocious ; 






















76 . PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. [Avovsr 21, 1880, 













You'd pose as the Friend of the Farmer—that ’s your little game !”’ ia 
And—so on—boy-aagging repeated —and more of the same, HOPES OF THE HARVEST. 
Till after eleven long hours of such hullaballoo, ; 
The House, tired and angry, adjourned at ten minutes to two. HAWFINCH sings— 
\ Wednesday (Commons).—Eris again in the ascendant. Erin’s ow St. Swithun 























































: champions entirely outdone by their English imitators, Lord E. 
Cec, Mr. R. Yor«e, Earl Percy, the clamorously contentious a bs 
Caariis, and the exuberantly egotistic Excno—that querulous . om 
quintett of lovers of the imperative mood (and of the first person enouga raain, 
if ' singular) playing such fantastic tricks before the SpeakeR as made And haailstoans 
Mr. Punch heartily ashamed of them. In the brief intervals of terreeable a 
such intermittent shower of sputtering imbecilities, some small pro- pepper’n the 
gress was made with the Hares and Rabbits Bill, the discussion plaain, 
thereanent being for the most part as much like ‘‘ debate,” in the Likewise thun- 

: old worthy sense, as —— to Roncesvalles. Eris, did Mr. der and light- 
| Punch say?’ Nay, the ruling spirit of this Parliamen Tohu- - 

bohw must hail from the fish-market, not the three-forkéd hill. nun, starm 
, , hard upon 
} “ Popguns and boys, I sing, whom cynic fate starm 
: And Landlordism’s unrelenting hate, ’ 

Gave pigmy sport upon St. Stephen's floor Dooun moor or 
T Where the clean steel of heroes clashed before,’”— less damidge 
’ should be the exordium of the new Parliamentary Epos. thereby to the 
at Mr Punch, like Sir W. Hancovet, is sorry that in their “ stand- Farm. 

: and-deliver” kind of interrogation, the Angry Boys of Westminster 

/ have found “a new instrument of Obstruction.” A pity that, like Let un sprinkle 

contraband Catapults, and surreptitious Squirts, all the instruments the apples in 
of these puerile plagues of Parliament cannot be incontinently con- due time o’ 
; fiscated. Meanwhile Jovian jobations from Jonn Buieut, and 
caustic repartees from Sir Witt1am Harcourt, seem to have little year, 
more effect than grape-shot on gnat-swarms upon this Revolt of the Sufficient to 
Midges. plim the corn 
Lord Harrrveton’s calm and resolute conduct of business under well out in 
such irritating difficulties Mr. Punch doth much commend. . 
| Thursday (Lords).—Three hours’ discursive and dry-as-dust chat But not goo on a plyun us wi’ engine and hose, 
tT on recalcitrant Reporters, y senay LJ AS hanis and the British Or a water’n-pot fixed wi’ a double-holed rose. 
| Army. How distil essence from -blown c : . 
i Commons.)—In reply to Mr. Orway, Sir C. Ditxe intimated that The barley and whate has In places ben — : 
the question of giving an assurance to Turkey inst further carving And be spiled in zum potion, med be, beyond aid ; 
in the future, provided she consents to the slicing recommended at But the clover done well droo a wet zammer time, 
present, Aad been mooted. The ise had not been made; but And the turmuts, coal-rabbi, and mangold be prime. 


‘in principle” the Government did not object to it. Punch opines What wi’ loads o’ hay vit vor stock, this time. to ate 
that this ** principle” mer bear fruit anon. y, _ , 
e 


pas There wun’t be no fail this next winter for mait ; 
Then something notable at last. After much debate, not, of ’ : : : 
course, novel in argument, but also not ignoble in tone, the Burials And the ’taturs is charmun, pred sae, eee a lot 








Bill (down from the Lords with amendment, which will have to be Be attackted already, in parts, wi’ the 
amended) was read a Second Time by a majority of 179 (258 against For a while we’ve at last sin the clouds away clear, 
79). Mr. Punch congratulates Mr. O. Morean, the House, the And beheld the Sun all in his glory appear, 
' Country, and the Church, on what looks like the beginning of. the Wi’ his veace broad and bamish, so bright to behold, 
; end of an embittered contest of twenty years abou ows. As a shines on a signboord, all pictur’d in gold. 
Benxesroxn Hore was comically ruefully pessimistic, Joun Brieut 
: pleadingly ay oye | ——, the latter remarking that when If he’s come out vor good, he’ll fast ripen the crops. 
: rought fairly face to face with the phantom Terror they had them- There ha ben, this here saizon, a ty o’ hops, 
: selves conjured up, the opponents of Salutary Change generally If the barley be saved, carried soon, safe and sound, 
** went to perdition ” with a light heart and a cheerful countenance. The relief o’ the Malt-tax repale ’ool be found. 
Mr. Punch confidently predicts that in this, as in hundreds of d ? P ‘ 
ywrevious ‘Rushes upon Ruin,” the hosts of spectral fears and St. Swithun, we'll hope now thee’st empted thy pail, 
Pobgoblin forebodings will be found to have been but the dimly And draa’d off the sky that there drippun-wet veil, 
‘ dreadful unrealities of funk-ridden fancy. yoy me myst oy ty 4 eet 
Friday (Lords).—Piteous plaint from poor Lord Repespae :— ee 
| Late, late, so late! 2 little work oo 
Yet bound to wait that wranglin mmons’ crew. . 
Bo late, so late! Why not clisiey us now ! Seasonable Suggestion. 
Late, late! so late the measures come to us, Iw the Deal Chronicle's account of the trial of the Sandwich 
Small time is there those measures to discuss. Election Petition the following accidental misprint occurs :— 


Bo late, co late! US, Et as Rbeur now! ** Messrs. Lusu and Manristy, Mr. ex-Justice Mettor occupied a seat 
Do we not know the grouse are on the moors? upon the beach, as well as the Mayor, Dr. Joun Hiiirgr, and T. L. Sur- 
Waiting for Bills is beastliest of bores. RAGE, Town-Clerk of Sandwich.” 


So late, so late! Give us the straight tip now / — 
' : - “ le ‘* A seat upon the beach,” of course at this time of year would be 
Lord Granvit_e, whilst warmly commiserating, could administer | ¢,, preferable to “a seat on the bench ;” and the compositor’s idea 
but cold comfort. of an open-air Court is delightful, but, unfortunately, impracticable. 
(Commons.)—The Employers’ Liability Bill at last got through 
Committee. Imminent solace for plaintive personages “‘ in another 
place” who can — their turn at it = = . caliie P In the Lobby. 
Some serious talk on a serious subject—the present ition 0 ’ 
the fever-stricken districts in the west of Ireland, ended in a| , Fine Old M.P. (who never performs out of London). Grum 
esol ution to the ofiect that the matter gemanded the serious and a not getting away from London! Ugh! It’s the same 
immediate attention of Her Majesty’s Government, a Resolution|*ne. — ‘ , . , 
adil d to by Mr. F earnest! hasised Sporting M.P. (with a moor), That’s what I complain of. It és 
YM. y Bn. ye o by Se. Fes, oss . = by the old tune, and we all want some fresh air. 
“ Then, some having toiled, like the typieal Nigger, whilst others ebetructed 
and fouled, like the Turk ; . 
So enced one more week of purposeless worry, and peerile wrangling, and—| Unrorronare ror Avrnors.—Only men who ean’t write make 
precious hard work ! their mark. 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


H, the most contemp- 
shus fellers as I 
knows of is them 
as cums and eats 
like a Alderman 
— — like a 
fish, and nothing 
to pay, and then, 

wen they cums 

fur their ’ats, 
puts a in 

the plate, and 

takes out six- 

pence change! 

Shame on sich 

parasites, says I, 

Atrew t never 

wants c te 

agrees with 

Brown that the 

finest Tray of the 

rate Dook of 

ELLINTUN was 

wen he give the 

woman a whole 

sov. for a play 

Bill, and refused 

change. Ah! he 

was summut like a Dook, he was. I should like to meet the likes of 

him about wunce a w 


werry hinteresting insedent ocured the other night. 


A 
I 


Grosers, and a wery nice Liberal set is. Shag peat 
all ives me © Gagne, Sens o sixpence, and that’s how I j 
of Mankind. Well, Mr. Koop the grate Bruer had to return 

for the Howse of and wen he begun, he looked, as it were 
full to the bung, and didn’t he froth away, like his own bottled 
Stout, agin that Mr. Grapstun and all his set, and didn’t he estonish 
the Big Wigs, speshally our very big Wig, the Lord Cheif Justus 
who quietly got up and went away, leaving a glassful of the fine old 


Madeery, which I instantly removed, for fear it might be spilt, and Sir 


put away, and very fine it were, sum of the best I ever tasted. Wot 
could have made him go away, afore he had finished his Pyne Apel 
too? As Brown said to me, praps it was the eat or praps it were 
the drink he didn’t like, or praps he didn’t like so much of Koor’s 
bitter. Howsumdever it quite spiled the hole evening, and many on 
"em went away talking so wiolently that they quite forgot $e peg for 
their Hats. 1 hates to see a Gent much hegsited, it does e him 
so forgetful of the Waiter. 


I cannot for the life of me make out wot’s in the wind. All the 
grate Citty Companees, I think they calls ’em the grate Gills, seems 
quite out of ou They eats and the much as usual, 
praps more ; but they don’t have so much fu 

us talkin about Spoilthenation and Cod c 
no what they means, but Brown says they ’re a goin to be 
of horquad questions about wot they does with their .monney. 
could tell wot they does with a lot of it, and quite rite too. ot’s 
better than Horsepitallerty ? as I heard a Rite Reverend Bishup ask 
only last weak, and 1 could hardly help sayin, here! here! As I 
didn’t dare do that, I showed m iation in my own way by 
instantly fillin him up a bumper o fine old Madiery, well knowin 
if he didn’t drink it, sumbody else would. 


I sumtimes sees rum things dun. For instance now, only last 
week I see quite a grand looking Swell slyly put 2 very fine Peeches 
in his coat pocket, so I took care, wen his attenshun was occipied, to 
give ’em such a jolly edueege, as must have rather estonished him 
wen he got home, and tried to take "em out. Peech-jam can’t be 
nice in your best eoat pocket. 

(Signed) RopErt. 


Note.—You will undustand Sir as I rites all these Notes and as ritten em 
+ mad but the punkchewashun I leafs intierly to my youngist boy who as ad a 
libberal ed un. 





Foolhardy Fellows. 


to use their safety-lamps, or by 
or by other carelessness equally 


abusing them to li i 
a Colliery Exp on in every coal-mine. 


gross, continually risk a 


was assisting at a grand Banket of the Washupfool Company of call 





HOW TO WIN A VICTORY (?) 
(An Incident from a Farce ending in a Tragedy.) 


wrt *. tape ome Chine in India, uOuh be he, 
of Buildings, of Drainage, Specimens of Cloth, &c., &c. 
Piderly Head of Department hard at work at desk covered with 
contracts, invoices, §c., §c. Enter Chief Clerk. 


Elderly Head (looking up hurriedly from his writing). Now, my 
dear fellow, if you have nothing of very great importance to com- 
municate to me, I wish you would leave me alone. Since I gave u 
my Regiment to come here, I don’t know how many years ago, 
haven’t been so busy ! 

Chief Clerk. It certainly is imgarpent, Sie, and—— 

Elderiy Head (interrupting), ! to be sure! Something about 
the new buttons! The rl is not yet designed, but they are 
going on aeny- My compliments to the Chief, and the buttons are 
going on nicely. 

Chief Clerk, Nothing about og oy but—— 

Elderly Head (again erg ae? site of the barracks, eh ? 
Well, we have a choice of - ; and when the Surveyors 
send in their Report, I will—— 

Chief Clerk. Nothing about barracks, Sir, but-—— 

Elderly Head (interrupting once more). Stop!—it’s the Soup! 
The Chief wishes me to have a voice in the Soup! Well, tell him, 
with my compli that I think imported vegetables, in tins, 
should be—— 

Chief Clerk. Nothing about Soup, Sir, but-—— 

Elderly Head. 1 have it! The Chief wants my opinion upon the 
pro Gas-works ! 

_ Chief Clerk, No, Sir—nothing to do with Gas-works. The fact 

is, it’s a purel matter—you are to have a new appoint- 

ment—out of the Office! 

Elderly Head (with emotion), Out of the Office! 
this too bad—several my too bad! Ihave been here for 

ag and have fairly work: A from the bottom to the top. 

00 bad, too bad! (Gloomily.) —what do they want me to do ? 
Chief Clerk. To attack the enemy immediately at the head of the 


Asay, Ee. 

Elderly Head (surprised). Eh? What! Good gracious! (After 
a pause, severely.) good enough to remember, Sir, that I com- 
manded a company when I was younger. (With an assumption of 
military dignity.) A joke at the expense of a superior is unseemly, 


—very un y 
Chief Clerk (shocked). Good Sir, it’s nota joke! It’sa 
serious matter indeed (aside)—for the country ! 

lderly Head (smiling good-humouredly), Well, well, I confess at 
the first blush the notion was a li comical! Eh? A quiet old 
official like me wearing a cocked hat and spurs, and dancing about on a 
charger, in front of a cloud of smoke—quite the warrior’ Ha! ha! 
Yes—a little comical! (Kegaining his gravity, and drawing himsel 
up.) But doubtless the appointment is very flattering ; and althoug 
a little rusty, 1 will do my best—yes, do my best! Buttons, Bar- 
racks, and Gas-works were certainly more in my line; but—(with 
a ganoyaeny hollow squares, the manual 
= that Lind af thing will bee eee ce ~y —— 

, t ts) : a t es, ap 

change! And now, my dear fellow, I shall want oe for a 
hunt for the rest of the day. You must really help me to my 


sword ! ‘ : 
{Scene closes in upon a vigorous (but unsuccessful) search. 


Now, I ‘really 


vé 





By a Despairing M.P. 
Eacu fruit in A we require 
That bough bush con bear, 
But what we most of all desire, 
Is what I want—a pair / 





From a Well-Wisher. 


” Miss Gewevrdve Wann is to in an 
of the Dutch play Annie-Mie. lady will p 
hergine, and, hope she won’t be her own Annie- 
performin’ the part. Yours, 
Tue O’ Asis iv THE Dessert. 


tion 
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THE MINIMUM. 


Axticies that Mr. Punch declines to receive are those which are 
not even worth a “* Mag.” 
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“A SOFT ANSWER,” Keo. 


Mamma. “ You ARE VERY NAUGHTY CHILDREN, AND I AM EXTREMELY DISSATISFIED WITH YOU ALL!” 
Tommy. “Taat is a pIry, Mamma! Wk ’RE ALL 80 THOROUGHLY SATISFIED WITH YOU, YOU KNow!” 











SENTIMENT V. SPORT. 


A Merrine of some consistent Members of the Anti-Vivisection 
Society was held the other day at their head-quarters, to consider 
about petitioning the Legislature against the Hares and Rabbits 
Bill, on the ground that it sanctioned the shooting of live animals, 
which often involved the infliction of much pain upon them. 

The Chair was occupied by Sir Simon SuEePsHanxks, who, moving 
a Resolution in accordance with the object of the Meeting, declared 
himself a Vegetarian, and, as such, entirely opposed to the destruc- 
tion of living animals, even for the table, which, he contended, the 

soseeer and baker could quite adequately supply without the 
utcher. 

Mr. Bearny was sorry to say he did not quite see that ; though he 
would have all animals that were killed for the use of being eaten, 
slain under chloroform or nitrous oxide, at least if it was quite certain 
that the anesthetic would not injure the meat. If rabbits and hares 
were allowed to increase and multiply ad infinitum, they would soon 
destroy all the crops; and where would the Vegetarians be then ? 

Murmurs, and cries of “‘ Oh! oh!” and “ Turn him out!” 
owever, he had really much pleasure in sen the Resolution 
as against hare and rabbit shooting—which having been carried— 

Mr. Swoperass said that, like the Chairman, he was a votary of 
Vegetarianism, therefore he objected to the slaughter of any game 
of any description, whether winged or ground. Accordingly, he 
would move a Resolution to the effect that grouse, partridges, and 
pheasants, also quails, ore and woodcock should be inserted in the 
Schedule of the Wild Birds Protection Act. 

Mr. WaceLes would gladly second that Motion, notwithstandin 
that it undeniably tended in favour of Game Preserving. For 2. 
that, he would propose to entrust it to the care of Mr. P. A. Tayroa, 
who. doubted not, would readily advocate it in Parliament any 
Wednesday. 

The Resolutions having both of them been carried with few dis- 
sentients, the constituents of the Meeting went about their business. 








Tue “‘ Jomper’s” Parapise.—An Everlasting Spring. 





AT COVENT GARDEN. 


Tae Messrs. Gatti are fortunate in securing the services of 
Miss Onzrper. She isa rich and rare specimen of the young and 
pretty contralto. When she sang ‘* Meet Me by Moonlight Alone!” 
there was a rush of everybody to the front of the Ambulauditorium. 
The men cheered to the echo. I don’t think the Ladies were quite 
so enthusiastic. Miss Orarper can evidently draw as well as sing. 
this is an Orridge-inal remark. Mr. Cowen keeps his first-rate 
band in excellent order. Time was made for slaves, and he makes it 
for them—ruling over them with a rod of iron—by which I mean his 
baton. No wonder that they are so submissive and yet so deeply 
- aos to him, as he is never bullying, though he is always cowin’ 

em. 

The other evening was performed Mr. Water Austin’s Camp. 
Camp is an Overture, so don’t run the final ‘‘s” on to the initial 
**e” and make it ‘‘Scamp,”—the Orchestra didn’t do this to it by 
any means, but played it in first-rate style. 7'he Camp was pro- 


| perly pitched, and on his doing his best yon oad was in-tent. The 


Yomposer bowed from his private box in reply to a nod from a friend 
in the Ambulauditorium. 
Miss Bessre Ricnarps—a Precious Betsy— 

Played in her best manner 

Upon the Grand pianner, 
and then went off toGermany. But “ she will return—I know her 
well”’—which last part of the quotation, though necessary to the 
song, is not in accordance with facts. If she is setureane, % much 
the better for the Promenade Concerts, where she will heartily 
received by the Applauditorium. 








‘* BID ME DISCOURSE.” 


A Preacher's Proverb.—‘ Two Heads are better than one.” The 
Congregation reverses it. 





Tue (roo) Lone Partirament.—The Session of 1880. 
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“KEPT IN.” 


Hartineton (Second Master). ‘HOLIDAYS! YOU’LL GET No HOLIDAYS IF THIS OBSTRUCTION CONTINUES,” 
Master Harcourt. ‘“ PLEASE, SIR, IT ISN'T OUR FAULT—IT’S THOSE OTHER BOYS.” 
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THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Author of “The Chronicles of Barselishire,” ‘‘ Beerjester Brewers,” “* The 
Half-way House at Aleinton,” “‘ Thorley Farm for Cattle,” “ Family 
Parsonage,” ‘* The Prying Minister,” ‘‘ Pearls Before Swine ; or, 

Used His Diamonds?” “ Rub the Hair,” ‘‘The Way We Dye Now,” 
“Fishy Fin,” “ Fishyas Wilduz,” “Dr. Thorne and David James,” 


“ Star and Garter, Richmond,” ‘‘ Rachel Hooray!” “‘ The Jellies of | N; 


Jelly,” “ The Bertrams and Roberts,” ‘‘ Lady Pye-Anna,” “ Tails of 
All Creatures,” “*’ Arry os we A io Mary Greasily,” ‘* Viear of 


baker,” ‘‘ MeDermott of Ba ingerun,” ‘* Can’t You Forget Her ?” 
** He Knew He Could Write,” be. fe. 


CHAPTER XII. 
Mrs. Downpie’s Garpen Parry. 


HE ests came in 
shoals. 


“It reminds me, 
my Lord,” said a 
witty Minor Canon to 
the Bishop, “of All 
Shoals’ College.” 

And the Minor 
Canon went off with 
the roar of a Wool- 
wich Infant. 

The Bishop, ready 
for tennis or croquet, 
was in his lawn- 
sleeves, racket in 
han He was 
smiles and bows, 
\s while Mrs, Dowprz, 
in velvet and lace, 
was the personifica- 
tion of dignified con- 
descension. Every- 
thing was being 
managed admirably ; 
Mr. Martrrx was here, 
there, and every- 
where. The Bishop, 
however, never en- 
tirely lost sight of his 
Domestic Chaplain, 
who had been entrusted with the key of the wine-cellar, and knew where a 
bottle of the best champagne was to be found when it might be wanted for a 
person of real appreciation. 

Mr. Fisny, the Lawyer of Small-Beerjester, and his wife, were here. Mr. 

tsuy had broken with Joun Bounce since the latter’s discomfiture, and had 
attached himself to the Conservative party in Small-Beerjester. There were 
also Messrs. Scatey and Drawer, the Dentists; Mr. Srmony Srwpier and his 
daughter Morteena; Arch OveRWAYTE and Mrs, OvERWAYTE, with their 
friend Mr. AkABLE of Bacon College, Oxford; Miss Trovrort and her aunt Mrs. 
Tawprer; Mr. Gureoyze, the celebrated Architect. from London ; the Rev. 
Bensamin Burress and Mrs. Burrress, and the Misses Burress 2) ; Mr. 
Lectern Curate of St. Allfudge, the Highest Church in the diocese, which had 
lately been taken down an inch or two in consequence of some threatened danger 
to the fabric; and with him were the Rev. Brassco Rownrr, his Rector, and 
his sub-Curates Mr. Store and Mr. Cope. There was Sir Exerer Hatt, the 





4 \ 
Rane 





great Evangelical Banker and e Landowner near Small-Beerjester, with his F 


son ALBERT HALL, overgrown and empty. Prebendary Hassock, very red and 
very round, was sitting on the grass at the feet of Dean Boosey, who, with 
a fi of the Bishop’s best port in his hand, was giving, as a sentiment, 
** Here’s confusion to all canting, except de-canting ! ” 

_ Mrs. Hassock and the three Mi ASSOCKS were stuffing themselves in the 
dining-room, where old Mrs. Boosey was taking her afternoon tea, into whic 
the Bishop’s butler had poured a little cognac by mistake, and being unable to 
take it out again, had left it there. ‘ 

So the rooms and the gardens became full, and everyone paid his respects to 
my Lord, and did suit and service to Mrs. Dowp1z, who moved about with well- 
regulated grace, more than content with her success, serenely happy in the 
anticipation of a complete triumph, which Mrs. Overwayre might envy, but 
could neither prevent nor equal. 

The Bishop, who had received from Mr. Martrx sufficient information about 
the Marchesa to excite his curiosity, was so pre-occupied with the idea that he 
could hardly keep his gaiters on, so frequently did he unbutton and button 
them up again all in his increasing excitement. 

He t been to a th for years, and had not had‘an interview with a 
figurante or a coryphée since he had given up all notion of a career in West- 





been taught by Mrs. Downie, towards 

tion. Yet he remembered the time,when Dick Downie 
was not an entire to the, coudisses, and when 
little three-cornered notes used to be sent under 
cover of hongnete, when a week’s allowance went in 
a night’s supper at the Royal Cremorna Gardens, 
or an uncle's aid to be invoked to supply a little 
dinner at the “Star and Garter” on a fine Sunday 
evening in July. For one second the good Bishop, 
carried back in his imagination to forty years i * 
denly spread out his with hands” and, 
humming the inspiring ish dance from Le ino 


minster Hall and hed ‘akon the fast steps, which ho hed 
i t posi- 


Noir, executed a characteristic pas. Well for him was 
it that Mrs. Downie was at that moment engaged in a 
discourse with Mrs. P Waeezer in a distant 
room, or he would have received such a rebuke as would 
have sent signoras an rs out of his head 
for some considerable time. 

‘“*T feel quite a boy r 9? said the Bishop to himself 
as he paused for breath, and looked round to see if he 
had been observed. Then he added, impatiently, ‘‘ Why 
the deuce doesn’t she come ?” 

At last, to the braying of ‘trumpets, the clashing of 
c —; | ~ booming of a big drum, hw the ing 
of, an Indian gong, a su y painted carri pre- 
ceded by outriders, and drawn by four piebald horses 
ridden by postilions in glazed red and blue ribands, 
and carrying long cracking whips, dashed up to the hall- 
steps. A perfect commotion took place. The Bishop was 
in a nervous flutter of excitement, and Mr, Marrrx, 
giving him, as he passed, a nudge in the ribs, whispered, 
*\ It's the Signora!” hurried into the hall to proffer his 
assistance. He was, however, nearly knocked ion right 
over the big drum, and had his head almost jammed into 
a pulp by the cymbals as he encountered the cortége 
in the hall. Scaramovucn at once put his hand on his 
heart, and, bowing low to the rpg coh a pro- 
pos of things generally, that ‘‘ on honour it wasn’t 
me,” and then with a broad grin he suddenly put his 
arms a-kimbo, straddled his legs, waggled his head, and 
crying ‘* Here we are — !” picked up Mr. Matrix by 
his waistband, then hit Signor PantaLeone a backhander 
in the eye, which sent him into the refreshment-room, 
when the reappearance of the Blue Boy with La Marchesa 
di ZazzeoLia on his arm soon restored what threatened 
to be a chaos into the most perfect order. 

‘**] am so proud and happy to meet you, Bishop,” said 
the Marchesa, in a musical whisper, as she joined her 
hands above her head and then whirled round him in 
a graceful measure, while Dr. Downix, inspired by old 
memories, threw himself on one knee, and playfully fol- 
lowed the steps of her twinkling feet, as he used his 
shovel-hat for a tambourine, first tightening the strings 
so as to get some sort of sound out of it. 

There was no one in the hall except a few of the digni- 
fied SmallBeerjester Clergy, who, hungrily sugereng 
preferment, felt it incumbent on them to applaud every 
step their Bishop took to the very echo, and they were 
just calling loudly for the fandango when a terrible voice, 
proceeding from the dining-room door, exclaimed, 

** Bishop !”’ 

It was Mrs. Dowpre. The effect was electric. Not 
with contented eyes had Mrs. Downie watched the 
arrival of this strange party, and Mr, Marrrx’s enthu- 
siastic reception of this intriguing, dancing, bedizened 

woman er she might be. Compelled to 
absent herself for a few moments, in order to superintend 
the erection of the tent for the talented troupe, Mrs. 
Downie had not witnessed the entire performance in the 
hall. Had she done so, I doubt whether one strip of lace 


| would have remained on La Marchesa’s back, or if one 


single bracelet would have been allowed to adorn the 
fair foreigner’s well-rounded arm. 


A Joke from the McHaggis of Haggis. 


I’ve just come fra’ Paris, where my cousin, The 
McCockaLexeKiz—ye ken The McCockaeexix o’ that ilk 
maybe—and mysel’ had a gay an’ a happy time, As a 
wee bit mark o’ respect to you, Sir, we beg to present 
you with our— 

Motto fee a Constant Beer-Drinker on the Boulevards 
”~ agen!” 
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REPUDIATION. 


Butcher (rushing out). ‘‘ Hzy—zss THaT yorr Doac, Mon?” 
Donald. ‘* AWEKL—HE WAUS MINE ANCE, BUT HE’S AYE DAEIN’ FOR HESSEL YE woo! !”’ 








WHY I AM IN TOWN. 


Yes, of course, you are naturally surprised to see me with a 
seedy hat, and a frayed coat ; and really now I come to look at it 
my left boot has given way, walking down Tottenham Court Road 
in August ; but the fact is, that it is all the fault of that confoundedly 
stupid ~ ¥ of mine. He wrote and said that if I put off my 
shooting till September, the grouse would be so much better. The 
Duke, you know, who has oe next moor to mine, has gone up, 
ye know ; and a precious time he writes and says he’s having. 

am off to-morrow. So good bye! Good bye! . 

No wonder you are astonished to see me, in this shabby dress, shop- 
ping in Islington; but as the Marchioness wrote over to say that 
the people now at Tourville are not quite anny enough, I thought 
I would wait a little, and then start for the Tyrol, my dear, and then 
Italy or Algiers ; for the winter, you see. Good bye! 7 


Me a eating whelks in the New Cut, is a ’Arny, [ am 
bound to admit ; but my pal Brrt—you know im—oh, he’s a real 
swell, a medical student, and fined at Marlborough Street reg’lar 
he my that Margate is a bit mixed op know, a lot of ’ARRIEs and 
such like cads, as you might say. It ain’t good enough, old fellow, 
to be seen about with such a low set asthem. But ta! ta! old man. 
There ’s the Governor ; and l’ve got to get back to the shop. 


Ha! ha! It is certainly a most ludicrous thi 


; for you to see me 
in this costume. Did you see such a h cap 


ore? and what do 
ne think of the broad arrows on the jacket and knickerbockers ? 

a! ha! itis funny. I should have been enjoying my autumn trip 
in America, but, between you and me, my medical man forbade me 
leaving d for at least eighteen months. There he is now— 
one of the very best prison surgeons we have. What, is the time 
up? Well, good-bye. Always glad to see you here. Look in 
w er you are passing. . r 4 


Well, wot of it? S’pose I am driving a moke down in Vitechapel, 


and a selling wegetables, instead of being at the sea-side, and enjoying 
the briny at Barking or Gravesend. Wot then? Sea-side, look at 
Goodwood! What with that their Hidle Vice, and that there 
Chippendale, 1 was put in a reg’lar ole. Why my account weren’t 
ready at Tattersall’s, I tell you. Sea-side, indeed! Getup! Chck! 
G’ long! 

. * 


* * 


Of course I am in town. You ought to know, if any one does. I 
ought to be in the Isle of Wight, when I had a particular invitation 
to go on the Prince of Watxs’ yacht. And if I hadn’t thought you 
were out of town, too, you wouldn’t have found me in this house at 
three in the morning, with a dark lantern, anda jemmy. This is 
what comes of stopping in London, when the swells are away, and 
| only a lot of mean, miserly, suspicious owners of houses left. Take 
|me away, Policeman! Bah, I am disgusted at such conduct! 


a * 








By a Bicyclist. 
We don’t do things by halves ; 
With me let butchers deal ; 


For my one pair of calves 
Make endless rounds of wheel. 





Mutterings from Westminster. 


“ Thursday, 12th August.—Orders of the day—Expiring Laws Continu- 
ance Bill, Second Reading.”’ 


“ Exprrine Laws” !—If here much longer we are forced to stay, 
“* Expiring Members” soon will be the Order of the Day. 





Tak! Tar! 


Mr. Samvert Piro«soir eppried to the “‘ Dicky Sams” of Liver- 
pool. Sam found it “all Dicky.” 
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WILL YOU NOT NAME THE DAY? 
(Song by an M.P. Dedicated to Lord Hartington. } 


WILL you not name the day 
| When I can get away 
Far from the House, 
ee mem 
my can pay 
When from the sting town 
I can to moors go down, 
Or on the seas, 
Where sun and breeze 
Do me a lovely brown. 
. Will you not name the day 
> When I can get away ? 
Oh, won’t you name ? 
Will you not name ? 
The Day! 


[ Plays exhausted symphony, and faints, 


Av 





r Fact, of Course. 


Wuew Dr. Tanner returned to food, a gentleman 
brought him one small ripe plum to begin with. 

: ‘* What on airth’s this?” asked the Doctor, who was 
\ very irritable. _ 

“Waal,” replied the amiable Stranger, “‘I thought, 
- you ’d just finished a Fast, you might like to try a 
\ ‘oe,’ 
The Doctor was irritable, and the Stranger left 
abruptly. 





: The Sting of it. 
(According to the muddled Owner.) 
Convounp all these new-fangled habits |— 
As if land didn’t bring enough cares, 
Without making us give up our rabbits 
To fellows who give themselves hares / 





Answer to a Correspondent. 


‘‘LeaRgnep TaEBan.” Your article on Noan’s Arki- 
tecture is simply admirable, but unsuited to our Yorick 
Columns. Try the Builder. (No. 2.)—You say you are 
blindly convinced of the existence of such a firm as 
Shutters and Window, No. Say ‘ Cuatro anv Winpvs,” 
and you’ll be about right. 








Tue Master or THE Rotts.—The Albert Victor. 
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TWO POINTS OF VIEW. 


Clara (from the Country). ‘‘ Waat A SHAME! IT USED TO BE sUCH Fox, 
you Know!” 

Caroline (from Town). ‘‘ Yes, POOR LITTLE Taincs! WHY SHOULDN'T THEY 
BUILD THEIR Nests IN THE GARDENS !”’ 








THOROUGHFARE, he 
Gloomsbury. 


years have devoted all their energy to the improvement of 


tending from Waterloo Brid hitechapel, is in 


and other cross streets have to get rid of their northern 
d round corners. The most central and most im 
ronguiane from South to North, is composed of Water 
bridge from which the halfpenn 


(where they grow the 
Gower Street, which belongs to the Duke of Muprorp. 





barrier, and turned round 





teen miles long and eight miles broad, and is supposed te contain a| Jy the way, Mud- 
population of four millions. Its parochial rulers for the last ten last Thursday. Such a standing nuisanee in London ought to be as 


avenues of communication from East to West, but the cross avenues 
are in much the same condition as they were in the day of Dr. 
Jounson. The Strand and Fleet Street have been improved, Oxford 


punt, Sathorn, Rowgate oe wt © great erpentine roadway, | Towanrps the finish of a civic dinner, a Deputy, while engaged 
ge to i 


0 

f “ is done : ‘ _| tony, became as mixed as his liquors had been. He insisted 
roughfare worthy of the mame from South to Rerth, from Perks Lane | Di Ves must have been an Alderman, besause he was given to, turtle 
Y te, and fine linen, and fared sumptuously.” ‘‘ Sumps y’’ was a 

to Chancery Lane. Berkeley Street, Bond Street, St. Martin’s Lane, C = Geena admitted 


tax on suicide has just been re- | 
moved), Wellington Street (which stands on a hill, and is adorned | 
by the and Melpomene Theatres), Bow Street (which might be} Aw unusual number of earthquakes have lately been occurring in 


the Euston Road as best it can. Three of the largest railway termini must henceforth be a standing joke as 


|—the North-Western, the Midland, and the Great Northern—lie in 


THE DUKE OF MUDFORD IN GLOOMSBURY. | this direction; but the Duke of Muprorp, Loup Cur-pe-Sac, and 


Earl of No THoroves Fars claims his right to stand between these 


Tae Duke of Muprorp’s grip upon London extends far beyond railways and their floods of traffic. The line must be drawn some- 
Mud-Salad Market. As Lord Cut-pg-Sac and the Earl of No where, and it is drawn at Gower Street. It was Mrs. Paxtinoton’s 
aims and exercises a right of blockade in mission to try to mop back the Atlantic: it is the Duke of Muprop’s 
London is a very peculiar city. It is said to be six- mission to push back four millions of people. 


Salad Market was at its dirtiest and filthiest 


the great impossible as it is impassable. 








Potation and Quotation. 


in 
course of | * 8¢Tious discussion with a Common Councilman on the vice et 


difficult word for the Deputy, but the 
ey ed the correctness of the quotation, and was convinced. 


Bridge (a | 





‘* eRIN GO BRAGH!”’ 


| 


called Bow-legged Street, where criminals are tried), Endell Street | various parts of the world. But there isn’t one of them to compare 
who are tried at Bow Street), and | with the Irish Land Agitation. 





At the north end of Gower Street the traffic is stopped by a ducal , 
several narrow streets, to find ite way to| ‘‘ Baay-vo’Icxs!’’—Though a sitting Member for Cambridge, you 


The Fggs-M.P. 
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to admit my assertion that I had really won because I had meant to back Queen Frederica. 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
(The Colonel on Kempton Park Characteristics.) 


HERE ‘‘ Kempton Park” 
was I had not the vaguest 
notion. I had certainly 
seen a ‘* Correct Card of 
the Races,” but this had 
not given me much in- 
formation. The docu- 
ment had been headed 
with a medallion sketch 
of two weird - looking 
eo = riding two equal- 
y weird-looking horses, 
and bearing altogether a 
strong resemblance to 
Faustand Mephistopheles 
‘making a (Walpurgis) 
night of it.”” But as the 
legend round the picture 
was “‘ For Sport and Re- 
creation,” could not 
help believing that the 
spot had nothing what- 
ever to do with GorTuE 
and Germany. Feeling 
puzzled, I consulted one 
of my friends (who prides 
himself upon extreme ac- 
curacy) upon the subject, 
and was told that Kempton Park was close to either Kensington, Surbiton, or Entield. , He 
added that he was not quite sure which, but he ‘‘ knew it was somewhere there.” 

Finding, consequently, that the place was within of town, I luckily remembered 
that another friend of mine (at nt travelling in in search of lions) had offered me, 
just at the break-up of a jovial Greenwiah dinner, the mount of a couple of the best of his 

unters whenever I liked to use them. Accordingly, after securing for a moderate sum a 
good roomy omnibus, and ordering my friend’s groom to put the animals into it, I found 
myself possessed of a truly recherché equipage. My regret was the impossibility of 
communicating with the owner in Africa as to the advisability of driving his hunters in 
double harness. The m said that the spirited animals were quite unaccustomed to this 
sort of work, and would be sure to be “‘ skittish.” Hearing this, f filled the omnibus, inside 
and out, with passengers, at a few shillings a head, as a sort of human ballast. This plan was 
perfectly successful, as the horses by the end of the — were broken in completely. When 
my friend returns from Africa (where I sincerely hope that both he and the lions are enjoyin 
themselves thoroughly), I am sure he will be pleased with the new accomplishment acquir 
by his intelligent quadrupeds under my careful tuition. 

Probably influenced by the diabolical rrr of the medallion on the Race-Card, I had 
to the meeting as a weird revel of the wildest character. I had expected to see 

hs maddened with drink, perambulating ae Serenaders almost speechless with 
the fieree excitement of the ‘Outer Ring,” and—in —the rest of it. Nothing could have 
been more different. I know it is but a foolish fancy, but I cannot help thinking that 

Kempton Park, in pre-Reformation times, must have been tenanted by some strict monastic 

order of the most ascetical character, allowing themselves but one recreation—a little steeple- 

—, The lovely spot has evidently retained most of its pristine serenity. When I 

arri I found that the combined influence of gate-money and a certain solemn calm had 

every person t. There was an air of sweet resignation amongst the mournful 
occupants of the Members’ Stand, and the space reserved as the Tattersall’s Enclosure was 
filled with bookmakers of a decidedly “‘serious’’ type of countenance. Certainly before every 
race there were cries of “‘ Four to one bar one!” but these cries seemed only to lack the 
stately accompaniment of the deep low tones of a cathedral organ. I have heard of ‘‘ Horse- 

Channters.” Were these specimens? Echo, latest edition, answers ‘‘ I don’t know.” 

The space in front of the Grand Stand was tenanted by commissioners of a comparatively 
gayer character, but even these reminded one strongly on furlough, teetotallers 
thinking about backsliding, and undertakers’ men out for a holiday. The gorgeous costumes 
of Brighton and elsewhere were conspicuous by their absence. I searched in vain for the 
bright no -hat, ornamented with red stars, I knew so well; the white cloth coat, 
adamned with bine braid and pink buttons, I had so often admired; the thousand and one 
sartorial combinations—pleasing and unconventional—that had so frequently filled my heart 
with joy. No, everything was staid and solemn. To ward off my tears, I lunched, and, after 
lunching, as a necessary « uence I plunged. 

I record this eles ak a fee bitter sorrow not unmixed with shame. The 
numbers for the Richmond Welter Handicap Plate had scarcely appeared upon the board 
before I was “‘ on” Brillancy for a sum beyond—far beyond—my means. turned away 
my head as the solemn cadence of the race-bell told me that the horses had started. Then 
came a murmur—a soft, regretful murmur—from the sad-eyed ring-men, and the news had 
gone forth to the four quarters of the earth that Guitar was the winner! Not satisfied with 
my defeat, once more I plunged—this time on Sabletai/ for ‘‘ the Shepperton All-Aged Sellin 
Stakes of Five Sovs. each, with 100 Sovs. added.” Again the modulated moans of bereav 
book-makers told me that the rich prize had been carried off by another. I must have 
looked sad, for even the gentle-voiced ‘‘ Member of Tattersall’s and Newmarket Rooms,” who 
(so his ticket informed me) “ to ent paying on two would entertain no objection on any 
consideration after the winner had passed the scales,” sighed audibly as he politely refused 





*AWMBESH ANGE 


Galled to the very quick at this’fresh fail- 
ure, I hurried to t dock, where the 
authoress of my undoing was to be sold by 
public auction. 

In the centre of a melancholy ring stood 
the mare. The Auctioneer—an individual 
of highly respectable, nay, truly ecclesiasti- 
cal appearance—was busily en aged in re- 
cording the bids. By his side ounged a 
sportsman in a pith hat of peculiar con- 
struction. This sportsman, who was bid- 
ding vigorously, was described, in the 
glowing language of the hammer, as “a 
teal Conservative English Gentleman.” [ 
asked who the ‘R. C, E. G.” was, and 
heard, to my horror, that (from his name) 
he was apparently connected with a well- 
known Circus! The ‘‘ B.C. E. G.” appeared 
determined to buy the mare, evidently be- 
lieving (as an excellent judge of horse- 
flesh) that Queen Frederica might one day 
be trained to dance a kind of polka with 
the Clown, or at least to take a glass of 
wine with counterfeited satisfaction with 
the Ring-Master. But the owner came to 
the rescue; and ‘‘ the Heroine of the Shep- 
perton All-Aged Selling Stakes of 5 Sovs. 
each, with 100 Sovs. added,” originally 
valued at a “‘ century,” being bought in for 
£609 sterling, was saved from a “trial of 
endurance” in a hippodrome ! 

My Sabletail disaster did not end my 
misfortunes. I returned to the Ring, and 
selecting a bookmaker on account of his 
personal resemblance to Lord SHAFTESBURY, 
plunged once again. 

Do you know what it is to ‘‘ put money 
on a horse”? If you don’t,—see the initial 
illustration to this article. 

I backed Montrose for the Maiden Two- 
Year-Old Plate, Sarsaparilla for the Kemp- 
ton Park August Handicap, Playaway for 
the Halliford Welter, and Van Tromp for 
the Middlesex Maiden. None‘of them won! 
I wasaruined man. At this crisis there was 
but one thing to do, and I did it. I turned 
Commissioner myself. The Biter ceased to 
be the Bit! 

Only the last race remained, but I had 
heard something about it that made me 
believe that — the odds against every- 
thing would be what they call in the City 
“a thoroughly sound commercial trans- 
action.” Accordingly, with unbounded 
oo , | took One Hundred, nay, One 

housand to One, against the Field and the 
Favourite coupled. Unused to this disin- 
terested dealing, the Public rallied round 
me with cheerful alacrity. A quarter of 
an hour before the time advertised for the 
running of the race I seapostes my book, 
with the following hig satisfactory 
result. I found that I either to lose 
rather more than Half a Million of Money 
or to win no less a sum than £8 10s. 44d. | 
Having this pleasing amount in my pocket, 
I now secretly withdrew, as it was really 
useless to remain any r. But my 
Honour (without which life is quite value- 
less) was preserved. My absence had just 
become noticeable when the last race (as I 
knew it would be from the first) was de- 
elared void ! 

Need I add, as a man of the widest sym- 
pathies, that it was most comforting to me 
to consider (when I was well on my way 
home) that the Public I had left behind me 
so full of hope, so full of eonfidence, at 
Kempton Park, were just the sort of poole 
to bear the discovery of their unex 
loss—after a slight display of excusable irri- 
tability—with og Ae ying equanimity ? 
The answer will in the negative, my 
dear young Friend, if you really know 





Tue CoLoneL. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


~* me O, another week of 
= ) , Eheu! ort 
a 16th, 
“E.cak Sh 


“(hah Member for Eng- 
Ke AY CE land, of 0 - 


doomed, shut out 

from fun, 

A Sisyphus and Tan- 
talus in one. 

As for Essence, 
roses to patient 
labour yield odor- 
ous oils, but what 
toil shall extract 
agreeable attar 

. ad from the arid 
thorns of Lord SrRATHEDEN AND CAMPBELL’s Turcophil talkee-talkee ? Punch passes on. 

(Commons.)—Gorst, our Sir Molester Deadlock, still interrogative: ‘* Will the Govern- 
ment undertake not to advise Her Masesty to prorogue Parliament until the result of 
General Roserts’s march is ascertained?” Hardly necessary, replies Lord Hanrtryeton, 
with grim humour, since the Hon. Gentleman can secure that result himself if he be so 
minded. Obstruction asks Sir Dead-lock to enter into an engagement not to move on! 

Then five hours’ talk over six votes in Committee on Civil Service Estimates. Class II. 
(Law and Justice) Salaries of Prison Commissioners and functions of Visiting Justices 
canvassed closely and contentiously. Mr. Alderman Fow rer having weakly ey that 
if they could not trust the Government in “‘ trifles,” there would never be an end to public 
business (the innocent Alderman!), Lord R. Cuvurcurt. ‘rounded on him” (school-boy 
slang seems so appropriate to the proceedings of Lord Ranpotpn) as “an old Tory” whom 
he, for one, didn’t mean to follow. Has Toryism then, in the persons of the three Members of 
the fourth party, indeed taken a new departure ? 

To heckle with questions and bother with Bogeys 
Appear the Fourth Party’s preposterous rules, 
The Young Tories think the Old Tories are fogies 
The Old Tories know the Young Tories are—fules ! 
‘“‘Fules” in a parliamentary sense, of course. 
Tuesday (Lords).— 
Earl pz LA WARR inquires what Railway Companies appear awake 
To the advisability of using the Continuous Brake. 
Lord RepgspAa.z plaintively repeats his query, ‘‘ What will Peers befall 
In this strange Session, which would seem continuous with no break at all?” 

(Commons.)—Mr. Forster, in reply to Sir W. Barrrerot, administered a well-deserved 
double-thonging to Mr. Ditton, the sedition-spouting, outrage-provoking Member for 
Tip . Beware, Mr. Ditton, of Mr. Punch’s baton or Toby’s teeth! 


m Lord Hartrneton, on Indian F inance, at present — ous with Indian Pickle. 
ww 


Some consolation is to be found in the a parent fact that or the Afghan War there 
would have been fair surpluses during the ears. As it is, there is a deficit of Nine 

or so—quite a little ‘‘ surprise packet” not discovered until a few weeks before the 
late Government left office. The military expenditure had, in fact, been pleasantly under- 


military accounts in India, Military expenditure not being included in making up the book 
the Indian Government had to “‘ guess at it,” and as Lord Harrrnerow said, Ped fram 

these Estimates upon any basis without making any inquiry into the amount actually 
expended.” Government haye to ‘‘ guess again,” as they can’t “give it up.” Thus— 
but the affair naturally lends itself to dramatic treatment :— 


VERY ODD FIGURES! 
OR THE OPTIMIST VICEROY AND THE OBLIVIOUS SECRETARY. 
A Frvanciar Farce. 
Scene I.—Jndia, Viceroy and Financia Secretary confidentially chatting over the 
Prosperity Budget. 


Viceroy. Ah! highly satisfactory! Surplus small, 
But still a Surplus. Good! And is that all? 
Secretary (airily). Oh !—that is—well, 'tis the merest trifle, 


little ‘Afghan business ! [ Pauses and puffs cigar. 


estimated to the tune of Nine Millions, owing to the — humorous system of keeping | q 





Viceroy (after an interval). Pheugh! I stifle. 
An Indian heat! (Drinks deeply of iced 
potables), Where were we? Oh, dear me, 

The Afghan business ? 
Secretary (suddenly reminiscent). Well—in fact 


—you see, 
Accounts not audited—hum—can’t quite 


To a few millions—but, if all well, 

"Twill soon be over. Ah! how close the 
place is! 

I’ve estimated on the usual basis ! 

Viceroy. Quite right! Quite right! Quidnunes 

at home seem queasy, 

But, after all, the whole affair 's so easy. 

Hah! Gtapstons and his lot will have to 


trudge it 
When we make public our Prosperity Budget. 
[Left enjoying themselves. 
Scunsr Il.—Hngland. Joun Buin and Vicznoy 
having it out. 


John Bull. Nine Millions out, and on the wrong 
side? Clearl 


y 
My Indian books must have been kept most 
Viceroy. ih wail, you see, that “ usual basis” 
us, 
And those “conjectural estimates" quite 
us. 
John Bull. “Usual?” “ Conjectural?’”’ Finance 
by 
You might have known, would land you in 


a mess, 
A system worthy Herbert Pocket. 

Viceroy (with interest). Ah! 
Great as a fiction—— 

John Bull (impatiently). Bah ! 
hifting the soene to India 'tis your story. 
This is the price I pay for pinchbeck glory— 
Out by Two Hundred (very near) per cent! ! | 
I hope that you and Srxacuey are content. 
Of course I "t suspect financial riggers, 
But these are—what you cut—Very Odd 

Figures 


Mr. Punch thinks so too; and, while 
desiring to imitate Lord Hartineron’s 
generous and gentlemanly forbearance, does 
not wonder that Mr. Fawcert was “‘ gener- 
ally cheered”? when he said that “ some 

ical change must be introduced into the 
system of Government in India.” ‘ Radi- 
cal”? means Liberal, of course. The pre- 
rous sy 
Poiividuale is 
pitching into. 

Wednesda (Commons). — Employers’ 
Liability Bill pushed on to Third 
in spite of ‘assistance’ from the Young 
seer es In Committee on the Savings 
B Bill, Mr. Maewrac hotly complained 
of the manner in which it was being 
“ ” Legislation by “ ugly 
rushes ” is indeed a thing to be strenuous! 
deprecated ; but isn’t it rather lunatic 
“sng to exighin tent of Welag tar. 
wrang’ comp! ng hur- 
ried? As reasonably shall the wayfarer 
who idly whittles his staff to chips, grumble 
at having nothing to walk with. 


Thursday (Lords),—The Employers’ 
Liability Bill read a First Time, without 
iscussion. All will not be such plain sailing 


presently perchance. 
The dhecentorting story of Isandlana, as 
ry i ae interested, if it 
wholly sa a scanty House. 
Lord SrnaTHwarey, who had somewhat 
modified his plan of attack upon 
the conduct of affairs in Zululand, made 
nevertheless a lively a on the Short 
Service System, Civil ar Ministers, 
‘Hybrid Amateurs,” Military Education 
(founded on the study of — cepenvity 
and modern fiction), and incidentally upon 
} 7 A ae of the Campaign in South 

ca. 

Lord Cuetmsrorp, in a clear speech 
defended the Short ‘Service System, and 


, yet more than the peccant 
the thing that demands 
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ALAS, FOR THE pretty Jenszy Costume! 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


’"ANDSOME ’ARRIET, THE ’OUSEMAID, 
MAS GOT IT AT LAST, AND IT Fits HER JUST AS WELL AS HER Missvs. 
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Notices for Mudford Estate Office. 


Thursday (Midday), August 19.—Heaps of Refuse all 
down Mudford Street and other tributaries of Mud-Salad 
Market. No Collection at the doors. 

| Instructions in the Great Block System will be given 
| by qualified Professors, on application at the Mudford 
Estate Office, Gloomsbury. 

Probable Change of Name.—On account of the de- 
licious flavouring communicated by Mud-Salad Market 
toGarrick Street, it is proposed to alter its name to Garlick 
Street. 





Lectures. 
(Subjects suggested for the ** British Goat Society.’’) 

Ow the force of a “‘ But” in argument. 

Un Fair Play and very little “‘ Kid” about it. 

On Historical Nannygoats of Eminent Persons, 
This Society, whose object is to induce every Cottager 
| to keep a Goat, which, in return, will keep him, hopes 

to adopt for its motto—‘* Chacun a son goat.” 





Archeology at Home. 


| 
| 
| Spraxrne to the Archeological Association the other 
'day at Devizes Town-Hall, Earl Netson observed that 
| meetings like theirs gave le “‘ a zest to become anti- 
| quaries, to gather together little bits of their family 
history, and of the history of their respective parishes.” 
Caltivated in this spirit, Archwological researches in- 
stead of resulting in mere dry bo may be expected 
— to reward investigators with the discovery of skeletons in 
the cupboard. 





*Arry on Litterytoor. 
| ‘** Bros.” Four tales by the Misses Burts, TyTiEr, 
and the Hon. Lewis WINGFrrIeLp. 

’Anry only read the title. ‘‘ Why, they can’t write 
their own language,” he said, utterly disgusted. ‘‘ Who- 
ever ’eard of spellin’ ‘’os’ with one “s’ ?” 

**O’ course,” replied ’Arry junior; “‘and, as it’s 
taken four on ’em to do it, it ain’t "Er ’oss, it’s Their 
oss.’ 


So neither of ’em bought the book. 





Maxim or THE Masontty.—Late hours are damag- 
ing the Parliamentary Constitution. 











himself attributing the disaster at Isandlana to disobedience of | 
orders on the part of dead Colonel Durwrorp. 
Lord Denman thought that the narrative ‘‘ must be satisf 
toevery thinking man in the three kingdoms.” A charming an 
comforting consensus! Perhaps we may hear anon who the 
“thinking men” really are, and what they think of it. 
(Commons.)—Hares and Rabbits Bill again the piece de resistance. 
The Champions of “‘ Sport” valorously stuck to their guns, CuaPLry | 
indignantly minatory, Branp bitterly monitorial. 5S Amend- 
ments aimed more or less di y at the ee e” of the 
Bil, ruthlessly negatived by the ‘‘ Mechanical jority.” Mean- 
while, the ‘‘ Little Victims” (see Suton, Sy no means “‘ regardless 
of their doom,” prick ears at shadow, which, 
whether it be that of the Lord, who would preserve them for Sport, 
or of the Farmer, who would them for crop-preservation, can | 
bode but small good to Puss and Bunny. 


Friday.—Both in the Upper and the Lower House a considerable 
rtion of the Sitting was occupied by heated discussion on the con- 
uct of Public Business. ing over waste of time our legis- | 
lators wever, does sincerely pity the | 
poor Peers, ‘ particulartodo. The ons | 

at least are har 
Mr. Batrovur moved—“ That it is inexpedient in the interest of 
public business that im t measures should be brought under | 
the consideration of the House at a period of the Session when it is | 
oe that they should receive adequate di ion.” Every- | 
ody agreed with him in principle, but the blame for the actual con- 
dition of affairs was from side to side of the House like the ball | 
in a well maintained rally at Lawn Tennis. 
Lord Hartrveton was humorously arithmetical, calculating that 
six Members of the House (Mr. Gorst, Sir Hewry Wotrr, Lord 
Rawpotrps Cuvrcuriy, Mr. Biegar, Mr. O'Connor, and Mr. Frvi- 
GAR), ites or Iri ween one 
e 


| which,” as is frequently observed by Evctrip in similar cir 


average length of a Session would be eight years or so, “a result 
ces, 
**is absurd.’ 

Of course Lord R. Cuvurcuitt was virtuously indignant, and Mr. 


| CHAPLIN savagely recriminatory. Well, the Government has made 
| mistakes, and the present position of affairs is sufficiently exacerba- 


ting, but complaint certainly does not lie in the mouths of the little 
minority of Obstructives, who cannot be 


uitted of marine wan- 
tonly wasted time with a view to impede legislation which they 
dislike, and discredit a Government which they detest. 


Tongue v. Time. Tongue had rare sport. 
Tongue wagged long till Time ran short. 
Tongue complained. ‘‘ You're out of Court, 


For waste makes want,”’ was Time’s retort. 


What little time could be spared from recrimination, was (in the 
Commons) devoted to further discussion of the Hares and Rabbits 


Bill. 
Sporting M.P. loquitur— 

**Game? Game? Bah! I loathe the name. 

(opping and spouting not being the same). 
e moors invite,—’ tis a thundering shame,— 
Yes, a beastly swindle, whoever 's to blame, 
To keep a man here when the grouse should claim 
His sole attention! A Bill to frame 
Which at every turn must one’s temper inflame 
With verbal allusions to game! game! game! 
Is the game of fiends. Ah! the moors! I fear 
Non-M.P.’s have the luck, who midst jovial cheer 
Bring the game down there. We must keep it up here!” 
theft voting viciously. 








Unrvstisnen Tetecram To Mr. Forster Last weEeK.—‘‘ Come 
back to Erin ! ’—and he went. 





speeches, and that, if al] Members ba! in the same proportion, 
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ARTFUL. 


Tramp (to the Rector), ‘‘ YouR SERMON WAS VERY MUCH THOUGHT TO LAST 
Niear, Siza——” 

Rector ( flattered), ‘‘ InpegD, MY Man! 
MINE ” 

Tramp. ‘‘ Yes, Sin, 1 HEERN A GREAT MANY A-TALKIN’ OF IT IN THE 
Portcu, AND I Was A-WALKIN’ OVER TO RAMSGATE YESTERDAY, AND MY ’AT 
BLEW OFF INTO THE SEA, AND YOU HAVEN'T GOT A OLD ’AT YOU COULD 
GIvz——” [Usual result, 


I’m VERY GLAD IF ANY RFFORTS OF 





THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Author of ‘ The Chronicles of Barselishire,” ‘‘ Beerjester Brewers,” ‘‘ The Half- 
way House at Aleinton,” ‘‘ Thorley Farm for Cattle,” ** Family Par e,” 
rying Minister. ear ore me; Or, sed his - 
is Prying Minister,” “‘ P before Swi Who d his Di 
monds ?” ** Rub the Hair,” “The Way We Dye Now,” “ Fishy Fin,” 
“ Fishyas Wilduz,” “ Dr. Thorne a id James,” “* Star and Garter, 
Richmond,” ‘‘ Rachel Hooray!” ‘‘ The Jellies of Jelly,” “* The Bertrams 
and Roberts,” ‘‘ Lady Pye-Anna,” “Tails of All Creatures,” ‘*’A 


, ””’ “Mary Greasily,” “Vicar of Pullbaker,” *‘ McDermott o 
Baldengeram! “Can't You Forget 
Write,” §c., §e. 


P , 
er?” “‘He Knew He Co 
CHAPTER XII. (Conrinvep). 


We know what was the wrath of Juno when Jupiter demeaned himself to 
play at ‘* Follow my Leda,” and wasn’t her husband a greater Divine than 
5 4 and, if so, wasn’t his conduct worse? And could it be any comfort 
- fl ._— os if he hoot gee ye himself into a “yo he had 
a e an old goose i an t history so repeats i as to 
show how birds of a feather flock together 
L Mrs. Dowpre’s mind I cannot say, for 
is estimable woman does not warrant me in the 


with ating more than a very vague 
e 


probably never heard either of Lemrnritre 





- Archbeacon, . 





or of Oviprus Naso. Be this as it may, she gave La 
Marchesa such a look, as, if looks were lightning, would 
have blasted her on the spot, and then taking the Bishop 
by the arm, pushed him in front of her, two “—s at 
a time, up the staircase to his dressing-room, where, 
locking the door, she wouldn’t let him leave the apart- 
ment until she so combed his hair, tha become 
seriously disarranged during his recent unwonted exer- 
cise, as to enable him to rea among his guests, 
sleek, tidy, cool, and comforta as if nothing extra- 
ordinary happened. 

Once, and once only, was he able to slip away from his 
wife, and whisper in his Chaplain’s ear, 

“*T’m immensely taken with La Marchesa.” 

_ The quick-witted Italian, who was eating a Neapolitan. 
ice specially provided for her by Mr. Marrix, looked 
up with an arch glance, and replied, softly, 

Pn to the photographer’s, and we af be taken to- 
gether.” 

“You will if I catch you!” exclaimed the now tho- 
roughly roused Mrs. Dowpre, who had returned, unper- 
ceived, to the refreshment-room. ‘‘ And,” she added, 
turning to the Bishop, ‘‘ you'll be well shaken before 
taken, I oan tell you. As to you, Madame, there’s a 
reckoning ——” 

“* Indeed!” interrupted La Marchesa, “I thought | 
was indebted to your hospitality for the ice; but as 
there’s a oning, Giovanni” (this to the Blue Boy), 
** you have a shilling in my purse—give sixpence for the 
ice, twopence for the cakes, and the rest of the change 
she can keep for herself.’ 

“Insolent!” hissed Mrs. Downie, whom rage had 
now almost completely mastered. And to what act of 
violence she wo have proceeded it is impossible to 
say, a not ‘seinem eee, who aoe a 

resent durin greater part of this scene, whisper 
i her ear, “The essional person has sprained her 
i must leave the house at once. 1’)! 


She pressed the Archbeacon’s hand in silent gratitude, 
and for the second time led the Bi away from this 
dangerous proximity. Dr. Dowpre retired, looking back 
over his ulder, and ~~: by signs, his un- 
dying admiration for his too lovely and too fascinating 
guest, and his great sympathy for her in her misfor- 
tunes. 

It was not likely, however, that the Archbeacon would 
be allowed to succeed on such dangerous ground ; and 
just as he was a’ to offer his arm to La Marchesa, 

e was suddenly recalled to a sense of conjugal duty by 
a sharp tap on the back of his head from his wife’s fan, 
which was welcomed with a ringing laugh from the light- 
tT ving to help h dear,” explained th 

“TI was goin elp her, my dear,” explained the 
‘ . Sesame she’s sprained her ankle, and is 
ame.’ 

‘* Never you mind about her ankle, Archnoddy ; you 
just let her ankles alone!” was that excellent y's 


retort. 

‘** But she’s a lame woman!” pleaded the Archbeacon, 
warding off another rap of the fan. 

‘* If she’s a lame woman,” replied Mrs. OverwaYTe, 
“‘let a lame man help her. you ’re not a lay-man, 
are you, Archbeaeon? No; so you just come along, 
and insist on Ansete yeas to Monteena while 
Mr. Marrrx gets hi f rr in this quarter.” 
And the far-seeing Lady walked her husband off at a 
critical moment. 

And where was Mr. Martrrx all this while ? 

Seeing that he could do no where he was, by the 
side of La Marchesa, and feeling that any interference 
between the Bishop and Mrs. Downie would not be 
opportune, he determined to fortify himself with a few 
ama of the liqueur of Ancient Thomas, and then, while 
the whole party was occupied with the doings of the 
Italian troupe in the tent, he would strike the blow, 
and pro to Monteena. She could but refuse him j 
He would eo Ny FD y ~y Smeg t 

e wo yY proposing to jan; her 
style of life was too uncertain for his fixed ideas of clerical 

referment ; and then to put himself at her feet would 
be to throw himself into the arms of what was now a 
ay anti-Mrs.-Dowpie , and, yet awhile at 
least, he could not afford to t wi e B s 
wife. If Monier accepted him, he might still ind 
his artistic tastes in an occasional flirtation with the 
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Marchesa should she choose to reside in Small-Beerjester, and make 
friends with Mrs. Dowpre. Big with these resolutions, Mr. Matrix 
drained the contents of a quart of Ancient Thomas, and then mur- 
mured to himself something about “ coming at once to the pint.” 

At that moment MorLeEna wee, strolling =e into a +t" 

xpectation—I must admit it, though it 

seem sly in a heroine—of Mr. ry 9,» AAP 
before the Show was half over, to walk in Afte 
all, dear Ladies over forty, is it not what some of you would = 
yourselves : ? And if so, why not allow that it was ae such grea 
slyness in even so average an heroine as my MoRLEENA? Mind. I 
don’t set her up for a pattern to follow. If she had been an example 
to be followed, Mr. Anapie would have known that, and he would 
have been there by now. No; she does not pretend to be a pattern; 
and I do not intend to make an example of her. 





MY YOT. 


(A Confidential Carol, by a C. Owner, who inwardly feels that 
he is not exactly ‘' in it,” after all.) 


~via / 


~~ -* 


Sy = queer when the pace 


? 
My Yot! 


And talk slang, to 
sea- 
the world’ss ise? 
My Yot! 
What makes me settle 
Pk ae soul 
a og 
iver 
walk with 4—* 
much) nautical roll? 
My Yot! 


What makes me learned 

in cuttersand yawls, 
/” And  time-ailowance 
i! —which others must 





What makes me sprawl on the deck all day, 

And at night play ** Nap” till I lose a lot, 

And grub in a catch-who-can sort of a way ? 
My Yot! 


What makes me qualmish, timorous, pale, 
(Though rather than own it I'd je just be shot) | 
When the Fay in the ae oy ~S dips her 
y Yot! 


What makes me “‘ patter” to skipper and crew 
In a kibosh style r a — cule spot, 
And tug hard ropes till ey go blue? 
yY 


What makes me snooze in a narrow, close bunk, 
Till the cramp my limbs doth twist and knot, 
And brave discomfort, -_ Sot blue-funk ? 


What makes me gammon m my chummiest friends 

To “ try the fun ”—which I know’s all rot— 

And carn the dead-cut in which allthis ends ? 
My Yot 


What makes me, in short, an egregious ass, 
A bore, a butt, who, oS eet 
For the sea, as « sea-king am seek ting to pase ? 
y 








A Dick ENS or A Discovery.—Who is “‘ Winuine”? “ BaRxis/ 0: 





> HAT makes me deem 1’m | all 
Viking blood 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
(The Colonel “‘ assists” at the Brussels Meeting.) 


ARE sport, Sir. The World’s mine Oyster, 
and here in Brussels is one of our ‘‘ Opening 
days.” — ye, —_ my merry, merry 
men, &e. But I may tell R ips confi- 
canted, , that _ oo is po The os 
rave Belgians have e e 
Fiftieth Aeoiverey of their d- 
ence. The Brussels streets have been durin 
this time in a chronic state of banners an 
8 © illuminations. The heroes of the hour seem 
= to be “‘ The Combatants of 1830”—compli- 
eatery -— to them ~1 bunting and 
in coloured lamps appearing at every corner 
1’ of almost every road. poome Nome | 
saw one of these aged quarrellers staggering under the w 0 
an enormous talscioneal tne. He was su on either side side by 
friends we urged him frequently to “ up,” and swmee . 
amusing *‘ feature” in a vague procession consisting, apparently, o 
the restaurant waiters of Brussels, in one 9 evening dress, His 
aecty She Bing in 9 Siete Settings a few ienegers is 
gowns, the entire other little odds and ends of 
an eanally effective tad that chore there might be no doubt about 
the ty of the veteran bebusler, he was labelled ‘‘ a combatant,” 
to be suffering from the combined infirmities of ex- 
treme od long-seated intoxication. Why he had selected 
1830 for a ‘i lay of his pugnacity, and after making this quaint 
selection, what he had done, and ‘es he had done it, seemed 
to be secrets known only to himself and perhepe the keeper of the 
archives of some local police-station. ese mysteries, however, 
a to be quite in keeping with the spirit of moment. The 
have celebrated with the utmost heartiness the — of 
foot freedom, when no one (except, possibly, two or three profes- 
sional historians) seems to have ever aa of their slavery. I, for 
instene, should have entirely missed th Libepsian ’tes had’ not 
y instincts as a veritable ‘ | oathononn eae ors-ridere-sport-is- 
man” (as they called me in Brussels) carried me over to ‘‘ assist” at 
the ¢ courses of Boitsfort. 
My journey to Belgium was not quite uneventful. On the wa - 
Dover I met two frank young English lads, who told me that 
were going to Paris (at the instance we a ope nape maiden pm | 
to pick up a knowledge of the world pea accomplishments. 
Learning this, I py ita 8 duty fon a to their aged and sensible 
protectress to point out to them that an opportunity now offered for 
the commencement of what might be termed the touches to 
their education. I suggested that they could not do better than 
entrust me with a sum (small or great—for preference the latter), te 
be expended by me on their behalf at the Brussels Races. Sad and 
strange to say, although so young ae seemed to or prs “ 








even ap’ to harbour a cuspecion th at in 

had some selfish object of my own in view! Need ey. pw goin 

pcre gd shocked, and hurt to the very quick, I tly repu- 
e unworthy insinuation, and for > moment no more 


to say tothem. However, I am naturally of a forgiving nature, and 
when we got to Mid- Channel my heart softened towards them. p. 
so ho to be an excellent sailor myself, and it pained me deepl - Rag 
ow greatly the re young lads were suffering. To cheer them 
up, I again broach he subject of the Brussels investment. At 
first they evidently misunderstood me, for they with extreme diffi- 
— (so great was their lassitude) produced their tickets. Gently 
explaining that I was not the me but only a staunch and true 
friend, they seemed to With tears in their eyes, they 
off me all they had in the mc «| to say no more about it. As a 
token of my hearty forgiveness, I helped myself to a considerable 
sum, and noticing that they were really quite unequal to the fatigue 
e< any further conversation, left them. On arri at Calais, I 
y took the Brussels train. When I reached Lille, it sud- 
denl occurred to me that I had forgotten to ask for their address, 
and had, moreover, neglected to furnish them with my own! Nothing 
could have been more unlucky, as mutual recognition had now 
become almost impossible! Having the worst memory in the world 
for faces, 1 felt sure oY’ should eevee nent them if I met them. They, 
on the other hand, would have considerable difficulty in identifying 
Tei gt fiz, mo deoters ctvie) | ears tea So 9 fale ner, © 
y-fitting wig, a pair o ea 
pone ge Cee meatal Graces & bam, oe et oe 
careful ce invariably before starting on a fresh journey. How- 
ever, it is some satisfaction to me to consider that the en- 
anon ~| adres in Brussels in the way proposed, to the 


ery lette 
bs cannot ‘help thinking that ‘‘ le Sport ” must have been introduced 





is Willing.” 


rigeealy into Belgium by a Mr. Astiey or a Mr. Sanger. When 
I arrived at Boitsfort, I found that the old traditions of the Circus 


















ited eee da re - mm | Or 
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had been closely followed. There were the customary reserved 
laces, the well-remembered band in uniform, the never-to-be- 
forgotten obstacles to be brought to the fore just before the last act— 
the ever-exciting race between barking dogs with nervous inatten- 
tive monkey jockeys. There was only one omission—there were no 
Clowns. re the lighter the entertainment was chiefly 
sup lied by “ en x ee the races a number of 
~~ + sy mee eenonns art 
ae oe great rat delight of an lauding 
crowd fing, too, who in State 
ao chef mia ee = “ life 0 of His = Majesty cocaha to Db ea appear at | at wr 
ag-end of a procession w everybody is going away), had 
* eomic scene Pall to himself. The m had ordered the = oe 
of his Staff to cssume winter garments, while reserving to himself 
the right of wearing white hep The contrast be- 
tween the lightly-clad yy his heavily-bullioned Court 
was most mirth provoking, and caused endless amusement (as it was 
evidentl intended to do) amongst the loyal bystanders. ‘This regal 
joke and the half-wi maneuvres of the “‘ cavalry” prevented 
™ 3 Mg de 1 Eté”’ from lacking a vein of humour. 

Division consisted of a wicked-looking omnibus 
labelled " Pe Oiios du Sport, Paris | ny and some -dozen 
Riag-men of the eee type so dear to ‘Appy y ’Ampton. The 
omnibus seemed much neglected, in spite of an elaborate uppessiae 

of tickets, but the Commissioners were cing 
uu 


rambling off off oo 5 


for the rapid issuing 

oxonuent usiness. ct, var lar Shervarl? Ke by how nn 
-you-lare A warsed off 8 shouted a gentleman who looked as if 
et ‘boon Newmarket Heath so eflctually that he had 
not pce ne until Brussels. On inquiry 1 found 
that the gentleman was inviting ubhie to * back the mare” or 
‘* Magloire,” or to lay “evens on Jugulaire.” As he spoke, the 
Band in the eccentric military fo ay s galls aay » galley, and and 


costumes began 
ety cee geben 1 o frmnsny Be 

el,” rhe gp was at oa sur- 

ea the “‘ Priz de 


form. I looked at my “‘ seul programme 
rat © learn that the first race on the 
ee yearn ay G as it should have whe I also became aware 
** Society for the Encouragement,” the Belgian Go vernment, 
tad the town wa of Brussels between rigs for fie conteived Ie * offer 
about £500—to be expended prizes ve races. Encu 
by this liberality, some half-dosen skinn animals (that ap 
= — much missing the f pel ve | in which as ef eee 
ad passed their yout outh and middle age) made a pretence o 
They were ridden by English jockeys (speaking their own lan 
with an idiomatic force quite unknown to the Conventional Di 
Books), who treated the authorities with supreme contempt. he 
horses started when and how they fy me The most interesting 
race of the day was the ‘* Prix du t Jaco (Steeple-chase Hands- 
cor) of wie a Ph ae of the course”? was given in the official 
ae. The idea of fixing such an event to come off in the 
dle of August shows how thoroughly the er have mastered 
‘Les Mystéres du Sport Britann he road was full of 
‘‘ obstacles.” There was a brick w about ‘= height of a lady’s 
fan, a hurdle, a “‘ hurdle English,” a “ river” (quite six feet broad), 
and some any. The clay was evidently a great feature, as it was 
printed in capitals. How the enfranchised cab-horses surmounted 
these — I know ‘on as I left before the race was run, as 
you 
In the kindness of my heart, my dear young Friend, I pede I 
bye ive the brave Be a little lesson in En English. Se 
uded spot, I open ‘ened. and culenamned shouting, 
= ; eae Egalité ! "Oui va le cheval? Qui va Don Gio- 
oma ? Qui va le cheval!” Perfectly charmed with the purity of 
my Festsien accent, an ane crowd surrounded me, and over- 
ed me with pecuniary character. When my pockets 
were quite full, I aS ie time toe time to commence my lesson. I| there- 
fore quietly closed my um and began to move away. Upon 
, my kind friends asked me a number of questions in French. 
off my hat, I returned, ‘‘Me English, me not understand 
Pren oe ym and then began, for the sake of the 
exercise run towards the Station. Then there was a scene of 
fndeseribeble emotion. The mob rushed at me, and made the most 
frantic attem apg It was of no use. I would 
be only sati ct the ours, eee\ they could not 
offer > By this ¢ pad ‘soon afterwards 
(with the paistnse ot Se of the gy showed the 
at the qt the lt invitation of 


oy so proud of your 

Fy), Seared pola, vr In spite 

of your present joy, I am sure that some of you have not quite 
forgotten our sincere well-wisher, Tue CoLonEt, 





Exenann’s Puzzizg anp Pat's Cuanape.—‘‘ You rouse my first 
by 7 aking rent for my second, and my whole is my Country! ”’— 





THE GREAT LORD MAYOR AT BOURNEMOUTH. 


(From a Local Correspondent.) 


HERE, now I can goo to 
bed comfurtable, and 
lie my head on my 

piller in pace, fur now | be 
content; I’ve had my wish, 
and han’t a got nuthun 
moor, in the way o’ sights. 


Cause way now at last 
I’ve asin the Mayor. 
Now I’ ve set eyes u mn the 

Mayor o n. 
I went to Bournemouth 


fle 
USCUTT, 
Mace went afoor un; the Sheruffs Selles's capes 


Bayzey and Mr. Sheruff WooLLoron. T thinks to ayedt how wh 
Sheruffs sounds to Seruffs. But the farmer han’t got no wings, 
and they doan’t want fur bodies. 
Aaater they, come bes a may I heer’d ened Orie —s Auficers 
0’ the London ;. preshus fine 
W7 the Lazp Mayor wus us the Lapy tt ‘Bho got a poop ond 
and unlocked the maain Gene le to the ate Toe, Pier. er 
The band o’ the Grann eons Sao up the Pier 
wi’ Daw Goprree at the Se perro 
There the Lanp Mayor hada or a writun on vellum 
0’ “= kind, persented to un, and he waned Success to Bourne- 


Aaater that, zum on em gie’d the Lapy Mayoness a goolden kay 
to te Oe 2 maain enturnce, fur to let her in there anywhen she ’d a 

se the Lanp Mayor farmerly declared the new Pier to be fully 
open 

In the aaternoon there was a public lunchun in the Winter 
Gaarden, and five hunderd zat down to teeable. Amung um ‘sides 
the Larnp Mayor and the Lapy Mayorgss was the — Vioar 0’ 
Bournemouth, Bishop Ryan, Bishop 0’ somewhere else, ’a zed 

as’t med well take a Bishop of anywhere to zay  alowr the 
yor o’ London, 

Tn | the avenun, a grand show o’ vireworks was let off on the Pier, 
to the Lanp Mayor’s honour. 

Who is there amungst all the grandees of all the vorren naaishuns 
on the veace o’ the arth like the Lamp Mayor o’ London City ? 
What’s the Emperor o’ Roosngnr or Proosuer to un? What’ 8 
Prince Bismark’ What’s his h-and-Migh tiness the Sultan o’ 
Turkey? What’s his Holiness Pwooar? Not vit to hold a 
candle to un, nare a one on’em. Hooray fur the Lanp Mayon! 
The Lanp Mayor for ever! Gloree to the gurt Lanp Mayor! 





VAMILIAR QUOTATION ADAPTED po THE PRESENT SESSION. 


Hakx to the Commons’ cry of 
***Ware of Obstruction!’ 


lank despair 
phys answers “* Where ?” 


OHANGE OF NAME. 


Sin W. Vernon Hancovar to Sir W. Rasip Harncavenrt, 
Motte—'' Varium ot mutabile Femper.” 


VIRGILIAN FORECAST OF EE SESSION OF 1880. 


‘\ __Sedet, stern ue sedebit 
Infelix —.,”’ tame ’ 


OUR GARDENER’S CHRONICLE, 


Don’t place a sensitive plant near a -stock, or there'll 
bea difficulty. . lnnghing 
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THE DECIMAL SYSTEM. 
Brown (entering Pork-butcher’s Shop in France, and seizing a large Sausage done up in silver paper). ‘‘ KQsKERSAYKERSAH !” 


Fair Charcutiére, 
Brown (who always confuses measures of weight with measures of 
Sostssone ve Lyone!” 


Fair Charcutiére (who is never surprised at English eccentricity), ‘‘ Un Kitomirre, Monsigvur ? 


NOUS DONNER UN PRU DE Temps!” 


**O'zst pu Savcisson ps Lyons, Monsrzvr.” 


distance), *‘ ALORS VOULEZ-VOUS ME DONNAY OON KILOMAYTER DE 


CERTAINEMENT ; MAIS IL FAUDRA 











THE MUD-SALAD MARKET HOTEL-GUIDE. 


Mop-Satap Marker is renowned for its hotels. ae | 
, but caravanserais—real comfortable old- 


are not 

th of London, “fall of | 
ing in e centre 

visitors. The ‘‘ Mudford”’ takes in families ; 

devoted to bachelors. To know how to quntoctalty to and trom 

these taverns, is part of the science of ife,—thanks to 

Duke of Muprorp and the t of i -Balad Meret 

There are three da xt. = —- Thursdays, and Satur- 

days— which it is desirable to Darel, b + 4 ~ incoming and outgoing. 

If business or pl not allow tending visitor to avoid 


easure 
these days, the following directions may no om = 
If you arrive by a morning ee your cab about half a mile 
from Mud-Salad Market in on, and engage a porter to 
your luggage on his This will conciliate the market- 
e, and probably decrease “the amount of “ chaff” which is | 
y bestowed upon any person who tries to make the passage of 
a eg Tl mek “e BoP ~ Any = vegetable refuse, 
passenger will pic way y re 
and, if his nose is at all sensitive, he will use a camphoretted hand- | 
kerchief. If his clothes have any 
must not = being called a 
’em on.” When he arrives at the hotel, 
go to bed, even at the most remote 
the purch ase and sale of te a 
a French Revolution. If he goes out on 
keep away till late in the —~——» + 
Duke of eye oe scavengers 
decent. bathe te lene bis lea. eh 2 as 
Tuesday, ae or Saturday, he ‘vill do well to 
porter for his luggage, and walk out of Mud-Salad et as he 
walked into it. hould turn a deaf ear to any offer to fetch ' one | 


these taverns are always full ¢ 
the * Gra 


| of the phantom vehicles known as “night cabs.” They may start 
| from a remote stand, but no amount of bad lan will ever get 
‘them to their destination. The Mud-Salad Jungle is too much for 
them. The off days—Mondays, Wednesda —> and Fridays, not to 
mention Sundays—are less noisy and mud-salady, but more aro- 
matic. On Thursday y ou may get a sight of bright Bend or a whiff 
|of fresh mint; on F leg you get nothing but a stale smell of vege- 
| table matter— 
“ They may sweep and may polish the place as they will, 
But the scent of the cabbage will cling to it stiil.’’ 








Six of One. 


“ Ear Garey, being unable to attend the House of Lords again this Session, 
has addressed an earnest protest to the Earl of RepEsDALB against legislation 
forced upon the country in the absence of the Peers.""—Daily Papers. 


Crres Geer, “ In their travelling » 
They care not two straws for the House, 
They’re going, I fear, to the dogs, 
Just as I’m setting off for the grouse!” 





Nuptials, and Neighbours. 
** Mazry in haste,” as the proverb says, ‘‘ and re ym 
bday proverbial 4 the French on cpnecee, gal o paints » 
e contraction o marriages. egislation is conceiv 
true artistic spirit, being intended to supply French Dramatists 
and Novelists with ample materials. 


t at leisure.” 





Horervt Prospecr vor Inn Lanprorps.—A Rent—in the 
clouds. 
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LITTLE VICTIMS. 
Hane (terrified). ‘‘ WHAT’S THAT ?—THE LORDS?” Rast (shuddering). “ PR'APS IT’S THE FARMERS!!” 
(With Mr. Punch’s apologies to “* The Princes in the Tower,” by J, E. Mitiats, R:A.) 
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MUSIC AND THE DRAMA. 
(After Visiting Messrs. Gatti’s Two Theatres.) 
UsIc’s power 


differently 
ven — may 
true in 
certain quar- 
ters of the 


globe, but 


the | 20t, because I remember having an 


SS. Promenade 
' Concerts. In- 


deed there is 
comet ning 


radically, 

t these (ptetainments. There is is 
masa, Dae Parity of the of the 
at the Ay of the stage than 

t. If you were to do away with 
the dasltainmeaie would not be 
the =. And if you were to do 
come and promenade. 
circumstances :— 


Tory-ly if you like it, wrong 
either too much bar or too m 
audience pay more attention to 
to those which are delivered in 
the musie, it might be alleged 
concerts in the strictest sense 
away with the bar, nobody wo 
has to hear a song under the 

Vocalist. ‘‘On mossy banks reclining,” 

Deaf Bucolic. What does he sa was shining ? 

Vocalist. *‘ We sat, my love As 

Bibulous Individual. Oh, *ARRY, ain t, I dry | 

Vocalist. ‘‘ As daylight was 

ence wants refining. 


Justly Indi 
to peep from the sky.” 
Vociferous Turfite. Bend Or—that’s all my eye! 


As it is, one 


Vocalist. ‘‘I heard not the ecurten a 
A Lover of Music. I bs fa is ie wid ging 


Vocalist. ** Its ee" 
Psa Not yeeee. : “i have beer | 

Vocalist, ** eard bu’ nightingale 
Draper’s Assistant. I have been shootin a ried win 
Vocalist. ‘I heard but Love's w! Tr co om wie 
Professional Pickpocket. Of the Peeler let’s keep clear. 


a conlt _ We sat he Ara , 
ipose Personage. isn’t this pushing riling 
J ocalist, ** Shone forth with silver ra 
’Arry, Twelfth drink I have had to- 
Vocalist. ‘* For the hours in sweet beguilin 
The Marchioness of Camberwell. ’Ot! alin D m almost biling ! 
Vocalist. ‘* Like moments flew swiftly away.” 
Appreciative, Courteous, and Musical A: lence. ’Ooray! it’s all 
over! Ooray! 


At the Adelphi Forbidden Fruit is drawing good houses, and that 
despite the heat of the pote, ee when the sensible man hates plea- 
sure even worse than he does b orbidden Fruit has been a 
| very hard bit of work et the the Adelphi oth Actors and Audience. 
_ They once played the Merchant 2 ‘enice at the Prince of Wales’s, 

| and a very nice, poueeh. atte i Play And made of 
| it; but the Pan i of H.R.H.’s servants hylock to the 
wing-room, were as nothing to the = te a the J ade phi villains 

| to get add. | EH Wi. _When you have been in the habit 
of cutting people’s heads off, firing at lengieree 3 frome behind hedges. 
Sak Uakin Wo ie esses down wells and over pices and 

| generall merit Memb henge contour’ for human Tlife as if you 
ome-K: arliament addressing an Irish mob 
it is a struggle to doling wkedr than to ue» le plage 
equivocation to the wife of yous | bosom, nothing more despera’ than 
to imbibe rather freely in ele And when, as an audi- 
ence, you have been in the = ©. bia ing Your feelings harrowed, 
and have iar yee Virtue over Vice, it is 
almost an maa at 7 very people you 
TaY1or is first-rate 








elod: i 
von. to folly,” Sat oc a sublio dav but cdewe? 
y, Ww can &@ won c t admire 
oy ae = tee ening po ab ‘ond Barmaid, 





is very good, and Miss Marron West comes out just strong enough 
as the rather objectionable Zulu. Messrs. Luorps anv Parry's 
scenes are ingenious and effective, and the entire piece is as well 
‘ mounted ” as usual by the Messrs. Garri. 
But—‘‘a Comic Drama, by Drow Bovcrcautt.’”’ Arrah, be aisy 
a ye, Dron! It’s all part of the fun to say that Mr. BoucicavLt 
te Forbidden Fruit. He write it—not he! This was how the 
pn drama was written :— es 


Sczenz—A Bedroom. Clothes distributed with artistic confusion 
about the room: a Waistcoat in the fire-place, a Shirt in the 
bath, a Watch in the fender, and a Latch-key and some change 
in the boots, Person of Convivial Habits in bed. He wakes. 


Person of C. H. Oh! ah! Whata headache I have got! And 
how thirsty I am! (Drinks his bath.) Where was I last night? 
Let me see. To begin with, I dined at Lisacer’s. of us, yes, 
the Captain and Armsrrone the AF me. Jockey. Two, three, 
artes, w we had four champagne-2n0e, § and oe. way ve did have 


did drink port on the top No, we did 
ae Chartreuse. 

Ah’ :but or by afterwards at the ’s Club. 
have And then we went to the theatre—which was 


We must 
it? ribo rye had to go down-staim Then of course it was 
the Ori , for I remember now @ said the Ameri- 
can bar was so handy between the bet them, too, from 
the amount of gin-alk we had. “es a very good piece we saw, 
was abe good and e Thay ye forgotten what it 

Let me see. There was a bi running away from 
wif and Cremrae Guten, Gardens, and men sending false telegrams to 
funny, yery 
AOTS II., 


funny indeed ! 
The same as Act i. varying the locality 0 


IIL, axp IY, 
the dinner, and the 
quality (not quantity) of the 
ACT V. 


tions, 
Person of C. H. “‘1 must really eschew sack, and live cleanly.” 
| want money. become an Author, I will write a comic 
olay. Let me see. was that about husbands runni rasning 
from their wives, and going to Cremorne Gardens, which they are 
ilways ing at the Criterion? I remember now. I combine 
ny ons of yas? I have seen very much after dinner for some 
years at the Criterion, and adapt them for the Adelphi, and call 
them Forbidden Fruit. 


Arab, now, Mr. Bovucicautt, is not that the truth intirely, 
t 


dar’ 

o more on theatres a, things theatrical this week. A yealthy 
yunt from the coun insists upon accompanying me er 
Majesty’s this ev , where she has not been since she heard Guist, 
LaBLacue, and somebody whom she calls Sapenen, but who is not 
known to fame. She is desirous to see whether Operas are given in 
the same way as they used to be, and whether the ballet still keeps 
up its character. She is grieved at there being no restriction as to 
evening dress, as she fears that it will do away with the “* coopdial”’ 
of the house, and prevent the Court es attending in their dia- 
monds. Good soul, what should she know oar the season, or of that 
celebrated Italian Opera, the Mastodon Minstrels, or of that far- 
—  —\ Italian singer and passionate Italian actor, Signor 

itty Rict ? 


away 





Sporting and Colonial. 
Latest Betting on the Cape Two Thousand, 
3 to 1 against Lord KiwexRLey’s Quiet Humour. (Offered.) 
100 to 1 against Sir Bantie Faerr’s Lucid Explanation. (Nothing 


done. 
5 to4 on fens Buv’s Sound Judgment. (Taken.) 
A POINT FOR MR. DILLON’S NEXT SPEECH. 
(On the Appointment of the New Commander-in-Chief of the Troops in 
Ireland.) 


“Tne Saxon rales us with a rod of iron. And, boys, not content 
with that, what does he do nuw? Shure he’s going to try Sreee.” 


HAYGRARIAN HOUTRAGE,. 


First Rustic. ’Ow be grass crop ? 


Second Rustic. Hay 1. { Hexeunt homnes. 


Frest Fropie at THe Lexps Musica Festrvat.—The Duke of 





Eprvsurcu—Leeds. (Does he ?—ask Dr. ARTHUR SULLIVAN.) 
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“ OVERLOADED ;”” 


Or, THE STRAWS WHICH BREAK THE CaEgap-Excursion-CaMEL’s Ta ERE-AND-BACK. 











EGOES OF THE WEEK. 

I pr not go to Honululu any more than Bismarck went to Canossa. 
“We will not” —the Rei ler, Orro Fiizst vow Bismark 
Scuéms Somerurya, I forget what, should have said—" We can not go 
to Canossa.” I should have quoted the historic declaration in its his- 
torical “* plat Deutsch” (best German “ plats,” or plates, are made at 
Dresden) ; only my memory is beginning to play me sad tricks ; and 
not having Ravscainxken and Karrorretskopr’s Great English- 
German Lexicon at hand, I could not, for the life of me, remember 
whether ‘‘ go” is rendered in the Teutonic-Sol-Fa speech of the music- 
loving Fatherland as “‘ gehen” or “‘ gangen.” In Romaic Greek to 
go is rabéndvpew, and to go away is to taxeoverooxew, But I am sure 

Bismaxcx said that he would not go to Honululu—I mean 


Mem. I know Canossa (a small town near Reggio, in the ex- 
Grand-Duchy of Modena) very well, and have spent many happy 
days there at the good old Albergo of the Can del Pomo di Terra, kept 

jolly old Canpizuccnxro. I bought an indisputably genuine 
4NALETTO from candid old CanpizuccuERo for an almost nominal 
sum, inclusive of butter, pepner, and salt, (what odd media the great 
Venetian master used! Mr. Hotmaw Huwr, and the members of the 
Painters’ Guild, should look to the list of CawaLerro’s vehicles, 


which were not always gondolas) and sold it, the picture, at rather 
a high figure, to my poor dear friend Mirza Tater Kuan: (‘* Who 


os he can’t?” the estimable ALtBuT ALLHOT, used jestingly to 
ask) who was Secretary of Legation in the days when CanTacuzME 
Anyman Kuan was Persian Ambassador at St. Petersburg. Ah! the 
delightful.Nevskoi Prospect. ‘‘ Neva,” shall I see thee more! And 
there are as many naves at the Great Kasan Church, as there are 
knaves among the waiters at Domrniqvux’s Restaurant. 


But how wasit, you may ask, that 1 didn’t goto Honululu. Well, 
in the first place, I remembered that Sandwich—(do you remember 
Grorece THE TurEp’s story about “‘ Jemmy Twircuer?” this was 
not the Lord Sanpwics, whose ay Spe a friend of Ninon DE 
L’ Encros, and fought a duel with the Karl of Srarr, who, for all his 
much vaunted politeness, was in the habit of “ stairing” very rudely 
at people, and remarking, when remonstrated with, ‘‘ stare super anti- 
quas vias,” to which the Earl of Sanpwica “ Per Stare 
meglio state qui,” and so knocked him down on the staircase, and the 
fon -pie that had a diamond ring in it ?)—I say that I remember (I 
te parentheses, and warn all young journalists against using those 
“figures of speech” unnecessarily)—that Sandwich in Kent was 
nearer the Reading-Room of the British Museum than Hawaii. 


Mem, Touching the porcine pasty alluded to above (the modern 
Greek for one is *Aaxotvriv tov xoipov), I am in a position to state 


~~ eet es OL sect oO OO RP. 


ante. och ach tem 468 Oe ot 


li tt a le ee al ee ee 
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that the Right Hon. Wiixram Prrr did 
not exclaim, in his last moments, ‘‘ Oh, 
Britain! Oh, my country!” What he 
really said was, ‘‘ I think that I should 
like one of Bellamy’s pork-pies.” Lord 
Expon (not the nobleman whose mansion 
was lately burglarised—pardonnez moi le 
mot—but the famous cellor, whom, 
from the fact of his living at Doubtin 
Castle the Chancery suitors used to ca 
Giant Despair), together with Mr. Apprne- 
tow Symonps, and Old Groner Rose (who 
invented whitebait, and ‘‘Mrs. Brown at 
the Play,” but who was prema y cut 
off, thus leading CuaTezavBRIAND patheti- 
cally to exclaim, ‘‘ Z/ a vécu ce que virent 
is meee ee Pun gaan’ and left 
is property to‘his nephew ARTHUR, on 
condition that he should assume the name 
of SKETCHLEY), off at once on horse- 
back for London. On Wimbledon Common 
they were pursued by a fare of juvenile 
highwaymen, ing, “Throw out your 
mouldy coppers!” but Epon, having 
Sessetdaen. tg. cheveie bition he one 
oes, by cleverly g him over 
the head with the Great Seal (which never 
left him, but which, for safety’s sake, was 
placed in a Gladstone travelling-bag), the 
illustrious trio reached the ment- 
room of the House of Commons in safety. 


They returned to Pu (by way of 
Melton Mowbray), with no less seven 
pork-pies. But it was too late. With a 
sad smile, and in a faint voice, the expiring 
Prime Minister—the ‘‘ pilot who stormed at 
the weather” as the ‘Aunt of the Jaco- 
bins” called him—murmured, ‘‘ Roll them 
upin the map of Europe, and send them, 
with my compliments, to Mr. WarTLine. 
They will not wan until the next 
Lye a Orphanage Féte at the Alexandra 

ace.’ 


Mem. Bettamy (whom SHERIDAN used 
to call “‘ Dinnerbellamy,” and who always 
vehemently denied the imputation of having 
written the “‘ Letters of Junius”), was at 
first very loth to with his pork-pies, 
which, as he wit y remarked, never per- 
formed out of London. “ ell, you may 
take them,” he said at last, ‘‘as they are 
for Mr. Pirr; but there will be no Moore 
of them for the Burersses of Putney.” 
A rare wag Bettamy! When Sampson 
WoopFatt, the Printer, was in the custody 
of the Sergeant-at-Arms (your health, Cap- 
tain Gossett, and all your wives’ and fami- 
lies’, and may pec live long, and prosper!), 
the prisoner’s table was supplied from the 
Commons refreshment-room (whence the 
pores saying, ‘‘Short Commons, and Long 

arliamentary Returns;” and B 
when the captive, on being enlarged, pai 
his bill, jocosely observed, ‘‘ WoopraL1, do 
they ou? By cock and pork-pie, Sir, 
you have been a Windfall for me!’ 


Instead, then (as I have endeavoured 
briefly to explain), of going to Honululu, 
I went to Hammersmith, mainly, I admit 
for the purpose of clearing up the mystery 
which has long puzzled me as to why Foote 
(or was it Serjeant Battantine?) should 
ware ws ag ae a — phy a 

saying tha ought to sent to 
Turnkame Green the that was the way 
to Hammersmith. Surely it would have 
more humorous to say that epicures in 
August should go to Kensington, seeing 
that the old ‘Court Suburb” (I remember 
my great-gran er telling me that she 
went to school at Birchington House—or 
was it at Bridlington Quay? but my 

treacherous—an 


mi is getting very 0 
red-brick mansion on the site either of the 
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“AFTER THE FAIR.” 
Country Cousin comes up in August to see the Exhibition of Pictures at the Royal Academy | 

















Porter. “ Burss yer ’ART, WE'RE CLOSED!” 
Country Cousin. ‘‘Crosep! Waat! pipn’r ir parti!” 











, Albert Hall, or of Baron Granr’s palace, or of the New Kensington Vestry Hall), t because it 


is the way to Ham-and-Peas-Smith. 


I found Hammersmith slightly dull. All the smithies were closed, and there were no 
Nasmyth’s steam-hammers for sale at the ham and beef shops. Sreryeenee the bridge was 
in a state of Suspension: in fact things in general reminded me of the play of Hamlet with 
the part of Hammersmith (Stanrorp’s map of the Environs of London is the best : the veracity 
of Lyson, who was also the topographer of the Afghan War, is not above suspicion) omitted. 


There will be no ‘‘Ecors” next week, as I am going to have my hair cut. I am much 
pained that the psychological and archeological research necessary to — exhaustively 
why I went to Hammersmith in lieu of Honululu should have precluded me from replying 
to eight hundred and seventy copeepenaas, who ask me whether Hannan Mone ever wrote 
or sang any comic songs besides ‘‘ The Hackney Coachman.” The fact is——but I must have 
my hair eut.—Addio / Tue Execraic Licuter, 

(G. A. 8. superseded.) 
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A FRENCH CIRCE. 


who is bargaining for apartment), 
RIx, A PRENDRE OU A LAISSER—ET ENCORE SI JE 





Landlady (to Ji 
' C’xst Mow DERNIER 







T M’EST SI BYMPATHIQUE QUE JE VOUDRAIS AVorR MONSIEUR POUR LOCAT 











** Nox, Mownsrevr ! 
, 


chow A OB PRIX-LA, C'EST PARCEQUE LA PHYSIONOMIE OUVERTE DE MonsIEUR 


‘\ 
\i\ 
\\\\\ 





L 





weather, 
finest 
place in the North, to whic 
vitation, but are prevented from accepting it b 
ness connected with the slow progress thro Parli 
_ of the Parochial Beadles’ Compensation Bill. 


| whom you have been cautioned to 
_ | possible care of yourself, to 
leg wey abstemious in what you eat and drink, to 


| illness in 
are looking, and that you are the very man he was on 
| his way to ask to join a lively party at dinner, that 
| evening, at the Star and Garter. 


AWRENCE ENSLEIGH, beggin ou to joi 

cruise to the Hebrides, in San r 
Srice, and to be obliged to answer that you cannot get off 
}an en 

| annw: 
| ment, Lambley Nook. 





AGGRAVATING, 
To be cheerily accosted three times in the same 


sultry day, by jubilant friends, who are just off to Seot- 
land, Norway, and Switzerland, and to be asked by each 
| of them when you are leaving Town, and where you are 
| going this Py Ha oe ‘‘goings” being likely to be 


unded by the Charing Cross radius. 
To receive letters full of tantalising accounts of lovely 
beautiful scenery, delightful party, and the 
possible shooting, at your old friend BDALE’S 
you have a Pressing in- 
usi- 
t 


As you are returning from a visit to your doctor, by 
e the test 


to bed early, and to be 


met »/ Frank Jottonp, who never had a day’s 
is life, and to be told by him how well you 


To be kept waiting three days in rainy weather, at 


| Lowater, for the third volume of Breakers Ahead, by 
| the Authoress of Clouds in the Horizon, Mutterings of 
| the Storm, &c. ‘ 


To receive a telegram from your old College chum, 
‘Tim in a 
is new screw yacht Denti- 


ement to accompany your Aunt Justrna in her 
visit to that quiet little hydropathic establish- 


To be told in confidence by one of the executors, the 


day before you are leaving Town for your holidays, 


= | that if you had shown a little more attention to your 


Vous LE 





ArRE !” 


[We will not insult our readers by translating. | Hiss-trionic performance, 


- | maiden cousin, Everttpa Mayrreip, you would most 
= | probably have been her residuary legatee, instead of the 
‘| recipient of nineteen guineas. The will 
under sixty thousand pounds, and the whole of the pro- 
perty, with the exception of your own and one or two 
other similar legacies, was distributed between the Hos- 
ital for Diseases of the Imagination and Fancy, the 
| eon ed Shelter Society, and the Home for Lost 
anaries. 


was proved 








A BOW STREET VAUGHAN-ING TO MANAGERS, 
Wuat they mustn’t object to in their Theatres—a 








LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
I.—Tae Lrextrss M.P.’s. 


LOVE to be lazy and 

lounge ’neath the 
limes, 

And glance at orations one 

in the Times / 

It makes fe quite hot - ad 

ing speech after 

I cool my parened throat 

with a ripe ruddy 


The Twelfth 's pone. and 
an y’re in 
Le House! 










eS URS 








St ne me 








ts . 
Who make themselves hot: they sh: uld take my advice, 
To sit and “ calmly some something-and-ice. 
I swing and | slumber, blow ring after ring, 
I dream and I wonder, I ponder and sing : 
When lulled off to sleep by the humming of bees, 
I dream of the droning of dismal M.P.’s. 















I’ve nothing to think about, nothing to do— 


I drift down the stream in my nutshell canoe: 
With pipe in my mouth, and with paddle in hand, 


I wo 


Who’d broil at St. 


d not change places with one in the land ! 
Stephen's at this time of year, 


Who might be so happy by Hambledon Weir ? 
fille 


As white sails are 


by the light summer breeze, 


Sincerely I pity those luckless M. P.’s. 
All day is my own, I can just throw a fly— 


Not dream of the Spgaxenr, nor “‘ catchi 
Can panee in a punt, go te 
1’m heed 


his eye a 
when I please ; 
ess of all Parli’ment’ry decrees ! 


’Tis lucky sometimes, when you can’t reach the goal. 
Most fortunate I—at the foot of the poll. 


Had I 


but got in at Saint Shuckleton Lees 


I now should be groaning with Luckless M.P.’s. 








Infant Prodigy. 


‘(Qn the 17th instant, at 3 and 4, St. Martin’s Court, Ludgate Hill, the 


The Twelfth gone and past, 
not a bangat the grouse! 
I read and I marvel, ’neath wide- ing 
And pity the sorrows of grouseless M.P.’s. 
| I swing in a hammock and smoke cigarettes, At 3 and 4! 
And list to the lawn-tennisonian pe prodigy son ! 


wife of Gzonor Gasp, of a son.’’— Times ( Birth Column}, Aung. 19. 


This boy will be in two places at once. Here’sa 


NEW NOVEL. 


Tue Atheneum announces St. Martin’s Summer, by SurRLEY 


| Surru, Author of His Last Stake. 
| work ought to be First Chop. 


With this reputation, the new 
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@@ To Oonausronpawts — The Bditor does not hold hunsel/ bound to acknowledge, return, 
stamped and directed envelope 
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Contrvutwns 
should be kept. 


. In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by 4 


Dok ih woes o-S>oa.e © 
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MR. PS REPRESENTATIVE. 


(0 new features, and some older ones, at the Alhambra— 
pa f Forewsl to Favart.) 


La Fille du Tambour 
Majer is still running at 
ra, and doing 
sufficientl good business to 
warrant t anagement 
in calling her The Fill of 
the Alhambra. Miss Epira 
Buiaxz is the dashing 
Vivandiére, Mr. Mervin 
he Tambour — A Mr. 
ESLIE amusing Duc 
della Volta—an e 
rated type of the Beau 
in School—while Miss 
Losesy has laced 
by Mlle. Perrexci as 
Fanyy 


& 
and played by Miss Sr. 
Quintew, who has been 
the round of all the Comic 
played in Bade and having 
ayed adame Favart 
Les Cloches for I don’t 
ot how many h 
in the life of a young Actress— 
- at home at the Alhambra. 
It was no easy matter to come Fanny Leste as the Little 
Drummer, but Miss Sr. Q) im succeeding has suc 

Two new features—not that are any old ones here—“* nobody 
is old or ugly in Ba-ath,” as Mr. Pickwick’s M.C. said—have been 
introduced am all the features for which this house is 
celebrated. The Gavotte in Act II., and the Grand Ballet d’ Action, 
which description, tho suggestive of a Ballet of Barristers— (what 

a beautiful thing would be a Ballet @ Action-at. Law !!—why, Mess 
Grtpert and Suttivan’s Trial by Jury would be nowhere beside 
it—but it might be pla ed musi hay been explained away he Be title, 


The Al "7 igen bd 
ACOBI. “7 on all the steam ¢ 
Why” make it ‘* arial music ” ? Maly bn it is, and excellent 
it is from first to last, and Sppepent characteristically dramatic. 
Can I deseribe the pit I will try 
The scene is “*‘ A Wooded Ravine’ near Milan.” pO le of happy 
Peasants, who are gluttons at dancing, an ribed in 
this as Ravine-ous. They ant @ . a a — and 
‘keep the tambourine a rollin’.” Count Lelio (that most admirable 
4 Pareto artistes, Mile. Tu. pE GiLLeRt) arrives suddenly 
tells a thrilling story, in which =. happy Peasants more 
? i interested, though trifle annoyed at inter- 
ruption. 
ngry Brigand Petruccio oe Matruews) follows the Count, 
a Sa g his legal fare,—dispute,—and there is just 
going to be a serious difficulty, when in bounds an elegant aol 
who seems to belong to some c _ de ballet, probably performin 
the Milan Theatre, with whom the naughty Count. Lelio has elo 
a hurry, wanes pitas bes Seas te Case be dress. She is peally 
Zanetta, the sister of the Brigand Chief, and is played by Mile, 
PratouDr, With presence of mind she settles the difficulty as 
to the cab-fare with her father—an extra ce does it, added to 
the prospect of a dance with Pipeta (Mile. ), the Innkeeper’s 
daughter—and then om scpybede bursts into dance, until the Count, 
with myn , joins the Brigand Chief's sister in a 
, Count entirely, and going in 
the aristocracy wi 


nights—which sounds like 
seems at last to have found 


the ravine- 
] in rn such a dance as even interests the b/asé 
peasantry, and a y encored by - audience. 

Then Mile. Rosa and the Chief of the Brigands have a turn, much 
to the delight of the latter, into whose arms she skips in the most 
vedere manner, acon down the house—and a bouquet. 

ery telling music, ACOBI’S ; _ story-telling music, as it 
ou ht to be, and that ’ 8a catching fe, pais time, to which Rosa 
the Chief execute their pas. nnkeeper’s daughter’s Pa 
peep pe ayy 
action is over, 
better 


to the and doesn’t appear till the 
we go pleasure to business, all the 
for the relaxation. The Gavotte comes on about half-past nine, 
and the Ballet at ten. So much for the new features. 
Madame Favart « for the Le Cyndie. It has 


been a genuine, but | Se! 
might avail itself of the three ae he 





upper private boxes capable of holding more than one person com- 


fortably. The arrangements, too, for entrance and exit—off the stage 
I mean—are about the most inconvenient—to say the least of it—in 
London. Uncommon report—for common report cannot be trusted— 
speaks highly of Olivette, the new Offenbachian Opera, which is to 
appear shortly—at least not shortly, but in Three ote—quite long 
enough for any Comic Opera, however sparkling, says 


Mr. P.’s REPRESENTATIVE. 


P.8.—During the hot weather, when so many London Theatres 
are closed, it is not astonishing to read of the great success of 


“Dainx” my THe Provinces, 


a TOP OF THE GAY-MARKET. 
oe mie wrens of Mud-Salad Market, as the crow 


Ff _ opencets. | kerb-stone, midnight 
of of etle-marhc, vl the Gay-Mar et. We say ‘‘as the 
for no crow of repertebl habits would pro- 

The Gay-Market, as it now exists, is 

of Lord Mipaseae Braver, the Police, and the 
The Police may ibly derive some profit 

and Lord Mipyicnt Bruce Pend the Middlesex 


under the fond impression that by turning a 
certain order of Vice into the open highwa mapeeeer the glare of the 
gas-lamps, they are forwarding the cause 

Does it ocenr to these theoretical moralists that instead of 
regulating the few who are hopelessly bad, » they may probably be 
ay om Ss multitude whose yy 74 is * ete 

0 city in presents suc pon picture as the 0 
the Gay Market between midnight and one or two in the aitine. 
Here is a Metropolis which has worked for pm Con and spent countless 
millions of money to carry off its oe we unobse apparently 
revelling in a public exhibition of its worst aeeal impurities. 
Here the sort of foreign 1 yrsente which the powerful pencil of Joun 
Leecu, years ago, showed that Jounw Bui would willingly dispense 
with—enters into unholy competition with Moll Flanders, who some- 
times finds a coronet in the > but more often to the work- 
house. Bullies, betting-men, shop-boys, swells—riff-raff of all kinds 
—mix with the overdressed “eo es, and block up the penwer with 
a crowd whose object is unmistakable. e way is half filled 
with noowing broughams and cabs driven by knowing cabmen, 
while the police look on, like spectators at a show, in speechless 
admiration, or hopeless bewilderment. 

Which is the best system ?—A licensing body of some six hundred 
more or less ignorant and prejudiced gentlemen—chiefly amateurs — 
who leave London, with its four millions of people, without « Casino 
or a Music- en, thrust our necessary under our noses in 
the most 4 of our public highways, or a public licenser who 
knows his business, and provides a few under responsible 
management, where even the most degr have no excuse for 
flaunting rowdyism ? 





icy yin tat 
a 


po bE may 





The Tunis Question. 


Tax Italian snubs the Frank and doth impugn his 
Right to stretch eastward. a piteous lune is. 
Discordant Notes! Yet neither out of Tune is! 





The Mudford Metropolitan Disgrace. 


Tux Aisthetic Poet of the Period wonld find a congenial subject 
in Mud-Salad Market, Then he will be thoroughly able to realive 
the Beauty of Decay. is ly delightful to any 
ene @he om aNd a sadeen tnd to capbaeens Over settemnens. 





Aw Exastic Bawp.—The Mastodon Minstrels. 
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PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Mownnay, August 23 (Commons).—Dilion y. Forster.” No case 
but seven hours of wordy abuse, which, to summarise, were as useful 
and entertaining as to make a précis of the annals of Donnybrook or 
a 2 Mr. Ditto, the Irish Guy Fawkes manqué gets his 
deserts elsewhere. Enough! Limp, listless, unlistening Mr. Punch 
lo on his seat and mused. ‘Ton of ice used daily to cool at- 
mosphere of House of Commons! How much would it take to cool 
Members’ tempers ?’”’ Dreamily working out this sum, Mr. Punch 
slept and found himself and the House transferred to the fabled 
region where men’s words freeze to silence as they fall from their 
lips. Hurroo! mentally vociferated Mr. P., as SULLIVAN inaudibly 
shouted nonsense to a welkin that wouldn’t ring, and blatant 
Biceak’s ineffectual facial spasms writhing forth inaudible vocables 
to an air void of acoustic properties, reminded him uely of a 
mute Medusa in speechless tantrums. Hurroo! Here at last isa 
eure for Obstruction. Muncuavusen,I thank thee! At the moment, 
the mel moment, refrigeration’s salutary rule ceased, a thunder- 
ous tohu-bohu of ten- ious- Paddies-contemporaneously-per- 
crating | power burst upon Mr. Punch’s appalled ear, and he awoke— 


Tuesday (Lords).—Lord RepespaLe may takecomfort. No longer 
have he and his companions occasion mournfully to pipe :— 


We are Peers, poor pumped-out Peers, 
And we ‘ve got no work to do—o—o! 


The Employers’ Liability Bill comes up. Second Reading moved 
by the Loxnp Cuancentor. Lords Craanproox, Brasourner, and 
Cannanvor, with Somexset’s sub-acid Duke, whilst effectually 
** dissembling” their love, refrain from ‘‘ kicking it down-stairs,” but 
each intimates that he is Miching Mallecho,{and means mischief—in 
Committee. ‘ ‘ : 

(Commons.)—‘* Come Back to Erin !” the Irish Members in 
chorus, but hardly in unison. Mr. Punch declines the invitation. 
He has pictorially expressed his view of the position (see Cartoon), 
and Par had better take his friendly advice than give heed to coun- 
sels of confusion from Cork, or traitorous tips from Tipperary. Mr. 
Punch, for his part, takes a placid pipe on terrace, whilst Pappy 
plays the lion’s part (all roaring) in purposeless debate within. 

Wednesday (Commons). 

Scans—The Peers’ Gallery. Lord Braconsrigxp, Sir 8. Nortucote, 

Sir W. Harcourt, and Mr. Puncu discovered conversing. 

Mr. Punch. Ah, back to the old haunt, my Lord? Right glad 

To eee you look so taut and trim. 
I’ve had 
Trust W. G., 


Lord B. (quite the buck). 
Recuperative rest. 
In the Grantully Castle, out at sea, 
May find a like relief from wear and worry, 
Under the care of CLarx and DonaLp CuRRIE. 
Seems dull without him here. How imperturbable 
Haxrtinoron looks! 
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~ W. Harcourt. Ah he a not disturbable 


ta, like our dear 

wh 3 Ioan sfield —— his Ayacinthi ine fore- 
lock.) Humph! I fear—J—sometimes—— 

Sir W. Harcourt. Scorpions are not midges ! 
Sir 8. Northeote. Hear! 
Sir W. ae (tartly). Pity you cannot keep 

our mi 

Lord oael eke (deprecatingly). Hush ! 
We’re here on neutral ground. You ’ve quite 


a rush 
Of business on to-day. 
Sir W. Harcourt, Oh! Wednesday now, 
As less devote to veeinge ent row, 
Is our best work-day. hy, this afternoon 
We’ = ) ay marched to quite a quick-step 


The ne Bill knocked off; then 
Savings Banks. 
Now the Grain css Order in the ranks 
Is all we want. 
Sur 8. Northcote ent meditativel Laws 4 below 
the ga . I wonder if _ 
Of Ben wil on i cockerels ? Vast y slight 
Is my control. 
Mr. Punch (to Lord B., sotto voce). My Lord, we 
miss you much— 
Your steely hand-grip and your silker touch. 
NorTHcoTe means well, but in his handling 
moves 
Much like a spinster mild, in cotton gloves, 
Fumbling on the piano. 
Lord Beaconsfield. Ah, poor Starr 
Can’t understand the art of cutting chaff. 
Not the sole fumbler, nous ! (Gazing intently 
at Sir W. H.) You see, pcm 4 
Of dash undisciplined may mar the touch 
More than too little. 
Mr. Punch (significantly). Habet ! 
Sir 8. Nort cote (jubilamly)- Ha! ha! ha! 
Lord Beacons ey Well, this grows tame. I 
ll say Ta-ta! [ Bxeunt. 
Thursday (Lords). —In debate on the 
Employers’ Liability Bill, Lord Bracons- 
FIELD moved an Amendment that ‘‘ The 
Act shall continue in force till the 31st 


Secretary com: 
Earl’s Amendment to the printers, had put 


it in his ket, and os rate gotten all about 
uli! Behemoth sag but ~ 
is soul-shaking, eugrestive, indeed 
pot Mel rama, to entitled A 
Canes Devil of a Pa, ; or, the Earl’s 
; re and the Oblivious Urchin’s 


Oh! it was the Adolescent who the Earl's 
Amendment had 
To carry to the printers, but, forgetful little lad, 
He put it in his pocket, like a surreptitious top, 
Ora — stolen apple, and—allowed it there to 
stop! 


Off with his head? Oh, not at all! the times 
have altered much, 
The urchin was a traitor, and deserved his death 


as such ; 
But aun of Tower Hill and Axe the lucky 
little churl 
Got mentioned in the Times, and complimented 
by an Earl. 


But although Lord GranviL_e considered 
that he mane yy boy who a 
the best posible manner, the Hart's ae 
ment was carried, with others, and the Bill 
passed thro Committee. 

(Commons.)—Lord R. CHURCHILL’s super- 
sensitive ha been the prey of a 

emotions — 


ving 
perfect gamut of | 
Kaine bar ~—- regret, 
&e, Am yh the ‘“ new Irish Policy,” 
in Mr. ta - 


supposed to 

i speech, be rey calling the Gx Guixe 
— a wicked fneendiary, i 

waste of some hours which Fe 
better devoted by the House to Supply, 























































































































“AND THIS IS FAME!” 


House of Commons Official (to Stranger who is returning to his seat in the Gallery), “ Name, 
Sir?” 
Stranger (Editor of the ‘‘ Mudborough Gazette,” and Author of many justly celebrated Works), 
‘Name! Anem! Braccotr—J. B. Braaccor !” 
Jaded Oficial, ‘‘Tor-rut-rur! ’Nor THE SLIGHTEST USE MENTIONING YoUR OWN NAMB, 
Sm. I want THE NAME or THE MEMBER WHO INTRODUCED you !”’ 
J. B. B. (disgusted). ‘* Oa |—Tomxrns |” 
as wrathfully to his seat, and determines to write a scathing Article in next Number 
- Caterctregpers.”” 
and b by y Lord I Rampensa ‘to the further ‘anlenietien of that ‘refractory moustache of his. 
Can it be that chronic  attatie Affects that hirsute adornment, as wrath is said to 
do the bristling beard of the Grand Turk 
Then followed (in Committee on ode ly) “linked bitterness long drawn out” (Hibernian 
tap) anent the Constab Vote, relieved only by a crystal-clear, earnest, calm-tempered, 
and kindly-hearted ovation from Joun Bricut ; elocutionary pearls 1s thrown’ before perverse 
and eens -headed Irish porkers. 
Obstruction once again ‘‘ made a night of it,” Thursday’s sitting being prolonged until 
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mid-day on Friday, a continuous cantankerous curimenage of twenty- 
one hours, relieved only by Lasovcnene’s cynical liery, and 
Sottivan’s “palpable supper” of plum-buns. A reductio ad 
aheurdum of “ Nights and Suppers with the Gods”! The com- 
batants, after compromising the credit of the House, and their own 
reputation for common sense, compromised also the matter at issue 
(which nobody seemed very clearly to understand), and the House 
adjourned at ten minutes to one, to re-assemble at two. i 
from Buns to Bunnies, it read the Ground-Game Bill a Third Time, 
amidst quite a little shower of classical quotations, and despite the 
fervent denunciations of Jeremiah-Newpereate, the dread vaticina- 
tions of Cassandra-Caar in, and the tart taunts of Thersites-Excao. 
The latter terrified the House by swearing, with truly tragic inten- 
sity, that “‘ he woald rather have his tongue cut out than”’—be as 
other Members are—even as renegade crt! The thought 
of a tongueless ELcuo staggers the alertest fancy, and causes the 
beonest ey S to lose its Pee of the > Im pre. 

{LcHO without his tongue! As easy to imagine o herself, having 
lost her voice from cold, , like the fair Juliana of poetic 
fame, in sucking Ipecacuanha lozenges ! 

Then, wearied by wrangle and long dead-lock 
(The fashion, alas! in this long-winded latter day) 
The House adjourned about five o'clock, 
To meet again on Saturday!!! 


[And Punch is left lamenting ! 





THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 


BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


CHAPTER XIil. 
A Rom Suevenerr. 


far ing forward, he gras 
oe 6 boo’ful creeshur ! Boe 


Ra\ 
eh Oe 


His mathematical mind was ocew 
tion which within the next half 

etermined to make to Mortmmma. 

serew himself up to consort pitch; but on leaving the room to 

follow Morieena, his head came in sudden i 

floor, when it struck him that the screwing 


completely successful, and that there 
where—the somewhere being apparentl 
— ** Screwed!’ he murmured to hi 
Screwed, but not sufficiently tight.” 
five-syllable word as if his tongue -ere in a knot. 

But MoxLeena was in view, and, with the influence of the Ancient 
Thomas still on him, he a cordial manner as, guiding him- 
self by the hedge, he followed her into the shrubbery, and approached 


her cautiously. 
“ Tehk!” ie said, playfully. 
She was not aware of having’ been 


MoxrLeewa was startled. 
pursued. 








** I beg you will leave me alone,” said she, in a freezing tone. 

4 Bat a gentleman in whose veins the fire of the Ancient Thomas 
still burns, is not so easily frozen. 

“I want to have—li’le”—(he meant “little,” but emotion pro- 
bably choked his utterance)—“ li’le con’sash’n with you,” murmured 
Mr. Marrrx, tenderly. 

“* As little as possible,” answered MorLeena, seeing no way of 


ing | escape, as the man blocked up the narrow path, and extended his 


arms so as to clutch both sides of the shrubbery. 

The time for letting out his great secret had arrived. How should 
he let it out to the best advantage ? It was not like a fly, or a news- 
paper, to be let out by the hour. No. It must be done now, or 
never; and, on the whole, he preferred now. To fall was, he saw, 
inevitable ; and to go on his knees would be at once easier, safer, 
and more effective. He knew he was already saying unutterable 
things with his eyes, winking and leering, while his face was 
wreathed in smiles. 

** Do not arshk mer to leave yer, MornteEna,” he whispered, with 
the impassioned look of a half-converted satyr—‘‘ Listen, my onion 
—I mean my own one!” But the latter was a stronger expression 
than the other, and Morteena drew back. She saw how he was 
now, and she could not dissemble an expression of the deepest 

st. 


ere are some moments in life when both men and women feel 
themselves imperatively called on to make a face; in which not to 
do so is a struggle oe a very natural revulsion, or is calculated 
to excite a disagreeable suspicion. There are people of both sexes 
who never make faces even after the most nauseous and blackest of 
black draughts; but such are generally dull, close, unimpassioned 
spirits, evil-doers, bad livers. . 

He wished to give her his arm, but Morigen refused it, observing 
that she had a very good one of her own. 

** So you have,” replied Matrrx, leering at her more rapturously 
than ever—‘‘ so you have: it’s a boo’fularm. You’ve got wingsh, 
too—I mean two wingsh—like ay ey | mush speak t’yer.” 

**T don’t know what you can have to ry A me,” she replied, 

knocking 


steadying her eyeballs previous to down with one of 
them like a nine-pin. x é 

“*Don’tsh yer?” he asked, kneeling on one knee, and steadying 

aS his hands on the other. ‘‘ Don’tsh yer? Lisht, lisht, 
4 t ! ” 

**T must go,” exclaimed’Morieena, interrupting him. ; 

** No—don’t go, shweetesht!” he continu stretching out his 
hands towards her. ‘Don’t go! Don’t be unchrish’un an’ un- 
kind!” Then, as unable to him as though he were a bad 
shilling, she turned on her heel, and walked away. 

He followed her for some distance on his knees, and then suddenly 

her hand, exclaiming, 
ful creeshur! I love to subshtrac- 

And with considerable cleverness he suddenly contrived 

his arm round her waist. ; 
ut MoRLEENA was too quick for him. ; . 

* Waist not, want not!” she cried, and dealt him such a terrible 

smack with that little hand of hers, which had had some previous 
ice on the devoted head of Joun Bounce, and, as my readers 
, had sent that eminent reformer flying. 

“ You’re an abominable, horrid, hypocritical man!” she screamed 
in her just wrath; ‘‘ and it would serve you right if I told your 
bishop of you, it would! You’re a tuletane, fawning, canting, 
abominable, odious, nasty, spirituous man! But I’vea her-in- 
law to protect me; and—ah!—would you?” she suddenly broke 
off, as the undaunted Matrrx, whose passions the box on the ear 
only still further inflamed, tried to imprint a burning kiss on her 
glowing cheek, and, without more ado, she gave him one on the left, 
another on the right, followed closely by two more sounding thuds 
on the side of his head, that sent him the bushes and down 
the slope into the deep muddy ditch below, and there leaving him, 
she walked away triumphantly, only anxious to wash her hands otf 
the contagion as soon as possible. 


Mor.eena, and not a whit more pity, 


and the unwonted exervise, and 


shun!” 
to 


of 
« teres, a lioness, a 
ell, perhaps she cannot be 
am responsible to a certain extent, yet I must 
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conduct has surprised even me.. I did not think, I admit, that 
her little hands were made to scratch eyes and bang heads; or if 
little hands are to be made for this pur , the less they are made 
the better. But you, dear Ladies of all ages, will understand her. 
You will have seen, long ago, that Mr. Marrrx deserved all he got 
on his ugly face, and deserved it handsomely. You, my dear Ladies, 
will not be hard on my MorLeENA—for, after all, she is my Mor- 
LEENA; and remember that no one knows anything of this scene of 
violence in the shrubbery except you and myself, who are every- 
where where we shouldn’t be, and so have witnessed the foregoing 
episode. Let us be charitable; let us be discreet; and let us first 
follow Mortgena into the house while Mr. Marrrx is sleeping, and 
when he has recovered consciousness we will be on his track. 




















“A SERVANTS’ LIABILITIES BILL.” 
(In Nubibus.) 


Britons aND WoRKING 
Men, 
Tuz abominable 


selfishness  inseparabl 
combined with i 
natural] 
y 


has y 

to ers of bour 
that t ployers’ Lia- 
ters responsible in 
damages for i 
oceasioned by the acts or 
omissions of their men, 
over whom, in many cases, 
they can have no control, 


ought, in reason and jus- 
- tiee, to be balanced by a 


correspond. measure, 
with a ~ =a B the Liabi- 
lities of the Employed. 
The apparent equity of 
such an arrangement may 
even have rendered the 
possibility of its proposal 
an object of some yan 
hension amongst a few of 
the more thinking portion 
ot yourselves. 
consideration, how- 
ever, you will see that you may safely dismiss any such fear from 
your too sensitive and scrupulous minds. : 

_ The circumstances of your ee exempt you from any possible 
liability to any serious fine. Blood, you know, is not to be got out 
of a post; and you would be bled to little purpose by stoppage of 
your wages in case you did anything which made you liable to receive 
the ‘* sack” at your hard Employers’ hands. “ 

_ That, for instance, Jonn Tuomas, is the extent of your liability 
in case you leave the coal-scuttle on the staircase, and thereby cause 
one of your fellow-servants, or any one else, to tumble over it and 
break his leg. We shall see, = aps, whether in such a possible 
event, your master, under the Em if enacted 





; ployers’ Liability Bill, ed, 
will be subject to pay for your breakage. If that is to be his lia- 
bility for your carelessness, vexation will probably excite him to 
demand that you should be liable to imprisonment and hard labour. 
_ That is a liability, friends, which Employers, no doubt, woul 
like to see added, by way of make-weight, to the Liabilities of the 
Employed for expensive accidents arising from their want of care ; 
but you have no real ground for alarm on that score. __ sal 

There is no present prospect of the introduction of a Bill providing 
for the penal liability of the Employed for acts en their 
fellow-labourers en in common employment. Do not therefore 
distress yourselves with t hts that might deter you, coal-miners, 
from neglecting to carry safety-lamps, or, if you have chanced to 
comply with your Employers’ regulation in that particular, might 
revent you from sucking flame ugh the gauze of your lamp to 
ight your Factory hands, you need not let any anticipation 
of increa: iability make you unduly anxious to take any super- 
fluous pains for the safe sheathing of machinery in motion, or mind 
overmuch what you are about with lucifer-ma 

Pointsmen, Signalmen, and the rest of you workmen employed on 
eelvers, a eee Pe | depend on being laden oe no aggravated 

y er for getting drunk, or going to sleep, or chaffing 

pe PRR 
with your e iability for the consequences of your acts 
liability when they prove fatal, pate to multitudes at a time, 
practi limited, at the worst, to a doubtful chance of an occa- 





sional conviction for manslaughter. 





Diner (sniffing). “ Warrmn—1 REAWY THINK—THIs Fisn 18 NoT 
Presa!” 

Waiter,—'' Yesstrn—’ CAN'T ANSWER FOR THAT, Siz |—I’vE HONLY 
BEEN ’ERE A WEEK, Sie!!” 








A SIGH FOR SEPTEMBER. 


Tue First of September, remember, 
We've not had a crack at the grouse ; 
’T were hard that the partridge no cartridge 
Should feel, since we ’re kept in the House. 
Oh, men in the City, pray pity 
The folks who work than you ; 
Experience teaches that speeches 
ill lengthen, whatever we do. ’ 
There ’s Lord Rawpotrn Cavacutxe will search ill 
In measures as mild as can be ; 
Eternally Broear will figure, 
And CHapuun ’s the worst of the three. 
There ’s Goxst, who will chatter, no matter 
How late—he’s his on a : 


Rash meee pr peed poh, + "ll send ’em 
ittle of modesty’s grace 
Who'll stop their diurnal 

Loquacity ? ing but words !— 


To get our work over for clover, 
And stubble, and bonny brown birds ¢ 





Getting on with his Barrow. 


“Canon GreEnwet,” the Atheneum told us about ten days 
ago, “is at present inv the contents of some Irish Barrows, 
and is staying at Portrush.” Canon could have done it better 
in the Seven Dials. The journey to Portrush gives more change, 
leaves less afterwards, and the proceeding is lees costerly. 





CAPTAIN MACHEATH, M.P, 
Sano an exhausted Member at St. Stephen’s, ‘* How happy could 
I be with heather !”—but with a distant prospect of being 
heather’d, he had a very near one of J 





, norm or Lonps’ Axiom.—Prepossession is Nine Points of the 
Ww. 
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THE LAST THING OUT. 


SENSATION OREATED EVERY MoRNING AT CREVETTEVILLE-sUR-Mer sy Coroner, F—— (or THE GUARDS) AND THE LOVELY 
Lapy Macyroua D—., 
[They generally return to Shore in the Afternoon, as fresh as they started. 








THE IRISH GUY FAWKES. SPIRITED CONDUCT. 


A New Song to an Old Tune. Peay wk. By Fenens Waster pr an oy me letter to 
. a : rd, of a visit he paid to a séance given by Mr. Bastian, a 
I stwo the Tragi-Comedy of Dritom, worst of nr fa. “*Medium.” On entering the house, Dr. WinsLow says, he was 
Who terrified House of the Queen, and all er M rs, | shown into an upper room with folding doors dividing the bed-room 
em, aye, — em into i = from the sitting-room. Says Dr. Winstow :— 
man of wandering wi r _ . , , 

*) All lights were now turned out, with the exception of small jet, and 
Hi ian hi tin’ . oat before i a supposed spirit, clad fn dress ute made ite podioneend np\ the 
bernian highfalutin’, bosh, bow-wow-wow ! door —T the curtains. One ~ the qutines, Teel teks a, qeenty 
He went to Tipperary, did this slyest of intriguers, iol eppunny euctiaeed wi patie toes al scukbulth cick 
And got three hundred thousand men to join the new Land he had provided himself and, iunsine fo - at the same time, he wized 
_Leaguers ; 5 ‘ spirit, and r having a severe struggle to what proved to be some 
Bet tho thousands weelin't sicoter, 0 hie scheme ft failed to| the ontest®, » Ultinauiy, seormyanied Uf Dr, Kotteaus aod Ms; Cox: 
BERLAND, I insisted on going into the bed-room, but the Medium was stated 
To his bow-wow-wow ! &c. to be very ill in a trance. He had, however, time to take off his disguise, but 
not to efface all the cochineal from his face. ... Declaring my identity, I 

He up and freed poor Paddies all, to their extreme content, Sir, pronounced the whole thing an imposture from beginning to end.” 


£ rule, rent, Sir - 
That is, he would have freed them, were it done simp! saying i Bravo, Dr. Wuxstow and Mr. Cumpertanp. Permit me to offer 
Sed Lette, od cota cohen the nian tal Pesoe Gada ee ie you a cochineal couplet :— 
"Twas all bow-wow-wow ! &c. Spirits are al as cel to feel; C 
qT havi on bins stirri iti in the ti , Wo you cotch a Spiri — an ee ! 
nee pg Kae. ten 7 avi ‘es 








Aad every honest man sgpessee be ot lay the lash on. 
Aad Chongh the Miing of So wip oes - ; \_ul ie smamaa Question about Mud-Salad Market. 
Tue muck heaps of vegetable refuse lie at many persons’ doors 
So let us sing long live the Quexzw! and long live Ireland also, around Mud-Salad Market, but at whose door lies the neglect of a 
nag Pat truer patriots than some he’s pleased to call so ; grave public responsibility? At the Duke of Muprorp’s? Qui 
And ne'er may from her rule of right and justice vary, on og tage se, and if instructions are not given 
a. traitors like the one from q to the Alium, w foult {s that ? at the Mudford Estate Office, 
ith hi or at the Mud-Salad Market Inspector’s Office—there really is such 
His wicked, wild, wrongheaded, currish bow-wow-wow ! a person, incredible as it may appear—and inquire within. 
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FRIEND AND FOE. 


Mr. Poncu (pointing to Agitatur). ‘REAP THE HARVEST YOU ’VE GOT, PAT, AND DON’T WAIT FOR THE CROP HE’S SOWING.” 
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A GROAN FROM A GILLIE. 





Lassks shouldna’ gang to shoot, ; 

a, na! 
Gillies canna’ help but hoot, 

a, ha! 
Yon douce bodies arena’ fittin’ 
Wi’ the gudeman’s to be pittin’. 
Bide at hame and mind yere knittin’ ! 

Hoot, awa’ ! 


‘* Wimmen’s Rechts” is vara weel, 
h, aye! 
For hizzies wha ’ve nae hearts to feel ; 
_Forbye 

Wimmen’s Rechts is aiblins Wrang 
When nat’ral weak maun ape the strang, 
An’ chaney cups wi’ cau’drons gang, 

Auch, fie! 


Hennies shouldna’ try to craw 
Sae fast— 
Their westlin’ thrapples canna’ blair 
Sic a blast. 
Leave to men-folk bogs and ferns, 
An’ pairtricks, muircocks, braes, and cairns ; 
And lasses! ye may mind the bairns— 
That ’s best ! 


Towartt (X) his mark, 





COMPARING NOTES. 
NOTES. OCCASIONAL NOTES, 
(From the St. Jims’s Gazette. ) (From the 2 P.M. Gazette.) 
Tue Government authorities 


illustration of the in Ireland have acted with their 
i the crass in- usual sound discrimination, ge- 


J . 
capacity, and, we — almost nerous humanity, and excellent | the 


of judgment in directing that buck- 
the Administestion with which chet, instead of sie cartel 
the comuiey Gag, cussityes per- should be supplied to the Roy 


sonally) are the Irish Constab » Whose prin- 
substitution of buck-shot for cipal duties, when not 
rifle-b as for occupied wi 


anti 





and hare tri would suit Mr. 
Giapstowr’s weak-kneed Janis- 
saries better. Q tandem 
Catilina abutere patientid nostra? 
If these things are done with im- 
eaity in the Greenwood, what 
shall be done in the Dry? We 
are both. 


Grorncz Cuvumr, a hardened 
little vi seven years of age, 
deseribed as “ of Be see ion,’ 
was lately char re 
East bber Bench ‘of Ma- 
i . Eppan Frow, 


fully brought 
doned by the evidence of 
Mr. ato BLABBERDYNE. 
The Rev. <q- wk ) 
young hopeful (who, it was fur- 
ther stated, was a Radical of the 
d dye), that he was an in- 

ible little miscreant, who 
deserved to be sent to penal ser- 
vitude for life. As it was he 
sentenced him to three months 
imprisonment and a whipping 
with the birch. The birch is only 
for budding criminals, The hein- 
ous erime of stealing marigolds 
has increased to monstrous pro- 
portions since the coming into 
office of a Cabinet of plundering, 
blundering, dundering, treaty- 
sundering Incapables. 


ully 
0) 

r. 
h 


The usual sensational stuff has 
appeared about the “ovation” 
his leaving Charing Crocs Station 

is leaving tion 
for Gravesend, with Mrs, Guap- 
stonE and family, and on his 
embarki at the “Tea and 
Shrimps, Ninepence” hot water- 
ing place on board the paen ge | 
Castle. Of course we wept salt 
tears when the Right H 
Gentleman was prostrated by 
illness; but we are 


yashmaks, their aapens, aah be 


ya 
even their yy gl wd y 
protection from the inclemency 
of the weather), by the pitiless 
Bulgarians. In fact, we ean do 
little else but weep now, when 
we think of a WoLrr crying in 
wilderness and no man re- 
him, and a House of 
yawning at the elo- 
quence of an AsumeAD-BsxtLett, 
bore he never so bravely. Evi- 
dently the Deluge hascome; and 
we (who have fortune: ey oe 
passages in the Ark) can 
pothing but moan and wring our 
8. 


in the matter of cartridges, 
cannot be too highly commended. 
Government by buck-shot, al- 
though at the first blush it would 
seem to indicatea predilection for 
a sluggish » Will be recorded 
we applause the continued 
some future 


Civilisation,” by 
UCKLE, 


of 
B 
The fiendish sentence passed | 
ho Cae Gib who dispense 
* Justices’ Justice” at Kast 
ona little urchin 


Groner Cuvmr, who had 

7 guilty of the = 
a m 

mn afords proof of 


Ly Tg gt 
q e 
recently LF biographies 


of Rovsseav, Vowraree, and 
Drpgrot, text-books in all the 
Board Schools, The wretched 
little Cuump was sentenced to 
“<I im ent ond 
a ing. y not to the 
Knout, the the stake, the 
bastinado, re } “= Par- 
liamentary ce course 
the Chairman of the Bench was a 
glergyman. Sowas the prosecutor. 

was also, we perceive, a 
Colonel Trouncem on the Bench. 
The time is ripe for the Lonp 
CHANCELLOR to be told plainly 
that he must not put any more 
soldiers nor clergymen on the 
Bench. 


The enthusiasm with which 
Mr. Gravestone and his family 
were frocted on leaving Charin 
Cross Terminus for Gravesend, an 
the cheers and God-speeds with 
which he was acclaimed on em- 
barking at the Terrace Pier on 

the Grantully Castle, 

mead scarcely, we this, be 
en as possessing any direct 

~ =~ i ion. It is to be 

,» and we would gladly 

be that there are, as many 
Conservatives as there 


Americans phrase it, during his 
health-trip. We profess very 
often in print, and on the plat- 
form or in the club room, to re- 
gard this or that Prime Minister 
as an Enemy of his Country, and 
Mischievous Incendiary whose 
head might fall, with great ad- 
vantage to the nation, on Tower 

in heart 


but 
we do not mean an 
kind. W 

» be he 


Minister a Conservative 
or odds, be hea ay ay pepeld 
or a ave W, 
and yo be ‘unfeignedly 


ffieved if anything happened t 





TO MESSRS. DILLON AND CO. 
THe Seed that mischievous Agitators scatter broadcast in Ireland 


—Seedition. 
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TOMKINS’S FIRST SESSION. 











| 


Delighted at being able to write M.P. after his | 
name, the new Member for Grassborough | 
speaks of the House as 


** Tax souurst Civs m Loypon.” 


Rather ** mixed,” after twenty-one hours’ 
continuous sitting, he says, 
‘Tas Paxsent Paruiament! It’s Toe LATE 
ParuiaMent! Anp I can’t Ger A Parr!” 


THE NEW OURANG. 
As described by Mr. Frank Buckland. 


’Twrxt four and five feet high he is, 
by “e phiz,”’ 


If not a little bi 
It seems ~d4 


ional appearance. 
He puts his arm forth from the cage, 
In fashi sost easel, 
And screams and yells when in a rage— 
A pleasing creature truly! 














Cobbling and Cookery. 


Accorpine to Mr. Ricnarp JEFFERtEs, 
the ‘‘ Amateur Poacher,” Author of Round 
About a Great Estate, and other delight- 
ful and instructive works on the ways of 
| wild ani and the manners and cus- 
|toms of typical rustics, the cobbler of 
‘*Okebourne village” has actually been 
known to sole and heel shoes of his customers 
with highly dried and hardened bacon. 
This cobbler would hardly have held that 
‘there is nothing like leather.” In his 
time, and in a season of famine, the natives 
of Okebourne might really have contrived 
to subsist, in a measure, on a species of fried 
soles, and fried heels also to boot—hob- 
nailed boot. 











NO SECRET AT ALL. 


A Cruel Secret. A new novel by a new 
Author. This Secret is “‘let out” by 
Mupre, and kept, only for a short time, by 
subscribers. 














WIMBLEDON “ SUB JUDICE.” 
PasLIMINARY INSTRUCTIONS. 

Editor to Colonel Contributor.—We want something about the Wimble- 
don Marking Scandal. Of course you know all about it. But as the decision 
of the Court is not yet published, pray be careful. 

Colonel Contributer to Editor.—Am I to understand that I am to exercise 
perfect freedom of opinion ? 

Editor to Colonel Contributer.—Of course. But treat the matter seriously, 
and make it general. 

THE ARTICLE. 

Tue First Naporron (that greatest of modern Generals) 
the English a nation of shopkeepers. et Lf a that 
met with a eoaenty suggestive commentary on blood-stained 

. But not the answer reached the Em 
from the mouths of the cannon unlimbered before the li i 
aT) 0 mgiive woe sey have anne Se oe le- 
_ ome, nay, birthplace 
ciation of Great Britain. ‘That excellent 
exactly one-and-twenty . Then (as now 
CAMBRIDGE appears as President. In 1860 


INCIDENTAL. 
Editor to Colonel Contributor.—A most admirable 
suggest that we scarcely want a history of the N.R.A. 
writing 1s always effective. A word of 
I need scarcely repeat that as the matter is judice, we 
Colonel Contributor to Editor.—Hum! I have the 
continuation of my article. 





THE Anricts (continued), 

And yet it is difficult to suppose that there could have been any 
doubt a us he peng Sees Se Oo See ree 
kept. The merest tyro in musketry knows it must be signed 
by the Marker, countersigned by the Captain or Officer of the 
section, after which the column’s “‘ duplicate total points” corre- 
8 ing with the practices ane ges Ney J — by the Officer in 
c to ve their agreement wi e column’s *‘ total points,” 
and then toon off and handed to—— 

INCIDENTAL. 

Editor to Colonel Contributor.—The most interesting narrative I have 
ever read! Terse, epigrammatic, admirable! Still, do you not think it would 
be as well to popularise the idea for the general reader 

Colonel Contributor to Editor. — General reader? Why, a Sud- 
Lieutenant would clearly understand it, Sir! 

Editor to Colonel Contributor.—I mean the non-professional reader, 

Colonel Contributor to Editor.—As you wish, Sir. 

Tue ARTICLE (continued), 

Here it is necessary to say, for the benefit of the Public (who are 
wholly and entirely ignorant of all military matters), that the 
M is the person who fires off the rifle. The rifle is a weapon 
cenaietiog of eaten ne of wood and steel. gk» is 

is filled) with an explosive com gun- 
— Ae BE oy BS 
is put into a tube (called a barrel) then the bullet. When 


* | ignited, the powder propels the bullet through the air, and—— 


INCIDENTAL. 
Editor to Colonel Contributor.—Brilliant ! 
have you ever been a Polytechnic lecturer 
4 Contributor to Editor.—Sir,—I cannot betra 
the duty of a soldier to obey his superior. I have the 
continuation of my article. 
Tue ARTICLE (continued). 


Gale brilliant! But, excuse 


confidence. It is 
ur to enclose a 
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hideous frauds, the most degrading of felonies. Not 
a hundred years ago would have been hanged for 
their transgressions, it is a mistake and a mis- 
fortune that the law now shows them clemency. The 
names of these infamous villains are—— 
InNciDENTAL. 
Editor to Colonel Contributor.—For both our sakes I must cut 
you short! What you are writing is rank libel! ’ 
Colonel Contributor to Editor —You have no right to interfere 
—_ 0 pomen eee Caneee fessional subject! Sir, 
am 


lutely shaking with ! 
‘Editor to Colonel Contributor. bake, but hear ! 
Colonel Contributor to Editor.—I am at your orders, Bir. 


Pistols for two, and coffee for one. 
Editor to Colonel Contributor.--No; permit me, coffee and 
cigars for two. I trust to your kindness of heart, sound sense, 
and moderation, and I am sure the conclusion of your admirable 

paper will be simply excellent. 
Tue ARTICLE (concluded). 


The Scandal at Wimbledon can be only dealt with by 
military men. What right have a pack of incom t 
civilians to talk about it? But there is a lower depth. 
fhe alts aoe ee ear dee ake 
of this upon e, ani 
convictions! The writer of this article is an old Soldier, 
and has been out in his day a score of times, and is ready 
to go out again, He is a dead shot with a pistol, and 
taught Anceto fencing. He tells the Editor of this 


paper that —— eae 
[Remainder of the Article editorially suppressed. | 





LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
Il.—Tux Sone or THE SanpBoY. 


HoLiDAY-MAKERS can 
rarely be s 
But take super- 
human exertions 
And make themselves hot 
and exhausted and i 
To organise horrid “‘ ex- 
eursions ”’ ! i 
Let those who enjoy it ride 
>, out in a “‘ shay ”— 
¥0, Exploring each dell and 
a each dingle— 






ne ey 24 the water all day 
- And roll on the sand 
and the shingle ! 


They think it delightful to walk on the pier, 


Wh land, looking pallid and 

en g and queer, 
A cause is for great jubilation : 

Let lunatics listen to bands when they play, 
And nod to their noise and their jingle— 

But let me throw stones in the water all day 
And roll on the sand and the shingle ! 


Anemone-hunters roam over the rocks, 
All hoping to fish up a tank-full ; 
They hopelessly ruin their shoes and oe sock s— 


But let me throw stones in the water all day 
And roll on the sand and the shingle ! 


They think it is pleasant to go for a sail 

donde I oe wae tro yt i” pal 

When waves “‘ chop about,” and they get ver e 

uae - i cae th sf ; 
time with spray, 

Discourse on a cleat or a cringle— 

But let me throw stones in the water all day 

And roll on the sand and the shingle ! 


I’d much rather take a eh pee ot ome 
Without all this e riot ; 

If well-meaning friends would but leave me alone, 
To bask in the sunshine and quiet. _ 

Such labour as theirs fills my heart with dismay— 
The thought of it makes my blood tingle— 

So I will throw stones in the water all day 
And roll on the sand and the shingle ! 


ae But let me throw stones in 








A FREE TRANSLATION. 
(With Punch’s Apologies to the Shade of Uhland.) 


Our Seasick Poet— 


**Taxkg, On STEWARD, THRICE THY FRE; 
I ’VE BEEN AS ILL AS ANY THREE!” 


THE MUDFOG PAPERS, 


Messxs. Bentiey anp Sow have republished Cuantes Dickens's Mudfog 
Papers, which first appeared in their Miscellany. Those who remember ALBERT 
SmirnH’s brochures, such as The Gent, The Ballet Girl, &c., may easily see in 
what school he had studied, by reading The Pantomime of Life. ut the 
other evening, while assisting at a representation of The World, by Messrs. 
Mennitr, Perrirr, and Harris, we were tickled into a sudden guffaw by this 
line placed in the mouth of Mr. Jacxsonw as the Comic Villain—*‘ Vell, ’ere 
ve are again, as the Queen says ven she opens Parlyment!” The absurd 
association of ideas struck us as a decidedly original turn of humour. (Oddly 
oy on reading the Mudfog Papers, we hit on the Sioutng 6 in 
The Pantomime of Life :—‘ We take it that the commencement of the Session 
of Parliament is neither more nor less than the drawing up of the Curtain for a 
Grand —_ 3 pene map and — His mete tec Ln Speech Ge 
opening thereof may be not inaptly com to ’s opening speech o 
“* Here we are!” (Dickens, by the way, omits the “ again.”) ‘‘ ‘My Lords and 
Gentlemen, here we are!’ ap to our mind at least, to be a very good 
abstract of the point and meaning of the propitiatory address of the eng ow’ 
The authors of The World had probably never seen or heard of the Mudfog 
Papers; but, even after this distance of time, les grands esprits se touchent. 
The Mudfog Papers are most interesting as a of Dicxens’s budding 
humour. Perhaps the best in the collection is Pantomime of Life. The 
description of the Pantaloon and the Harlequin is inimitable, 





A Swell’s Review. 


A Tramp Abroad is equal to any book by two authors. Of courseit is. It’s 
by Manx 7'warv. Second Notice, by our Lardy-Dardy Swell: “Aw! vew 
amusing—vewy—aw! He’s not at all a slow Twain, though he stops at suc 
a lot of places. Yass. Wead it. Yaas. You can get it at Suurrers any 
)v oe I mean Caatrexrs AND Wonpers—I mean Cuatro any Wrinpvs, 
Adoo.’ 








[Left rolling. 


Tovcnine Ceremony IN THE Inisn Hitis,—‘* Waking ” the Echoes. 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


Ti ow offen I’ve 
thort that on the 


°&8 
Pe 
*i088 
st toe 





: 
et 


Wot becumson em all? Brown says they takes 

em, and to Africa and becomes African Pri 

that’s only his monsince. Tho’ I was told by a frend of min 
a second hand Coachman in Aker, that his master wunce had a 
order to paimt up a old Sheriff’s with lots 

gold oat silver, and sprawlin liuns and things, 

woodin hosses as large as life, runnin on fore 

quite natterel, and they was all sent to Africa as 

the Chiefs, who used to have ten niggers tied to 

the Coach along, and he used to sit on the Box and fl 
way! I shoudn’t have liked to have had to wate 
Hiness. 


To my mind the hite of human dignety is a full-blown Master 
Free Mason with his apron on, and all the ensines of his office ! 

Many and many a Rite Honnorebble Gent have I had the honner 
of assisting down-stairs wen leaving the hospitibble Board; and once 
a Royal Pussunidge, who eae pay = with emoshun, grasped my 
hand, and shook it! I made my family go thro’ the same serre- 
mony before I woshed that onerd hand. 

I don’t think as how we potehas Gents is treeted with propper 
respek. I heerd a young Swell say, only last week, that he hated 
wearing white Chokers, they = a man look so much like a 
er -. Well, I want to no wot ne cbt eridenth Why, 
only a short time ago, a very young y quite 
unused to City life, came to a great City Gill bankit, and wen I 
went up to him to take his Hat, I A. 4 my ushal bow, which I 
copies as neer as I can from Royalty, the young Gentleman ax t 
shook hands with me and adrest me as Woshupfool Marster! 
never was so taken a back in all my life. y blusht to that 
ekstent that I must have looked like a meer vulgar Country Squire ! 


I am sorry to see that a lot of Forren Mussenneries has cum over 
from France and Gemmany to take the bread out of the mouths of 
the fine old English Waiter, tho’ preshus little of that common Stuff 
they’d find in mine. I wunder where this here Free i 

in to take us to? Who ever thought of Free 

ine 2 mapas. (. See at Gop 
sure y rush about everyw' 
selves as they calls’ it ine, mare, & atending 
wants anythink, the Ijots! Ko quiet dignety, 
no stickin in one place, whether you’re wan 
all, no conveeneent Defness! Ah! if this 
will cause a nice sort of ¢ this will 
won't be wanted at all, and the to intirely 
their old sistum. All werry well for boys; but how about 
has grown gray in the suvviss? M i which is wot i 
Mutton Chop pattun, has begun 
Broww how it was that my wiskers 
said, with a laugh, it was beocos my ja 
brains. I wonder what he ment, sum of his charf, 


(Signed) 


; idea of cutting his own hair, and had 








WHY THERE ARE NO “EGOES” THIS WEEK. 


Last week our esteemed Contributor gave the reason for his con- 
spicuous absence. He told us that he was going to have his hair 
eut. Naturally enough, we were most anxious to know where this 
operation was to be performed. There seemed to be some reluctance 
on his part to inform us. But im the interests of the public we 
qpomed the question. The answer was most completely satisfactory. 

e had determined on undergoing the operation; and when Our 
Own Egoist has determined on anything, he does it, or has it done 
for him. Yet he is such a won man, that we thought it highly 
probable he would disdain all assistance, and inaist on cutting his 
own hair as, years ago, when quite a child, he had cut his own teeth. 
And at that time how irritable he was! 

On inquiry at his house, we ascertained that ne had abandoned all 
an arrangement with a 
" shed professional operator, who cuts hair ‘By Appoint- 
men 

Being nervous as to the after-effects of the operation on a naturally 
delicate constitution, we arran to be present om an occasion 
which might be fraught with fatal uences if skilful hands 
were not employed. All that money could do, up to one shilling, 
was done. ith our Artist we were on the spot during the cutting, 
of which we subjoin a Cut. 


ray Owe 
|) RLESIOSAU RUS | 
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; 
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We are glad to say that our excellent Contributor is in ect 
health and spirits, but, owing to the fact of his being compelled t. 
have his hat removed in order to submit to the operation, he did not 
recover himself quite so soon as we had expected. Previous to 
placing himself in the operator's chair, our excellent Contributor 
shook hands with the hairdresser, and said that he forgave him. It 
was a touching scene. 

The patient was under the influence of Gas for more than twenty- 
five minutes, and on waking he was understood to exclaim “ Sham- 
poo!” ones a young assistant, with more zeal than discretion, 
at once wheeled him to the basin, and put his head under the tap. 
This quickly restored him to more than his ordinary self, and, sfart- 
ing up, he explained that he had asked for ‘‘ Cha pak. not 
‘*Shampoo.”’ The mistake was easily rectified with a draught on 
Pommery & Co. trés sec et bien frappé. 


Latest Bulletin.—Progressing favourably. Hair growing again. 








QUOTATION ADAPTED TO INDIFFERENT SERVICE AT AN 
OVERCROWDED SUPPER. 
Warrer! Waiter! everywhere, 
And not a drop to drink ! . 
Ancient Mariner (very dry). 





@®@ To Oonsuerenpawtm — The Zdtior does not hold himesl/ bound to 


stamped and directed moeclope 


or pay for Conirvrstions, In ne case eam these be returned unless aecompaniad by 6 
et ee 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 


IIl.—A View on THE Frenca Coast. 
SS Se =— ark about lazy time!— 
es : Come to this sunny clime— 

Life is a flowing rhyme— 

Pleasant its cadence! 
Zephyrs are blowing free 
Over the summer sea, 
Sprinkling deliciously 

Merry Mermaidens ! 


ite the torrid heat, 

are quite complete ; 
White are the little f 

Fair are the tresses : 
Maidens here swim or sink, 
Clad in blue serge—I think 
Some are in mauve or pink— 

Gay are the dresses! 


If you know Etretat, 

You will know M’ sieu la— 

Oh, such a strong pare 1 
Ever out 

You ’ll know his babies i 

Toro and LotaLon, 

All the long morning through 
Diving and floating. 


Oh what a merry crew! 

Fresh Frotn the water blue, 

Rosy and laughing too— 
Daring and dripping! 

Look at each merry mite, 

Held up a dizzy height, 

Laughing from sheer delight— 
Fearless of slipping! 


on ene papa, 
wim beak to Herets f 


Here comes any Mamma, 
Seeking for Aer pets! 


He hath a figure 
wk as he takes is stand, 
ae, either hand, 
erry young mer-pets : 


Drop them! 








A SEASONABLE SURPRISE. 
(We visit the Alerandra Palace—by the merest}chance. Our Report.) 


Hetpiess we lay, like the ship ‘‘in the Bay o’ Biscay, 0,” in the bay-window of the 
Eclecticon. All our companions Rw F my aded and’ gone. We were jaded, but 
We hocahhal aup-cliaiie a: and sighed for the Brighton Pier, ‘‘ Too te—alas | 
Oh, for a dinner out of town at some new place, an al fresco lounge! In 

aris, in Brussel, in in any Continental city, we should ha to do; but 


ve known what 
sae haa Rot the thing at Ry) No; Ya there were any amount of 
Richmonds pe die eld, we ate tired of the p 
With Titanic pig, vhitebelt af ot minty mee No. 


paing, F urfleet, Greenwich, Graves- 
e Sir Charles Coldstream, we 
ad up. 
Suddenly, little Tore Mon fan bes up 
the Eclecticon, as fogies don’t count. 


p cbeerily—he and ourselves are the onl oe two 7 — 
ask. ‘“ The Ale !” is his answer. 
Palaces are horrid places.” 
a bit ergs Pony Mone. we 
being uainted with the place; but Toss ao. | ourselves know our way about blindfolded. 
entrance, which proved to be “The Palace Gates,” we presented ourselves to two Check- | of 
to the Palace. ostilion, eviden Sty that he was carrying Csr and his for- 


po 


I’ve never been there!” he cries. Ig 
** Bah!” is our retort uncourteous. ‘ After Rich 
wend, Fue, Ly a needless Alexandra ends the song. 
We speak bald the Eclectioon—but the fogies are asl ** Let's try it,” urges Tony. 
ieldingly. Then we object 
“Not a bit,” mi opy Morny. ‘* Waiter! re Hieldingl 
ourselves in Tosy’s hands be the blind leading the blind, neither of us 
From King’s Cross we went to Wood Green, where we descended just as the “‘ gloaming”’ 
had set in, about 7.30, and seeing before us a very undignified sort of half- ‘fivatnated 
takers, who eyed us suspiciously, carefully inspected our railway-tickets, and finally 
The b a was onpetising. © the hour lat 


and 80 we engaged a pony-trap to make the ascent 


tunes, took us at a solemn pace earing to ger the officials by the 
impressive grandeur of our yo in state, we — up well in the shade, gave the 
Postilion /a , bade him to keep his own counsel (or t “> him when necessary), 
smiling to nobody t and we entered the build ing. Tony Rin for going to see 

; No” we said, resolutely ; oF org is but one ¢ for us, 


"friendly man who was waiting for some one to come in and see Mr. 
UL’s Entertainment, led us to the salle d manger. We selected our , by an 
, with a view of nothing in particular (lit up) in the distance, and there sat 





down. The table was laid for eight; so 
with ourselves in the chair at the head, and 
Tony Mory on my left, it looked as though 
we had invited guests, ‘who had thrown us 
over at the last moment. 

Un by this, we summoned the 
waiter, He a an oRPos posite direction. 
Again, “‘ Wai——!” essir!”’ and he 
presented us with a bill of "*y with which 
to amnse ourselves while he was busy, 
and vanished out of the window like an 

——!" * Yessir |” 

d away. Could we 

s tail? How to catch that 

i——!” * Yessir!” and this 

time he handed us the wine carte—and once 

more flew out of the window. A marvellous 
waiter! Was he a spirit? 

But these wonders did not allay the 
pangs of ay mY sweet music from 
a a calmed the 

beegite fer» a a . last—unable 
to “shoot the Bayne t ihe Pay, be flew, 
e Feast, 


pay gravely wnt the hint that we had 
studied the menu twice carefully, that we 
had heard two tunes on the piano, and were 
thoroughly pleased with eve thing so far 
—but might we dine? Would he command 
the ‘elahor sprite of a waiter, by some 
mighty spell, to serve us with—in fact— 
our dinner? Mr. Proqemme, the Master— 
civil gry did gn 6 civilly, and a capital 
dinner was Grouse excellent, 

oom e first-rate, prey tales good. 
the > iistent lighta trigued ‘Bon tiful 
t in us. utifu 
and we grounds, and ob, the loveliest 


 ~? oy A the steps told us that 
on—as we understood 
them at first" mT ny Tt ” This turned 
out to be their way of pronouncing, ‘‘ On 
the Three So thither we wended 
our way. 9.30, Sounds of music and 
revelry, Te. of twinkling coloured 
lights. Marvellous) pe Bag wy - effects of 
light and shade, while the electric light 
was on one of the three lakes, 
aqvane which was a crowd—reminding us 
of the Clans—listening to 
the band and 4 a singer in the Pavilion on 
~ water's edge 
Our Our surprise * at this scene was only 
palles Oy 6 ur intense gratification. Here 
= were. Where? Surely at Baden-Baden, 
or assis’ at some féte on the Continong | 
A 5 airy-like scene, and within the 
etaitenan A great boon to the tired 
Toniecer: who has no Vauxhall, no Cre- 
morne, to go to. And, to our thinking, far 
the— but eom 8 are odious, 
and the allusion is clear as crystal. 

This is emphatically no puff, but tardy 
{ost ice done to a place of which we have 

itherto steered clear—no puff, we repeat, 
except as a return for a breath of air on a 
very hot night, and one of the most stri- 
kingly plativedaee al fresco scenes we've 
come across for years. 

At ten we began to return. Being uncer- 
\ a as to trains and stations, we inquired 

an official. “Oh,” was his answer, 
* the trains go anyhow now.” 

Fancy a B w compiled on this plan! 
However, we foand the trains going quite 
regularly, not by any means * anyhow,” 
and so we returned rejoicing. To all who 
are compelled to remain in the Little 
Viigo ee ‘we recommend onr experience of a 
8 outing at the Alexandra Palace. 


——S————_S = — 


New Saapaariog (Vide Loxp Bracons- 


sy ar speech on the Ground Game Bill), 
Crede”—Trust the Poacher. 
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THE MUDFORD MUDDLE AND ITS IMITATORS. 
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Cordon Square Garrier = Tavssteck Barrier 
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One Saturday morning 
the ways of Laie 
—_< > Strand 





v we 
highway. He turned down Woburn (or Gee- 
enter Gordon (or = Square), but the gate-k 
one of bis three daily lunches. On the gate- 
cabman was refused admission. His cab was empty. T 
a pig, a dray, a waggon, two calves, a donkey, and a tradesman 
cart were also sent back, not coming within the Duke of 


STRAND [Central 


;| Square, the boy 





"| 


The Cabman was ingenious. He gave a small boy twopence to get 
inside the cab, and then applied with this important r. 
He was admitted. Before he got half through Gordon (or Bab-Trap) 

somaed out of the cab, and ranaway. The Cabman 
was hel less, and looked for a passenger. There was not one to be 
seen. He drove to the Gordon Street Ducal barrier, and was re- 
pulsed ; he drove to the Taviton Street Ducal barrier with the same 
result ; and so on to the Endsleigh Street and Upper Woburn Place 
Dueal barriers. ff the Mudford Estate on to the Flint- 
Skinners’ Estate, and was refused a passage on any terms at Burton 
Crescent. He became bewildered, wandered in his route, and tried, 
for no parti reason, to get into Mecklenburg Square by way of 
Heathcote Street. He was not going to any particular house, and 
was kept outside like the Peri. A few sheep, pigs, horned cattle, 
carts, and ao playing the parts of other Peris, and were 
referred to 50 . 3, cap. 170. He got on to the ee aa 
borne Estate, but as he was not going to the house of a subscriber to 
the gote-beeer salary, he was thrust back. He wandered again, 
and found himself face to face with the London University barrier 
at the end of Gower Street, maintained LT ae artificial quiet for 
a tenth-rate hospital. Turning, bewildered, from this imita- 
tion Ducal barrier, he got, somehow, into the T Court 
Road. He had lost his grandmother, and tired his horse. He 
plunged desperately into a refreshment-house. It was not a Coffee- 


palace. 





patronising regulations. 





THE BEADLE! 
on, 


THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
Ayorner Love Scene. 


** Waar an afternoon!” said Montezwa to herself as she entered 
her sister’s boudoir, She with the Archbeacon and his 





set 
pardon for ing on 


** Not in the least,” she replied, vaguely, for she was conscious at 
that minute that he was disturbing her. 

Then it seemed as if they had nothing further to say ; and so he 
stood twiddling his fingers on the hearth-rug, while she continued 
looking out of window at the sunset. 

Presently he asked her, 

** Have you ever seen a ghost ?” 

* Never—to my knowl .”” was her answer. 

Then he nervously made one with his pocket-handkerchief, and 
moved cautiously up towards her, working the puppet with his 
fingers, and causing it to perform various exaggera actions, 

Do you know what it is doing now?’’ he asked, bashfully. 

“No. What?” 

** He is making love.” 

She did not , Sa ask to whom, so he only told her, as he came 
from behind the fire-screen where he had been hidden, that it was a 
very old-fashioned amusement. , oo 

** Do you mean matiog love is old-fashioned?” she inquired. 

“Yes,” answered Mr. Arasie, gently laughing; ‘“‘ard the 
pocket- erchief Rappet, too.” ; : 

“Ah!” ,returned ORLEENA, gently; ‘‘I like everything old- 


**8o0 do I,” returned Mr. Anantz. And then he begged her 
her dress, and she replied that it was of no 
the room irresolutely ; 


canseq . he walked up and down 


blame | and as she gazed out on the sun, she felt tear after tear slowly 





coursing down her face. ‘ 
Mr. Azasie was restless. He executed a few steps of a hornpipe 
on the hearth-rug, and then performed the first half of the menuet de 
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Saxon Sportsman, ** WHAT ARE THOSE CONSTABLES DOING THERE, Tim?” 
Trish Gamekeeper. “SHURE THEY’RE A WATCHIN’ Pat Norton, Sonn!” 
Saxon Sportsman. ‘“‘ Waat ror? WHAT’s HE BEEN DOING?” 


Tim, “* Oou! 


Becorr’ He’s PAID HIs Revt, Sonr!!” 





== =~ 4 





la cour, At last he he naked, in front of her, and unable to bear the 
silence any longer, h 
Where are you going on Sunday ta 
“To church,” she answ: simply 
‘“* Will your mother know you are out ?” he continued, in an agi- 
tated tone. 
“I have no mother, Mr. Arasrz,” she said, turning her head 
“7 S: as — and a bigger tear trickled slowly into her mouth. 
our pardon,” said } AnasLe; “but if you go to 
whom will you po? 
MorteEna looked up. She felt that things were looking up 
my Le a and she a with them and looked up too, meeting 


MN vouldeet he he speak y= As Would he not make some sign? 
ioe if he did, was she a Freemason to understand him and return 
i 

‘‘T go with my father—when he accompanies me.’ 

“* Accompanies you! Is he the Or - P ad 
mes. But he is still the 
But if he is not with you——” 
shall be alone—alone—in the wide world!” And again 
ae and a far bigger than any of the others trickled down her 


cheek. 
“ That’s a w !” exclaimed Mr, ARABLE. 
she cried, and rose from her seat; “‘ you dare 


“Mr. Anasie! 
accuse me of an untruth ?” 
“* No, no,” he hastened to explain. ‘‘ When I said ‘w r, I 
slladed to the tear, not to any statement of yours. It is the 
‘ort juaeess at the Opera—it is a Grand tier ! 
ARABLE, how can you LY she murmured softl 
ip a ies wal pela Set ed in the same tone, “bat I 
be eee t Se wree- I ¥ dead Uenaocnapenied ie oben am 
world bat {am would not have hurt your feelings for the 
worl I am ead now that, besides the inquiry as to your 
knowledge of yous being is or out, I did not inquire whether 
Fy os py tahen in weahding, ond had parted with her mang’ 


pa. = 


“Oh, Mr. Anapte!”—It was all she could say, she was so com- 
pletely ‘taken by surprise. 

He went on :— 

** Yes, such a question would have been indelicate—very unmanly. 
I ask your on.” 

“*T grant your grace,” she answered softly, withdrawing from him 
W°STon dol” be oried, deeply agitated, and taking several steps 

You do!” y an ing sev 
backward. ‘ You grant my grace! IL, a middle-aged bachelor, 
who really never learnt Pom Ag and only know a few steps of the 
hornpipe and minuet! You grant my grace! Ah! Mortexzna——” 
And there he St tcennined, Ueililnis siicndipey te bite Sano 0 

oon!” she murm g pi y up is face from 
the other end of the room. 

“*Mortezwa! ‘Goon!’ I am going on! I feel I am going on 
—anyhow!” And in another moment, regardless of his white tie, 
; had Sother | her closely to his clerical wartoost.. 5 How it was 

done, w r he had drawn her to him, or whether they had 
bounded up int one another from each’ end of the room, the 
could not tel "Nor can 1 delat 8 

things are of daily 

them which thrilled through S hens 

moment had lost their heads and 

had hers; he was she, and she was 


both ; neither 

charmed his life and drawn 

given to woman, and tha 

in his bachelor life he 

all antecedents the 
** Oh, let me go! 

like a soft roe to her own room, as the 

WAYTE appeared on the threshold of the boudoir, 


” 








Parnce’s.—Motto for Lawn Tennis Players—‘‘ Ich Dien.” 
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THE SONG OF THE SHRIMP. 


I am a rov- 
ing, rolling 
Shrimp ! 

I love to sport 
- the t, 
spray: 

I roll, I oalenle, 
just like an 
imp, 

But always 
keep clear of 
Pegwell Bay! 
rt Pegwell Bay 
is 68 

here tri 
a———._— tes set ; 
*7-> *Tis fall of snares 
for the shrim- 

When shi 
_ shrimpers 
a shrimp with 
the shrimping- 


net. 

Its pools are plea- 
ts 
soft 


level in Peg- 
well Bay! 

0, I am a cunning. oni Shrimp! 
I love to swim all the livelong day ; 
I’m lithe and lissom, I’m gay and jimp, 
But never am seen in Pegwell Bay! 


O, I am a lively laughing Shrimp ! 
I love to flash through the water gay ; 
I’m quick and careless, I’m light and limp, 
Sut never am caught in Pegwell Bay! 
I hear that they broke my Uncle’s back, 
And cracked his skin, with a fiendish shout ; 
Off countless cousins they “‘ took a e 
And loudly clamoured for pots of stout! 
They wrens the neck of poor Grand ; 
They gaily curried my dear Aunt im, 
And as for superb old Gran: ma, 
I never shall see her like again ! 
O, I’m the cutest of curly Shrimps ; 
awe ‘- bon ome eye in play ; 
ough, perhaps, I may take | am 
I never swim into Pegwell Bay = 








‘““What’s Sport to You,” &c. 
Tuts is from The Freeman's Journal, Aug. 28 :— 


UNS ; Central-Fire Walking-Stick Shot Guns, with steel barrels of 
the newest and most — construction ; capital Guns for roadside 
amusement. & Co., Dublin. 


** Roadside amusement ! ents a middle-man from bebind a 


hedge, or making game of a might, in some Irish 
come under this description. 





Hymn to the Enight. 
“Ithas pleased Hex Masesry graciously to confer of Mr. Rurza? Kerrie 
the honour of Knighthood.” — Dasy Paper. 
Sr Repeert, it’s clear that you ’ve ows pe your mettle— 
You couldn’t do otherwine, being a Kerrie 
And though like most ke ou look much the same, 
You’ve now got a handle tacked on to your name. 





Derinrtion.— Lords and Commons—The House of Peers and the 


House of Pairs. 


MR. AND MRS. W. J. FLORENCE, 
AND THEIR MIGHTY DOLLAR. 


A Dramatic Duologue, illustrative of Florentine Life and Manners in the 
American Capital. 


By the Author of ‘‘ A Legend of Florence.” 


Persons REPRESENTED. 
Hon. Banpwett Store (Member of Congress for the Cohosh Dis- 
trict), Mr. W. J. Fuorence. 
Mrs. Gew’t Gitrtory (" who has lived so much abroad”), Mrs. W. 
J. Florence, 


Greek Chorus—Mr. Jouy Hottisesneap, Author of Plain English. 


Scene—The Gaiety Theatre, Strand, W.C. 


Mr. and Mrs, W. J. Fionencr discovered, admirably suited to each 
other, and indulging in a ** private “a 


Mr. W. J. Florence. My dear Mrs. W. J., it is dramatically un- 
derstood, I think, between us that, during the next three hours or so, 
I am to be the Hon. Banpwett 
Store, Member of Congress for 
the Cohosh District, somewhere 
, jobbing 
been a lawyer 
In some obscure mee, and is, 
¥; habitually 
Judge,” and that 
you are a wealthy widow, Mrs. 
Gew’t GrtFLory, ‘“ who 
lived so much abroad.” 
are yery -natured and (as 
I think) ¢ g- (Mrs. W. 
J. Frorencer blushes slightly.) 
But for dramatic purposes you 
are to be extremely vulgar. 
You really speak French with 
much fluency and purity; but 
(always for dramatic purposes) 


you are to it like a V.EZ. 
— | . ie Is that O.K.—I would say All Correct 
rs. W. J.? 


—I 


Mrs. W. J. Florence (instantaneously assuming the voice and mien 
of Mrs. Gen’ Gitritory). Parfatemong, mong share, Vous mavay 
onné le tip direct. (With a peculiar trill.) Lissy, Dear! 


Enter Miss C. Gricunist as Lippy Dear, in “ skirts shorter than 
they orter.” 

Libby Dear. Well, Aunt, what’s the racket ? 

Mrs. W. J. Florence. Child, you want tong. Vous ne serra 
jammay distangay. Toojoors vous mettay le gras dans le fire. 
insist upon J immediately asking Lord Catrneorm, a Peer of the 
British Realm, ung vray noblehomme, to marry you. Voild ser kee 
ay la matiere. 

Libby Dear. I shan’t. I want to marry CHartey Broop, although 
he can’t say bo! to a goose. 

Mr. W. J. Florence. 1s he sound on the goose ? 

_ Mr. John Hollingshead, as Chorus. For the information of those 
ignoramuses the Dramatic Critics, I may mention that in America the 
expression ‘‘ Is he sound on the 

goose?” means ‘ Are his poli- 

tical principles all right ?” 

Mrs. W. J. Florence (in a 
rage). Fermay en ho! Shut 
up! (Zo Lrspy Dear.) Eng- 

Sang terrible et desobeissang, 

you are seventeen years of 

age, and, if you dare to marry 

CuakLeY Broop, I'll whip 

you. Allay, feel ingrate ay 
/ 


naughty : 
[yee LrBsy, crying. ] oe 

Mr. W. J. Florence. And now, Mrs. Gen’l, the caboose bein’ 
clear, I’ll undo the top button of my mind. Suakkumstarnces 
over which I have no kyind of control impel me, bya Large Majority. 
nies: ky i, ny ._o Mebbe _ been ax 

‘ore, as the hatchet said to the prairie snag. i marry me, 
Mrs. Gen’1? I hev no floatin’ eash balance, but ike 0 elie at 
borrowin’ money. 

Mrs. Gen’l Gilflory (aside). Shade of my departed General, 
look down upon me! (Aloud, with dignity.) No, Bi t 
marry you—(aside)—at least, not till the end of 

Mr. W. J. Florence. No ej Marm. What might you a gi’ 





for that thar umberel ? { ing curr 
Mrs. W. J. Florence (indignantly, and hitting him on t 
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with the sunshade). Impertinong ! jammay soor le Continong des 
parellel libertis song prennay. 

Mr. W. J. Florence. Axe pardon, Mrs, Gen’). It’s 0. 8,—all 
serene. This is where the trouble is. _ had a Large Majority of 
stone-fences, brandy-smashes, sodas and dark bottom egg-nogs, 
corpse-revivers,morning-glories, fixed-bayonets, mint-j uleps, sherry- 
coblers, and tip-and-ties last night at the bar of the House of 
peer ; and this apraing I’ve got whiskey in the hair. I 
feel sorter as if 1’d got the F, J.-J.’s—the Flying Jem-Jams. 

Mr. John Hollingshead, as Chorus. The American drink called 
a ‘ Tip-and-Tie” (I state this for the benefit of the grossly ignorant 
Critics) is an abbreviation for ‘‘ Tippecanoe and Tyler too,” a y 
ery at the period when the late General Trier, the hero of the battle 
of Tippecanoe, was a candidate for the Presidency of the United 
States. [ Bows and retires. 


Enter Linpy Dear in a long train. 

Mr, W. J. Florence. And what’s a-goin on down tu the Capitol, 
Miss Lippy? Are they a-tellin’ lies and thieyin’ greenbacks by a 
Lar Majority f 
; a. . J. Florence. Oui, feel, parlay, et dites noo kess ker serparse 
ar oar, 

Libby Dear, Oh, Aun’ ’re raisin’ Cain, and breaking the 
ack. IfI wasn’ i -}-y & Broop, I ropose to Lord 
pseu. he ferns neat ite ich 

rs. W. J, BY + parasol), Malleroose. 
nenreees f You dal be locked up in a oupbease on bread and 
water fora nie sa’ lignes elemark poor appran 
par koor. (To Ww. J. Frommer.) Hon. BARDWELL er » gO 
and geta divorce, «You can buy one for two dollars seventy-five 
[uprie’s Dry Goods Store in Pennsylvania Avenue. 
Libby Dear (eagerly). But it’s right, Aunt, dear! Lord 
Cargncorm has come to life i and is engaged to marry an 

Indian squaw from Colorado; all our friends have found N: 
silver mines, or Pennsylvania oil-wells in other people’s pockets, and 
the Era of Universal piness has set in. 

_Mr. W. J. Florence. willikins! And I’m happy, too! J feel 
like a pea-nut that a Bowery small boy’s goin’ to shy at a song-and- 
dance-man. these sukkumstarnses, Marm’ (turning to Mrs. 
W. J. Frorewce), will you, by a Large Majority, be mine? 

x. 5 W. J. Florence. Tray volongteers, mong cher juge! Lispy, 
ear. 

Mr. W. J. Florence. Oh, 

Jerusalem! Joy! joy! joy! 

(to Black Batler in back- 
ground.) Let it rain cock- 
tails! 

The Spirit of Mr. Sam 
Warp hovering over the 

footlights. "It’s an, intel- 

igible play isn’t it? Ele- 

t ogue, too, eh ? 

ut (confidentially to the 
audience) although Mr. and 
Mrs. FLoRENcE are ad- 
mirable Comedians, and 
their Mighty Dollar cer- 
tainly represents in its way, legislative and financial getting at 
Washington, this is not how J managed matters in the days when I 
was King of the Lobby. 


at 


(Curtain falls.) 








The House and its Kitchen. 


(Resignation of Mr. Nicuout, the Commons’ Caterer, in consequence of 
Mr. Montacusg Guest having complained of the Owisinc.) 


Covuxtp Mr. Nicnor 
_. Our tickle 
With boiled and stewed and roast, 
We'd eat with zest, 
And not one Guest 
Would quarrel with his host. 





Novel Anticipations, 


Flogging the First-Born. By the Author of Beating the Ait. 
The Home of Truth. By the Author of The House of Lys. 
The Hill , Boapel to The Veil Removed, 
#. By the Author of White Wings. 

. Tobe taken with High Spirits. 
4 Trusti: nd.” By the Aut rot A Doubt 

ng y the Au of A ing Heart. 

My Father's Daughter. By the Author of That! Son of Mars. 





NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


~ HERE'S man 
7) I wunders when I hears 
H a Washupfool Master, 
p7] or a prime 
- © Mare, or a 
Sheriff, or even a mere 


a time as | 


Warden, or | 


Common Councilman a | 


like 


away 
the 


busting 
about 


thunder 
rights and 
of this that and 


| 


priverlishes | 
the | 


other, whether they ’re | 
quite the same sort of | 


wells at home. Ah! 
that’s rather a okkard 
f ood 


y 

perfessional duties 

y runs me inte 

hours, But Brown 

\ says he knows for a 

fact that many and 

mony a Swell, old as 

as yo , gets into 
Parliament boca 

gives him a nice excuse 

or a latch Key. But 

then Brown will go on 

so. Owever I do happen 

to know that a certain 

very iminint sittizun, 

who goes it like one 

o’Clock wen he’s a Chairman, asta new Stilton wen he’s 

at home. You wouldn’t believe it same party. Thunder 

and apie abroad, and milk water at home. I know it 

bekos I once lived with him, but only for a short time. I missed my 

society, and my exsitemunt and ~ fees and my wine. Oh no, it 

didn’t do atall. And, if the truth must be told, rather different 

wittles for both on us. No reel Turtel, and no reel Jam/ not of 

any Kind, but all quite plane; so plane that I didn’t at all wunder 

at Master having so ome im, t dinner engagements. No! 

public life quite spiles us all for mere domestick injoyment. 


One of the most plogantest dinners of the whole Season was given 
last Thursday week by the Fishmongers Gill, which is caneldes 
and naterally, one of the most important of the lot. They ’re a very 
nice le set is the F tho 

their Pollitics for my money. M 
things, in Pollitics it means Change, and, like Masters and 
I wants no change. 

That a ~ jewel of a Soldier, Sir Ganwet Wotser, spoke well as 
he always does. He goes right to the pint, like a charge of Cavalry. 
I likes to hear him stand up for the young Soldiers. 
just as good as the old uns. Ah! I wish I could say th 
the young Waiters, 

After that we had rather a rum thing. They drunk to the French 

mbassador, and, may I newer taste Old Port if he didn’t 
return thanks in French! I should li know many on us 
understood him. I didn’t for wa hn what ’s more, didn’t pretend 
to. How many on’em can say watch ’em, as me 
and Broww did, a grinning and 
thought they all knew what he 
drunk the House of Lords. 


nicely buttered. I riverences 
a Peer as gave me less than half 


to 
Wh 





Found him at last! 


Arter announeing that he was going to 
Theatre last Saturday, Mr. J. 8. Cuamxn y his mind 
and finding the Theatre too hot to hold him, intends to it closed 
for refrigerating purposes d t,—a less expen- 
sive process than cooling it with 
Ventilator. It is clear that Mr, 


at the Haymarket 


some private and 


will be identified with the Clarke of the W 





authoritative tip as to what the next Tortntohe’ (gpperstare is going 
to be, and henceforth the tem; tenant of the ymarket Theatre | 


use it | 





red, | 
a leetle too libberal in | 


as I likes Libberality in most | 
ardens. | 


He says they ’re | 
e same for 


the next fortnigh 
deg cath neyeediny her our- | 
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A SKETCH 


AT TROUDEAUVILLE. 


Arree Tae Bata, rae Count anp Countess pe Sr. CAMEMBERT HAVE A LITTLE Ca&AT WITH THEIR FRIENDS BEFORE DRESSING ; AND 
Monsizvr RovoovuLy, THE FAMOUS BARITONE, SMOKES A QUIET CIGARETTE, ERE HE PLUNGES INTO THE SANDY RIPPLE. 





= 





PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Mowvay, August 30 (Lords).—European Concert “‘ all right up to 
now,” says Lord Granvitte. Turkish movement rather too r - 
tando, perhaps; but it is hoped that the lagging Ottoman will soon 
be brought up to time. 

Ground-Game Bill. Lord Repespaxe boldly moves its rejection. 
Bat who recks Reprspate? Apostate Peers look upon Abdiel as an 
old fogey. The Great Educator rises, and posing as Chiron, Nestor, 
Ulysses, and Puck—particularly Puck—all in one, addresses the 


House on this wise :— 


The Bill is bad, bad with as baneful badness 

As our beloved Abdiel (worthy fossil ! 

In his three points hath pictured it ; 

of cuntensh asians 3 violation vile 

Of immemorial rights of Property ; 

Shapen to stir up strife ’twixt close-knit souls, 

The Damon and the Pythias of our day, 

Landlord and Tenant. Arrogant as false, 

Conciliation none, nor compromise, 

Containing. Lo! it turns the lawless poacher, 

Land's loathliest enemy, to an “ ex * 

A licensed trespasser, who may, o’erbold, 

“ Stand in the sunshine of the Constitution,”’ 

And flourish his free weapon in the face 

Of Providence and of the Manor's Lord. 

Most horrible! (Shudders visibly.) Yet, to reject the Bill, 

As KepespaLs mov one~eak were ticklish—ticklish. 

Dignus vindiee nodus? Not such knot 

This knotty question quite. For me, in faith 

J have no interest in subject, none. 

Hughenden’s hermit, I, calm Cincinnatus, 

To cabbage-culture sworn, not any more 

A candidate for Parliament, nor like 

To rear or tumble Ministries again ; 

Only the Constitution’s humble champion, 

And ) ours, my and yours! (Pauses, much moved, then 
rallying, proceeds.) Peers, tis a trap, 

This bold bad Bill, baited to snare your pride 


breach 





And catch your prejudice, and so disarm you 
For imminent Constitutional Armageddon ! 
So, to Committee let it pass, and there 

Be purged, pared, picked to pieces, purified, 
As your eweet wills and subtle wits decree, 
Till ’tis a very Bottom of a Bill— 

By much Amendment, as by Ass’s head, 
Translated, changed, transmogrified. So do, 
O Peers, my ermined brethren ; proving thus 
That you’re self-sacrificing patriots, 
Paladins versed in valour’s better part, 
And— more considerably up to snu 

Than Repespa.sz or the Radicals conceive! 


And behold the Peers did even as Puck advised, with results that 
may perchance be manifest anon. 

(Commons.)—The Irish Members kept their word, and did not 
considerably ‘‘out-run the Constable” in the matter of that Con- 
stabulary Vote, which was agreed to after due debate. 


Then Courtney suggested, de die in diem, 

Verbatim Reports! Well, of course they may try ’em ; 
But Punch would just warn the palavering lot, 

That at 85, Fleet Street, no rubbish is shot ! 


The Sitting wound up with Navy Estimates and Ways and Means. 


Tuesday (Lords).—Hare-skins! Rabbit-skins!!! (See Sateen.) 
Little more left of the Ground-Game Bill when their Lordships ha 
done with it. Tenant farmers think there’s a eal to be got 
out of it, and the old “‘ Expert ”—thank thee, Brn, for teaching us 
that word |—thought so too. > 

(Commons.)—The old old Optimist v. Pessimist controversy anent 
our Iron-clad Fleet once more resumed between Offici mand ex- 
Officialdom. The upshot, of course, was that nothing could be 


better than the actual state of affairs, or mo = —— than the 
. _ Jou~ Butt pays his money, and may take his choice of 


the two views. 
about the Dark Continent, the land of 


Then prolonged palaver , 
geographical mystery and political muddle. The relations between 
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CATCHING THE EARLY BIRD. (AUGUST 31.) 


Customer (curious to know how Partridges get into ‘‘the Market’’ so early on 
Sept. 1st). “1 want A Brace or PARTRipGgs For A sick Rexative.” 

Poulterer. *‘ Can't HAVE ’EM TILL TO-MORROW, Siz.” 

Customer. ** BuT couLDN’T YOU TO-DAY; AS A FAVOUR FoR AN INVALID? 
I’Lt orve Firreen Sai.uines ror THEM.” 

Poulterer, ‘* W-8-1i—(hesilatingly)—1P You’LtL MAK® IT A GoiInga—(deci- 
dedly)—YoU SHALL HAVE ’Em!” [Customer departs satisfied. 





the Colonists and what we call the Mother Country (but they seem to regard as a 
sort of Mother-in-Law Country), are a little strained. South-African settlers, 
like South-African sherry, seem to have a fine faculty for disagreeing with 
everybody except, pomens Sir BartLe Frere; and the Home Government 
cannot agree with him. It is clear that “England in Africa” is not yet a 
satisfactory subject for epic treatment. Who will be our Scipio Africanus in a 
ful sense, a worthy successor in policy to Livrwesrone in pioneering ? 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, on f of the Government, avowed the most excellent 
intentions in the most ex manner. Mr. Punch hopes that somethi 
good may come of it. Burials Bill, back from the Lords, read a Third Time. 
Wednesday (Lords).—Chorus of Peevish Peers, En? What? istration 
of Voters (Irland) Bill? At this time of the Session? Pooh! pooh! altogether 
infra dig. Those confounded Commons are coming it quite too strong. Let’s 
chuck it out, unconsidered, just to show we ’re not to be trifled with. 
Lo 20, By © make ty af 18. 
from the Hareditary ced Yercageaditto Lagisiatses! Revwage|{l- Let's oppose 
e islators ! venge ! ! ’s oppose 
the Appropriation Pill! [Do so, and yet turer vedere the Session. 
Mr. Punch (and the Public). “ A plague on voth your Houses ! ”’ 
ihwrsdey Lords).—The Ground-Game Bill having et ey down till, 
like the girl’s nose, it rather resembles “the little end of nothing 
whittled pete! Ney a point,” is allowed by the Peers to pass, amidst fresh ebulli- 
tions of pa petulance, To doggerelise it :— 
Lord Viviaw regarded 
Lord BargMan was sick of Hares 





all Rabbits as Vermin, and hinted that he such vermin hated ; 

! Rabbits, and wished they were all exterminated. 
Lord FeversHau vowed farmers these “‘ vermin,” forty millions are annually vended. 
Then the Lords’ little game with the Ground-Game Bill, at least for the moment, was ended. 
. (Cagmsan)-rDpay, Shep Censed 5a Honourable Members got senseless 

eoncerning * return religious opinions” question, Orthodoxy 
and the other Doxies slang-whanging each other just as if they were yin 
earnest. Bricut turned on his tartest tap. You should know better, Jomy, 
he | pe ob Let the Olympians keep to their Nectar, and eschew the sour 
small beer of petty polemics. 





seers Baws 
official salary of teed Bee 


Sir Wilfrid Lawson, Ah! Happy Thought! The 
Eastern Question! Musta’t finish the Session without a 
chat on that novel tl hat is the Government 
doing? Nothing, 1 or &t least nothing that means 
anything. Bat he this shocking talk about 
* Coercion” and * Naval strations?” Methinks 
I sniff gunpowder! E Concert all very well so 
long. as it plays no mili ic, nor drowns the still 
small voice of my soul’s ute Non-Intervention. 

the Government the pledge of Total 
Abstinence (from aught d-water and talkee- 
talkee) before it sen 4 " 

Lord Hartington. stration is simply 
a demonstration of ony of the Six 
Concerted Powers, . D, The Turk is not an 
absolute donkey; and I t nga’ him by supposing 
that he ’ll court actual Coercion ; but if he does—ahem ! 

he W aves 60 Se Gran. 

r. Bourke. We as you embar- 
rassed us ; but, oh! ee making 
of the whole business ! (Hugs hi 

Sir H. Wolff. Ditto to Chuckles. 

Sir C. Ditke. The Bix Mean peace, 
not war, and would than 

ickle it. Conservatives on uropean 

cert: we trust it to k out of hot water. 
You’ li see! Subsides inte seat, es @ serene smile. 

Mr. Punch. I must keep my eye on you! 
Keeps it, 

Friday.—Lon Gosslene tempers! That, 

Mr, Punch opines, is oaly owibly grein for the 

vish competitive puerili Lords and 

om mons to saes Sndged. That ve and reverend 

Signior, Lord ESDALE, gave nokie of a bogus tu 

lution the House, Mr. T. 

te abolish the 

r. Forster was 

Chamber, Sir 8. 

of Mr, Fors- 

an itigated Jeru- 

len meself, and ” and suspended. 

eaene cliases: 6 childi een! mf e lucid 

intervals of shindying insanity, the to most 

of the geteen jr toy om! to the Burials Bill, and 

the Commons to certain of the Lords’ ta to the 

Ground-Game Bill. On Saturday the Lords agreed to 

amended Amendments on Ground-Game, late Hares and 

Rabbits, Bill, which, to quote our astute old Expert, is 

not quite what it was on its first appearance in the 
Upper House. 

Hurroo! Land at last! Prorogation imminent —as 
Mr. Giapstonx would say, ‘‘ within measurable distance.” 
Mr. Punch’s prophetic (and impatient) soul flies in 
advance of the lagring hours, and thus informally dis- 
misses lingering and long-trie:| Senators :— 

My Lords, likewise also ts of the Cymmons, 

Wy ie veers onthe wallns my summons. 

Farewell! get ye gone from my eyes and the House, 

Ge pep at the partridge, go bang at the grouse. 

Having weathered all storms, use this giorious weather 

To breath e Autumn's ether, and sniff Autumn's heather. 


Forget ills of Ireland on Scotia's hills; 

Let your musings, dear be of bage, not of bills. 

Be your talk still of sport, not its laws but its pleasures ; 

May your consciences lose the dead weights of dead measurés 
All work and no play has made Jack a cross boy ; 

Let him now in relief from jawing find joy. 

Let Excuo court silence, and RupgsDALE woo peace, 

And Cuariin and Onvrcni.y from aor cease, 
May Noxrucore find Firmness, and may Hancount find Tact, 
And Forsrex Diseretion, and Gost ereep of Pact. 

From A. Bartierr’s bonnet may gales blow the bees, 
And Wo rv lose those Bogeys that stupidly tease. 

May sanity clear D1tLon’s much-muddled mentel-man, 
May churl BiaGak learn to behave like a gentleman, 
May Commons and Lords get their wits out of tangles, 
Learn manhood and manners and eut boyish wrangles. 
The Queen's Speech to ri tumnise rather,— 
Be off! Go to everywhere !—Jericho—farther | 
You "ve had a hot Session; we hope that next Season 
You'll do better work with more temper and reason. 

At t relieve House and Town of your presenco, 

And Punch of the task of extracting more Essence ! 








‘Seasrpx Marpens.” — Zinsley’s Sammer Number. 
Specimens of Henty Working, very Henty-resting. 
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AN AFTER-THOUGHT. 
Professional Temperance Orator, “WAITER, HAVE YOU Gor ANY Sopa-WarTER!’’| 0¢ +h, Marriage Laws of the United m,” read by 
T. 


Barman. “‘ Yesstn—ruenty, Str. A Borris or Sopa, 


Prof. Temp. Orator (ostentatiously). 
—(sotte voce)—1 THINK YoU CAN PUT A Giass oF Branpy INTO IT!”’ 


( 
iI Dif ll aN, 




































Sin?” 


“* A Borrie or Sopa-WArTER, PLEASE ; AND/ a suitable spirit, he has entitled himself to 







A GREAT TEMPTATION TO VISIT SCOTLAND. 


K ARMS HOTEL.—HIRING in all its Branches, 
including a ~~ HEARSE; also a new BRAKE, seated 
for Twenty. The only House ranning a Machine Daily to all 
the principal Trains running to and from Fordoun Station. The 
best and greatest variety of Machines, and the best Horses in the 
locality are kept. 

Tue best ‘‘ Machines” we have for hire, 

And nags so good they never tire ; 

Excursions if you to take, 

To moor or mountain, loch or lake, 
To ancient town or ruin grey, 





The roomy a og the trap, 
The cart pA rad = = mishap ; 
And if, like Letentor, you intend 
At some snug inn your days to end, 
Come to these “‘ Arms,” in aa - B., 
They ’ll take you in—for £ s. 
Provide a doctor and a —- 

And find you “‘ a Superior Hearse.” 





A Great Chance. 


Sryce the following advertisement appeared in the 
Lincoln Gazette, there has been a tremendous rush for 
the place. 
iw there is any active young CRIER and BILL-POSTER 

out of a job, who can live on about Is. 3d. per week, there 
is a grand opening.—For particulars apply to ——, sworn in 
Town Crier and Bill-Poster, on liberal terms, Horncastle. 


We hasten to give it publicity. Why are there no 
‘“* Egoes”’ this week? Is it possible that our esteemed 
Contributor—— But no——Anyhow, well telephone to 
the Sworn Crier, and hear him swear on the subject. 





A Card. 


A Section of the British Association at Swansea was 
entertained with a paper on “‘ The ee Finedou,” read by 


Dr. Acz. 


Ace treated this heme rey Soy nome i 
escri 





as the Ace of Hearts. 

















DIARY OF THE 


TuvurspaAy.—On board the Grantully Castle. 
bled on Pier at Gravesend— wanted 


say (by Doctor’s orders), “‘ V ery 
customed to public aehina’ 


mementoes of my visit. 


Half-an- Hour later.— Have just stepped down into cabin. Luxu- 
down at once, 
wrote six post-cards, also letters to Bismarck, Suttan, AMBER, and | 
Ships; and was beginning my Life 
of Lord B——d, when Doctor came in, and said, 


rious furniture, sofas, &c. A 
; also articles on Homeric 


brain.” 


Hour later.—Luggage come on 
with Mayor and an Address, also 


PREMIER AT SEA, 


me to make speech. 


sorry, couldn’t oblige 


unac 
&c. Assembled thousands disa 
pointed. I can see them now, however, consoling themselves by 
tearing old labels from my luggage, which lies on Pier, as slight | re 


writing-table ! 


Liberal Association. By Doctor's advice we steer away. 
to make slight speech to Liberal Deputation 


trum but stopped by Doctor. 
bet. ill do so. 


keeper of the light- ship. 
10 p.m.—Time to “turn in.’ 


throug 
Wish I’d learnt the dumb alpha- 
Evening.—Just passed the Nore. Deputation and Address from 
Do so. Think | of Hartrnerton. 


Wouldn’t he be glad to be . to “ turn in” now! 


Friday, 4 .m.— Went on deck. Ordered back to bed by Doctor. 
However, when he left cabin, lit candle, wrote sixteen post-cards. 
Dowatp CurRrE, poste, r my family, 


nt at door. Captain, Mr. 


eral M.P.’s, most of the crew, ons Qe mag ot tho 


imploring me to husband m strength. 
“* wife” Note for pamphlet on ‘Mized 2 
Deputation and Address 


s aT. “.—Go on deck. 
fishing-boat. Gratif 
tad topellant flying, I think. 


“hnsband”™? 


Mem. —Write Work on 


Thousands assem- 


Must not exert 


board. Boat seen 
Deputation and gy ste 


ate to not 
yr hey or Husba 

from occupants +m 
; but causes delay. Jib, spanker, 


Had to 


I attempt | 
ing- 


‘ ——— 


10 a.m.—Have just discovered that man-at-wheel is a Tory. Very 
distressing. And I mayn’t speak to him. Doctor’s orders to me ; 
captain’s orders to him, Gave him a few copies of Midlothian 


speeches. He wants to know where Midlothian is. y— 
is ames Gan & of disfranchising man at wheel within the sphere 
of pee politics ? 


12 Noon.—*‘ I stood on bridge at mid-day.” 
LoyerELLow says. N.B.—Post-card to eee to-nig 
recting his eS 
We A ‘rantully Castle surrounded with boats. Thousands 
of bathing-machine women, and — with spades, cheering on 
beach. Deputation, and Address from local Liberals. Beg me to 
come on shore, lay joniadion-aiune of new Liberal Club, tell them 
last reports from Afghanistan, make political speech, but, above all, 
to Sooieat my stren Note.—Is not an ‘‘h’”’ omitted in Whey- 
rp ? Write article for Magazine on this and on Cowes. 
Portland.—Inhabitants of whole South of England collected 
Kotiand Bill. They wave handkerchiefs, and ask for speech. 1 
pon tm principle of Hares = Rabbits Bill through speaking- 
trumpet. Doctor begs me to sto 
Plymouth.—Tory stronghold. Fnhabitants all assemble, and cheer. 
Query—Reaction? Deputation and Address from local Anti-Vac- 
cinators. Doctor very angry. I retire tocabin. Hear of es 
Sitting in House of Commons! Would that I were there! I try 
eseape to London by one of the boats vende snes shore. Caught by 
Doctor. Forced to stay. Very provoking ext time must trav 
with a box of disguises. Made up as B——p I might escape notice. 
Telegrams to Hartrycton, Forster, Ditxe, &c. Propose to Cap- 
tain to invite Messrs. Brogan, Parnert, Sutirvan, &c., to accom- 
us on voyage. Captain objects—fears disturbance on board. 
P tell him he shall have compensation for any disturbance. He 
asks, ‘‘ What compensation?” I reply, , 4 to pay £100 to each 
— Strange, he doesn’t see where the compensation comes 


in ex 
But what ’s 


(Not “ ae ” as 
cor- 





‘avigation 


OF Bailly Isles. es, of' course, Scylila. 



















become of Charybdis? hat is the Scotch song about "Geylla 





ae 2. nee a ak an 
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have to sei Post-cards to every body 
at Midlo asking the question. 
Saturday.—F eel vers strong. Try to cut 
cut down mainmast with axe. Stopped by 
Captain, who says, will interfere with navi- 
a, A tully Castle 
‘an 
sail off to Constantinople, to form part of 
Naval Demonstration. He says, ‘‘ No 
powder on board.” I reply, “‘ Don’t want 
powder. SULTAN never to in firm 
manner that he hasn’t at once yielded, ™ 
&e. gemge ey o tC. speech.) 
Captain. say’ ut Tory 
man-at-whee heel would never consent to steer 
for Constanti e to coerce SULTAN. 
offer to steer myself, also to reef or set sails 
when oe to swab =~. attend to 
boiler, light fires, &c. Doctor sa wie 
really must husband strength. 
“ husband ” ? 


a Irish Coast. Deputation 
| from distressed landlords. 


solve? Go on to October.” 

-_ an another eae 

others to persons asking for my au 

my — on=the - sort of n 

pens, and my views on hrenology. Note 

—- P t 2 abject fi nad writing 
su or e 

wo "Monda = Deputation. f from 

Liberal Association, with a Scotch Bailli 

tad making a ¥ ~~ t 1 ” 

su at last— 

Doctor fortunately below 

feel like Dr. TANNER 

Deputation ‘“* hoped I 

MB. ” I said I wouldn’t. 


tland, however — AMEER, 
ISMARCK, m&e., &e. ‘Go on with Life of 
Lord vere ll ——_ en post- 


cards, and Docto 
—s et eee realy basen haben’ ene — ~ ' 
y.—Shi 


I will. 

oe a ** dead 

slow” yey of pm we of boats, with 
wild fishermen on board. They want "to 
see me, they say. When they see me, they 
cheer. Touching. Involves my standing 
on bridge all day. Go , and shake 
hands with fishermen through port-hole. 
Read Suetiey’s Hellas, and determine to 
annex all Thessaly to Greece. Practise a 
hornpipe before turning in. Doctor says 
= energies, &c. Why “ husband ”? 


[Jumps on shore, and trains u, Le 
Decee Street in time for Cabi- 
net Council, 


or 





A Puzzler. 


We cull >: rm the Western Morning 

News of Aug. 3 
ANTED. a gat 
as JUNIOR CL 

Apply, &. 

A very Junior Clerk he must be. About 
Hag eee years oi B oars But po ms if older, 

? To act as under aeer- 

a and with some knowledge of 
metic, to set down two and carry one? 
Can’t make it out. 


respectable Youth, 
K in the Nursery.— 





THE BUN INCIDENT. 


Ry Growing the attention of the House 





GAUL AND ALBION. 


Tom, ** ASK THEM TO COME AND PLAY CalcKeT witH vs, Errir,”’ 

Effie. ** Voutez-vous VENIR JoUER CRICKET AVEC nous?” 

Alphonse. *‘ No, saNK you, Mezss! My PARENTS SAY IT 18 NO GENTEEL FOR ZE LEETLE 
Megxssks TO PLAY ZE CxicKET! V&E VILL PLAY Ze SKIPPINROPE IF YOU VILL, OR Ze Savurrie- 
DORE AND ZE _Batrizcoox is 


SPORTING INTELLIG GENCE. 


Pur every halfpenny you have, on Robert the Devil, Mind—Robert for ‘the Leger! 
Not Robert the excellent waiter who contributes to your) paper, but Robert the winner. 
He won’t make a waiting race of it you’ll see. 


Private and Confidential. 

And now, my dear Sir, a word in justice to myself. I was silent last week. This 
needs no excuse, as you know my hints on mats & matters are only to be occasional. But 
| know that quite a different interpretation has been placed upon my absence from your 
columns. I am perfectly well aware that the following | ee is “ going the rounds.” 

I am accused (in spite of my well-known dislike to unnecessary writing) of havi ~ sd 
the name of the widow of my uncle toa bill of exchange for a considerable sum! Having 
done this, it is actually asserted that I discounted the document at a sacrifice of eighty 
ti cent.—thus realising only a fifth of the marketable value of the security! This unbusiness- 

ke conduct (it is so like me to be unbusiness-like !) it is potendies was followed by a whole- 

sale seizure and realisation of some Stocks I when they holding in trust for two little 
omens of tender years. They say this of me w i a. that I pS ye ay doat upon 
, and am always s playing with them! It is further reported that —_ holding th | 
— at a church-door, I 4" with the proceeds before the conclusion of 
did leave early on = because I was carried away by my fee 

It is declar parently on most iructpereiy authority, that I have managed to 
rob a Bank when at ‘the wall wat was Gunbaring ! Yet Iam always in bed bed by oo except 
when absolutely prevented by some pressing ement ! However, let that pass. 
with the other events in the indictment. he Police pretend to believe (so I habe been 
told by a Magistrate I met on the Bench the other day) that I, as ee of the Poor 
Widows’ Crust of Bread Fund, the Sunday Scholars’ k, y meritorious 
institutions, have used the Voluntary (Llay a stress upon the word “* Volun ”) Contribu- 
tions to me in my official character for my own maintenance! Is this not really 
sad? How few understand the real meaning of the b, “‘ Charity begins at home!” 

Why continue the long list of my alleged pee illoes? Sir, in the most solemn manner 
in the world, with the jatmost impressiveness, a! declare that the whole story has been 


considerably eraggerated ! Yours, Tue CoLonEt en retraite. 


* Remainder of address illegible. House of Commons or House of Correction? Much the same, by 
the way, when an Amended Bill comes down from the Lerds.—Ep. 








NO POLITICAL QUESTION. 
Q. Why was Mr. Grapstoxe = his cruise like an itinerant tinker ? 
A. Because he was travelling “ e mend.” 
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THE CRY OF THE CLERK! 
ny do talk of the Border-Land, the 


ri and miles of heather, 
To one scribbling, pen in hand, can 


My bord dyad Sol together 
y er- s xt and 
rer land's tf the Ubdcrerron d 
To take me aay ro he rar of fe rt, 
crash, an soun 
That Ay my ears from morn to night, 


dawn to the dews, from the 
light to the dark. 


Wey ES Te ost er the cick 


the morning 


That wakes me out of of dreams, 
eS mel though a 


Profit and’ loss I have up, w 

Drones and bees in the same glass-hive ; but they | ape yy the ie ba 

But it did seem hard they should waste so much, when I boul have a loan of 
money 

To save my sick, to bury my dead, to bring to haven the buffetted burk 

That threatened to split on the sands of Time with the life and love of the threadbare Clerk! 


I don’t growl at the working-man, be his virtue strict or morality lax ; 

He'd strike if they gave him my weekly wage, and never ask him for the Income-tax ! 
They take his little ones out to tea in a curtained van when the fields are green, 

But never a flower, or field or on 8 am their leafy homes have my children seen. 

The case is different, so they say, for I’m respectable,—save the mark ! 

He works with the sweat of his hot brow, and I with my body and brain—poor Clerk ! 


Respectability! That ’s the word that makes such fellows as I grow lean, 

That sends my neighbours to Margate Pier, and sets me ayy fit for Kensal Green ! 

What in the world is a slave to do, whose iok-steiged pm only crutch, 

Who counts the gain that staggers his brain, and the ri that he dare not touch | 
Where ’s the am ition, the hope, the gk of a man like me who has wrecked the Ark 
That holds his holiest gifts, and why? Because he is honest and called a Clerk ! 


Why did I marry ? ip eapey’t auen, fo Op tee ae brother was I not born ? 

Are wife and child to be given to him, and lowe to be tabin doom exo with coon ? 

It is not for them that I plead, for theirs are the only voices that break my sorrow, 

That lighten my pathway, make me pause ’twixt the sad to-day and the grim to-morrow. 
The Sun and the Sea are not given to me, nor joys like yours as you flit 

Awa po Se enals ane ie Son as Sane ee ee ree 

But I’ve love, thank Heaven! and mercy, too; ’tis for justice only I bid ~ ba 

To the tale of a penniless man like me—to the wounded ery of a London 


Twenty odd years I have"sat at the desk, in the same little den in he pms, et port, 
balanced them firm 





Coes EXTRAORDINARY. 


We don’t know much about the hearth ; but we fancy that this report, from | ; 
the Daily Telegraph, of the Toskekine M.C.C. math is a startler :— 

“The M.C.C. had 184 to get to win, but on going in they made a disastrous stert against the bowling 
of Prats and Bares. Before a run had been scored, Mr. WALKER was bowled for8. Barnes was 
sent back, and at 14 Mr. Sree. was caught behind the bowler. Mr. Srupp was caught at short leg, 
MipWinTeRr was caught at slip, end FLowgrs run out.” 


gh had been scored Mr. Watxer was bowled for eight. Where was the scorer ? 

Adee Or a idn’t Watxer run? Or is it all a beautiful dream? As we bees. by 
ing, we do not know much about yn but we cannot refrain from remar 

on the evidently cowardly conduct of us EL, who “was caught behind the ete 
Why did he hide behind the bowler ? didn’t he stay and the ball like a man? 
We shouldn't have done so, we admit ; but Wir a we shouldn’t have put ourselves forward in 
e ae | a manner. But to get behind the bowler, and caught there! Bah ! 
t’s un-English. 


M.C.C. vy. Hampshire.—The M.C.C., in their match last week against a Rural District, 


roduced a rural Eleven, which included a Wood, a Hill, a Park, a Green, a Bird, a Wild, a 
ang, and a West. 


== 





a is a Prize Mastiff like two London Cabs? Because he’s a Hansom one and a 
wier. 








GAME. 


Shotover Park, September 1. 
Dear Sre, 

In reply to your request that I should 
give you an account of *‘ my day with the 
P ” I send these few es in aw 

e 
—(we’re 
always catch- 
ing somethin 
here. Such 
a sporting 
gepatsy — 
to tell 


rou —, I 
my day 
—without the 


Cartridge Castle. (Report from “ 
a a ‘om ouse- 
keeper's Room.) — Ma’s ecu 

Splendid sport among the fone. "Real 


jam 

Sport. — We have received good reports 
of tho sbtet 6 Bigh Sealy @ ping F 
Chingford, Margate : “ot 
Searhorough Sands, = the nut 
shooting is first-rate. Aunt Gallies rather 
shy. Nuts rather wild. 








RECONSTRUCTION. 

Tue City Press is right in saying— 

“The reconstruction of the Central Criminal 
Court is just one of those matters which should 
by no means be delayed a moment longer than 
can possibly be helped... . The visit which we 
ventured to recommend the members of the Com- 
mittee to pay, when the business of the Old Bailey 
is in full swing, would enlighten them upon the 
many points it is desirable should be taken into 
cquldandion in the work they are about to un- 
dertake with the sanction of the Corporation.” 


The * ° baeisep of the Old Bailey in full 
swing” uppleases ae oy, ve. But 
pe hl beet, tiated” a pg 
roug A And, 
have New Law Courts, wh ay not furnish 
than with o Swarr lau? For the pre- 

sent, as , let the Committee visit 
the Old while the business i 
full swing,” and in order not to decide hur- 
riedly, let them suspend their judgment, 





Hero to Hero. 


Horse Guards, eis BO 
, 1880. 

; the Duke of oiinapes p 
sents he compliments to -Gen Sir 
Frepenrick 8. Ros K.B., V.C., and 
begs to say that by re to the Wel- 

lington Despatches, vol. ii. 361, Sir 
FREDERICK Tall see that the Duke marched 
to Poonah from tam at the rate, 
upon an ay , of thi and a half 
milesa day. Sir Frepeaicx 8. Roserts 
nes marched from Cabul to a rt at 
the rate, ha an average, 
miles and ¢ hree-quarters daily. F. 
Duke heartily congratulates the General, 
who has been 


d 
triumphantly i in his yA gael = 





BOUND TO BE 80. 

JupGING Pang - the cartloads of trashy 
books on the leading Libraries’ Lists oat 
at the bookstalls, there must be a large 

wri 





oe Co Geannpassas Gs Sir Gen ken ete eee, return, or ree In no case cam these de returned unless cecompansed by 6 





is 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
At the Westminster Aquarium. 


(Here we are r end) HEN the | Establishment 


opposite the hebider.end and within 
y hail of the Houses of Parlia- 
( 3 ment, wasopened to the public 
the more earnest of Mank 
believed that the prospects of | b 
Science, Art, and Literature, 
wae brightenin: 5 the 
to a Prince 
“f r~ he Blood at the inaugural 
ceremony, allusion 
was made the fact that 
ALBERT THE Goop had left 
at his lamented decease many 
schemes for the regeneration 
of the World in general and 
the British Nation in particu- 
lar, in an unfinished state. It} 0am 
ists, bound together by the 
ity ‘Act, had taken this very 
, through the agency of 
en, and a Receptacle for Unusual 

to set a right. In a 2 2 ward, what the Parnce Consort 
hed commensal, wae Se te Sanuee nr Se Desetene f So Ee 
minster clettion af A firs towards the Millennium was made 
by the election cf all = B Wealth, — 7 of England - 

the post of t was 
und Ghat the Soly hus Crpetiiotcd eran to sot es boat of 
Collective Guardian o to \ saapation. Since then the vee 

of London have told 


pertele, Foileats 


proves the A. 4 these little Co 

t might inferentially denote that the great 
in the sternest sense of the words, 

I determined to judge for myself, 


son the walls. I par- 

ey an enormous 

as he omnes to be 

: ang i ra The next 

epi 1s bottle oe a se 

bloedthinety exveg po last was a little ope was a 

strange group labelled, ‘Comic Military Band twice daily.” Per- 

plexing, I repeat, from a Millenniue t of view. battle 

and the gorilla sketches might have some connection with the 
Darwinian theory and the Survival of the Fittest. 

Glancing sorrowfully at a couple of melancholy seals in a bath, and 

pee pet ay piace’ ieee fae eee 7 ap come cognate use- 

eof a yo although person a stranger 

to me, addressed me suggesting that she had known me 

the Grand Marquee. 


the Man of the W 


and white tent, nearly 
fountain. 
looking 


“ Visitors are most particularly requested not to give the animal 
fi vod ree any Sarees. The greatest care has to be exercised in 


patel excited my curiosity had I not seen on the ledge 
of the case a collection of comestibles that were apparently being 
reserved for ‘the Old Man’s” dinner. The collection consisted of three 
halves of a small brush (such as is used for blacking boots 


ind ie © er 





lemons, ) 
and some sawdust. Having made this discovery, I thought it time 


to take my leave. As I departed, I observed that “‘ the Old Man” was 
seemingly attempting to break the tedium of his confinement by 
peeping through a hole in his tent at the half-suppressed grimaces 
of a solemn-looking Gentleman in evening , who was busily 
employed on the stage of the Institution in giving a spirited render- 
ing of the characteristic sounds of a country farm-yard. I was glad 
to notice this, as it seemed to attract Ourang’s attention for a moment 
from the evi uatly startling performances of the ry dmg 
vertised to a r in another of the building, 
y chosen “‘ the Ou M Man” himeci us a platform for a 
aoe of their little entertainment. 
I now followed the sound of some hideous shouts to their source— 
a room in the gallery. For a third time I paid a shilling. § On 
entering the apartment, a 
youth was saying ‘* mh | 
will now vant. 
’unt their prey — sur- 
round it. en they ’ave 
’unted it they will 4 
their song of joy.’ Deen 
seven Zulus, in A 
can costumes that I cannot 
help fancying must ee 
received some im 
additions from a esocllas 
neous collection of articles 
of British manufacture 


reli to jump about and 
in 


a manner - 


of an impromptu c 
got up by schoolboys ri devoid of dramatic talent. Such a hunt! 
—or to adopt the t es pronunciation, such ‘‘an ‘unt! ” 
After a few more Colney-H. Ln began to shake 
hands with the peeiabens, vi ry the immediate t of clearing the 
room. I lag behind, ha’ qe sameness in the 
Entertainment (white I at witneesed), and asked if 
Sony g ny what I had not? The 
4h a most = re explained to me that, 
> Srnett the pe of Their’ po ‘erent !”’ 
oxigen 6 space permit, I would report in detail how 
shilling to see CHana, “frend, the to visit ee SY valued 
utoma- 
think, the 
Crystal wa (business 
was slack, and there was 
a slight delay in my ad- 
rather suggestive 
of the Automaton and the 
having a friendly 
chat together in their 
shirt-sleeves during the 
poe. between the per- 
es), :~ ae 
pence to gaze into a glass 
which increased my natu- 
_ graceful portions 
condition of revolting 
obesity. I was lured into 
the inscription, 
aa I, so far 
nocked the at- 


I be a “yf 


lacard 
eo Bee 
ot hs tor the G 


this} last exhibition by seing a 
Roars of laughter! See yo 
from being amused, was v 
ja pe A small boy’s) h for the ts, I could learn 
about them, as ‘‘the full descriptive lecture at 3°30” was 

- ot adiveted What there is in my appearance to 
induce everyone to pester me to bu phs as touching 
mementoes of my visit, I don’t know. But so it was 

It remains but to say that, as I left, a talented gentleman, i in yellow 
satin trowsers, was cing a quart bottle on his nose, or perform- 
ing some other dangerous feat of an equally intricate character on 
the stage, to the languid satisfaction of a prow of well-dressed 
visitors of both sexes. I attended the place in rey In 
the evening I understand, there are many Lose we 
the marvellous magisterial licensing 
however, of this encouraging f I 
objects aimed at by the original 
that the Millenntam has commenced at 
Aquarium—just at present. 


Of tee noid | 
: when f counter the red 


"T cannot y declare 
the Royal Westminster 





Reminiscences. 
ae Girl’ Own Paper has recently given specimens of Ladie,’ 
itin 
|, eel showed him 


&. 
vt he sighed an old beau as his 
fac-similes, ‘‘ How well I know them a 
The little one wondered. What a funny Grandpapa ! 
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BONNIE BAR-GEE. 
“The Corporation propose placing a Memorial Stone on the site of Temple I'ar, in the middle of the roadway.” 








iam 





- Tisa jolly oo ion |" — twas Txuscorr who spoke— Sv crash goes the hansom, and smash goes the van, 
Though Temple *s gone, we can still have our joke ; There,’s a mingling together of horse, wheel, and man, 
So let each civic wag who loves humour and me, 

Vote for putting this Stone where the Bar used to be. They triumphantly cry, “ Calipash! Calipee!” 


Come, out with your trowels, and up with the Stone, : 
i ivers groan, There are fools in the East as in West, South, or North, 


Though Cabmen may cavil, and Bus-dri - . 
We care for ‘0 pleadings or i we! But there yet may be time ere the edict go forth, 
“pat Since there are so 


Just over the spot where the Bar used to be 


For it’s up with the cry, ‘ Calipash Calipee r men who the reason can’t ree 
For obstructing the Fleet where the Bar used to be. 
objectors are beat, Come, put up the trowels, and leave well alone ; 
L ugh at the block in the Fleet, Come, abandon the scheme, and have done with the Stone ! 
While Txvscort, the joker, cries, ‘‘ Well, as you see, For if once set a Ses a yar. my be, 
*Tis a’noble memorial of humour and Mr!” To be fitly inseri **Calipash! Calipee!” 








BEWARE! REWARD OFFERED. 
“Tas Keeper's Gow” is largely advertised in the Field.| Tue Gentleman who was wrapped-up in himself and directed by 


Safe so far, but what if the next invention is “the Lunatic’s his landlady to Victoria Station must have gone wrong, as he has not 
Gun!” since been Rud of. 
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COMING OUT. 


Pay is the name of a new weekl 
satirical j to on the 25 
inst., edited, we believe, as well as 
illustrated, by Mr. Atrrep THomP- 
= Satirically, F,. course it will 

a -pan and a warming- : 
pe es ii you!” ought to be 
an appropriate under an illus- 
tration of that sort of Pan. But is 
it called after the great god, Pan, and | 
to bea sort of Satyr-day Review ? or 
is it pan the , a8 every - 
boy knows — except the one we’ve 
been educating ourselves—for “‘every- | | 
thing” ? If Pan means e 
we trust he’ll do something, and 
““G. A, 8.” is to be a main contri- 


that something well. The 
butor, which will insure the bril- 
lianey of the Light articles. 

A propos, in answer to numerous 
Correspondents, our esteemed Cor- 
respondent who signed i 
“* Evecrric Lieut (‘G. A. 8.’ super- 
seded),” is rapidly recovering from 
his temporary loss of hair. The 
locks are removed, and he is free | 





Timely Hint from the Queen. 


Duxe of Muprorp, ‘‘ K.G.,” i.¢., 
Kovent Garden. To remind his 
Grace of the Order so much n 
there. Thank your Majesty. 





THAT ’S GOOD. 


Az a meeting of the Grammarian 
Society it was resolved :— 

“That that ‘ that,’ that that Mem- 
ber placed after that other that, is 
redundant, and that that ‘that’ be 
accordingly expunged.” 





Small Rustic (to tall London Visitor, who, being considered 
asked to beat, ‘' Because, you know, old fellow, you do it s0 well,”) ** 
THREE FIELDS VERY WELL, NOW DO’E ORAWL IN THER—(pointing to covered ditch)}—AND WORK ROUND 
THE NEXT TWO, AN’ I'LL STAY HERE AN’ MARK !”’ 


A REMINISCENCE OF THE Isr. 


(A Blazing Hot Day.) 


‘ous by the other guns, has been 
ow, ZURR, YEAU HEV DUN THEY 





a 





AGONY-POINT AMUSEMENTS. 


Taat Humanity might be human but for its amusements apes 
an aphorism fit to pair off with Sir G. C. Lewis’s celebrated 
proverbial paradox. Perhaps were it frankly advertised that a young 
girl was about to ruin her health in public for pay, or openly submit 
to the pangs of the rack for so many hours at the — Aquarium, 
some might be experi even by sensation-hardened ee 
sure seekers, some inquiry made as to the power of the law and the 
responsibility of parents. That would be brutal and brutalising 


torture of course. Miss Becxkwirn’s sponsors have only undertaken | °- 


that she shall attempt to remain in a tank of water ex 
view for one h i i 


swim, and b 
‘*pluck” then; they will now reward her 
failure with the same cheap tribute of selfish folly. 
thing. But displayed by AS enw girl in the form 
endurance of purposeless ering, in the interest, presumably of 
geste — ives and callous betting men, it loses its charm, if not 
1 
A swim of a hundred hours is as objectless as it is penitential, as 
ful as it is ing. Exhibitions of prowess, skill, elegant 
‘tness, even of nerve and not too agonising endurance, are 
legitimate enough when voluntarily undertaken by competent and 
responsible agents. But 4 girl of eighteen floundering in a tank for 
at ; a doing irretrievable 
oF stan 0 ~~ # <i 
gazers, is, we an exhi- 
Guatectel the ts 


or solace her 
task So » goed 


i to paren 
who tions &, te law that permits it and the public that patro- 
nises i 





THE CLOTH AND ITS CONNECTIONS. 

ecclesiastical vestments, and other textile fabrics, 

, sermons. These latter are often spun out too long; and, in 
they get worn threadbare. 


down, sick and suffering. People praised her |. 





LANDLADY’S LOGIC, 
Rents at the Seaside must be kept up— 


- Because last year was a bad |1, Because last year was a good 
season, season, and therefore this is 
likely to be bad. 

2. Because the season began early, 
and will therefore soon 
over. 


late, 
y, &e. 


. Because the season 
and you must make 

Because the house has a sea 
view. 

. Because you are near the rail- 
way, which is handy for 
going to town. 

Because you are near the hotel, 
which is always convenient. 


. Because you are close to the 
Church, 








_ Pepys on Pxpr’s ?—* Per’s Diary!” 
tion as he took down the immortal work 
write a Dis-pep’sy’s Diary!” Then, 
he opened a volume of y's Di 
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QUITE A LITTLE HOLIDAY. 
(Notes by Wandering Willie.) 


September.—Get_ my route for Brussels. (Note for Joke-book, or joke hal 
Note-book—“ Root” for Brussels. Result, “Wok Think it out as I go 
along.) Having got it, the question arises, ch am I to take’ Meeting 
little Tarr Raye in the street, he at once suggests accompanying him on 
board his yacht. Good. Done, : . 

Odd that until now I should always have associated yachting with the pos- 
session of great wealth and high rank. Now, Raye is one of those men reputed 
to possess £500 a- ear of his own, and, though a barrister. little of anybody 
else’s. His legal canal began, and, as far with the defence 


of an old lady 
ears’ penal dn — mb oF i 
foot os her advocate. Mentioning this generally 
everybody hires someone r 
** But,” he explains, “* share the expense.” Tarr Rayte didn’ 
share any expense. Must be careful to behave 
idea at and am thinking of crying off when I run 2 
it comes out, in the course of conversation, that he has 
four years, that his yacht is named the Dora, and that she is a 
A thirty-ton yacht! It is curious what little 
may be anything between the Great Eastern 
What is a ton? Well, one orders coals 
they last an uncommonly short time, my 
Stay! I once heard a man in the Guards 
to the ton, and—— But who said it, and 
Now to find out what a ton is. a! 
Motrtir.e, M.P. for Numbers, a man that has l 
Estimates, and has sent several Secretaries for tot y graves through 
his masterly exposure of their Budgets. I will get all information as to what a 
ton is from him. He doesn't know. Sir Hoxtow Krnsy still 
has got a “ton” im his name, he ought to know. (Query.—Wou 
to make a joke about his name? Better ask him first see if he’s likely 
to take it ry | He is off before [ have made up my mind whether 
to give him my joke on his name or not. It will keep till I see him again. — 
Sept. 10th.—The day at last. Up with the lark—that is, a decent, sensible 
lark—and don my yachting costume. A fisherman’s cap, which gives me quite 
the appearance of Masaniello; a jersey, with “ Dora” in letters, and 
a * t Y.C.” beneath. ne 
Charing Cross Station! Here are Tarr Rayie and his friends who are 
ing with us. He introduces us in such an offhand manner that we have to 
nd out who we are afterwards from one another qui 
= I can — is, that one a and the other is Bey. 
n the carriage. Bew is a cheery little man, wi 
and all the Sporting Papers. He asks me what will 
Now, I only know the name of one horse o 
he is living, so mak 
evidently know a thi 
thing or two all my Bs 


he tells me that 


This suggests what I may enter 
in my Note-book as a Tenni- 
sonian vilustration of 


vet! No wei in accounts for 
ou, but also touching, eh? We must go to 
ewmarket . ou are a warm ‘un.” 
All this is in such evident tones of admi- 
ration, that h I have no idea of what he 
seeks to convey, I cannot take offence. I cer- 
tainly am a “ warm ’un,” but this is natural in 
such September weather. Buew says, ‘*‘ Yes, it 
is very natural.” Good fellow, Bry. y 
Bos, pt nyo a great authority on cricket. 
He attends every match in London, can repeat the county scores of the 
season off by heart. He wants to know how 1 would ceosebate an Fuge 
i LazkE. 


“Tus Buxpor Drrricviry.” 





THE SONG OF THE FLIRT. 
(Hood's Own—for Somebody Else.) 





stitched, 
Yet a little more tight 
wt ae 


in 
The while, with her voice 
disdainfully pitched, 
She sang the “* Song of 
the Flirt!” 


** Work! work! work! 
In the broiling drive and row! 
And work! work! work! 
At the stifling erush and show! 
And I’m so sick of it all, 
That to-morrow 1’d marry—a Turk, _ 
If he’d ask me—I would! For, after this, 
Yes,—that would be Christian work ! 


* Work! work! work! 
On the lawn in the lazy shade ; 
Work! work! work! 
In the blaze of the baked parade! 
Tea, and tennis, and band,— 
Band, and tennis, and tea:— 
If I can but ogle an eldest son, 
They ’re all the same to me! 


** You men, do you dare to sneer, 

And point to your sisters and wives !— 

Because they simper ‘ Not nice, my dear ;’— 
As if they had ne’er in their lives 

Been stitched, stitched, stitched, — 
Each prude in her own tight 

And wouldn’t have been, without a blush, 
Had she had the chance,—a Fiirt / 


* And why do I talk of a blush ? 
Have I much of Modesty known ? 
Why, no. h, at times, her crimsoned cheek 
Grows —y A | own. us 
strange t, ‘or my life, 
Could I redden as she does, deep. 
I wonder why colour called up’s so dear,— 
on, should come so cheap ! 


* Bu se bong? yas pad 
ith powder, and puff, an : 
And, work! work! work! 
For every folly and fad ! 
With Imogen’s artless gaze ? 
No !—Phryne’s brazen stare! 
With soul undone, but body made up, 
I’ve all the fun of the fair! 


** So I work! work! work! 
fr dae yee 
what are its wages 8 

And a place—on the roll of hags. 

Still I ogle away by the wall,— 
A playful, kittenish thing ; 

Autumn well written all over my face, 
Though my feet have lost their spring. 


** So at times, when I’m out of breath, 
And the men go off ina 
To dangle about some chit just ‘ out,’— 
o smirks like a —_ 
I‘try for a short half 
To feel as I used to feel 
When a girl, if my boldness was all assumed, 
My hair, at least, was real! 
* And at times, for a short half hour, 
It seems a sort of relicf 
To think of Frep, and the few bright days" 
Before he came to grief ! 
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yr Ma ya — 


But at tears aa ah my every 
one’s face! 


In the loudest things ae 
are known, 
With her cheek a pecu- 
ar 
A maiden sat, in a gentle- 
man’s vest,— 
i idea in her 
To we stitched, stitched, 
Ya alittle more t in 
her skirt ; — 
The while mie witch De 
(Some t the I 
ears a 
wis, mig ix i ound 
She sang the “Song of the 





BUMBLEDOM ON ITS DEFENCE. 
(To the Editor of Punch.) 


gt itty 
and we fn them without flinc hin 
Beer- ae apt Ae lee heen tobe teat acting 
ucing In‘ we have to see no 
— 2. the hundred thousand pot-houses (more 
our ——- which would interfere 
rei the sale of drink. Same ann tenes, 
acta a or separate, we [a think would so in- 
terfere with this sale; and for this reason (if for no other) 
we should deal out music and mg % licences as spar- 
ingly as possible. 

Apart this, however, acco to strict Clapton 
and Stoke Newington principles, we look upon music as 
an error, and dancing as rg ay "We treat any man 
who dares to apply to us 5 for the simple licence for music 
as a lost sinner; and if he applies for the compound 
sane (music and dancing), we Sragitd him as a hardened 

er. 


to tell us, as we have been told by a 

pale ittee, that we are with two- 
irds of the “‘ places of amusement” don, and 
wits pespesty Gnd Sey aera cade Guat s chon 
ster’ Our mission 1s to pu ey ae and to 


: conviction that if ancient Babylon had 
been loosed with a body of gentlemen like ourselves, it 
still have been a thriving if not a very cheerful 





** Recommended.”’’ 


Stedfast to Death, a tale of Irish life—a Te ew ag = 
by the way, that sounds characteristically Irish—is the 

of a -written one-volume and by Mrs. 
| Au has evidently mastered the 
subject in all its Berens. 





est AustraLiaN Meret.—Tho gathering of the 
rh Re nme 


. | prest a the Home-Rulers. 
I| were takin’ a’oliday, miksin vlecevar with Waenies, by elpia 





— 


NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


cee ee last week to attend the Minister’s White Bait 
Dinner at Greenwich. ers has the a waiters because know we 
can be trusted. We used to be sworn to Fen mt that’s 
done away with. l’ve ) Fy of quite fabbilne pei prices being offered by Gents of 
the Press to nue iporter old be a Waiter t it’s reelly sumethiak ridik- 
bea tetrey on without a Ly 

few ite think e importent 

at there's e fow it etnies on L'a onthe ot 

w Liberal Government 


a little afraid of Sir Hewny James, an 
my pe as a new carving knife. 


t wub aa mae be 
a “ sa : 
sarge, — 
ge hy ga le roy than was egs- 
pigeguat party, tho’ as I 
at Margit 

(Signed) Ronen. 


m 

” said I 
s fork into it 
I never 


pointi 


pi y as 


ers. It were 


to be sumund to Grinidge was ruff on me. 





HOLIDAY “ HAUNTS.” 
(At Cheddar.) 
How grandly rise these migh piles of rocks, 
Where tend s hand Man’s ~ + efforts mocks ; : 
Here all may read what my whole frame is 
** Plain teas are ninepence, or with eggs a shilling. 


See how the valley winds its way between 
The beae h = so sweetly 


No sound to break the ped ped ‘oemaloe— 


** A nice day, Sir, to have your portrait taken.’’ 


O, sweet it is ’midst scenes like these to wander, 
And o'er great Nature’s handiwork to 


Here, far remote from vi 
**T’m blest if this here don’t beat ’Ampstead, "Anny !” 





ANYTHING MORE? 


Tuts recently appeared in a daily paper :— 
OVERNESS.—Wanrep, a Young Lady as Governess to three children (good 
English education only required), and occasionally to en at table and attend upon 

parties of the highest ae wo Must have a knowledge of cooking, and be willin 
te make herself quam useful as mother’s help. A servant is Will be a B90 
home for man ny & Character as to honesty and suitability in ispensable. Apply, 
stating age an ary required, &e. 

And, alas! how many eppliestions will there be in answer to this Advertise- 
ment. But why a servant pee f Perhaps after a while, if the Governess 
suits, the servant be dispen: as a mere luxury. 





Currie-ous Definition. 


A vue days ago tue Italian O 
smith Police Court with epnegina tot tfeiafabitante of § oe alge bool 

was that a Mr. Curnre, one of the 
ja he was fond of amet ; coma Fm in 
vidual “ a - LD a sve fr een fer lo 
a piece. e Magistra . CURRIE ough mone 
That made it hot even _«- Apparently hardness Ravine of fentne 4 hearing is 1 
taken as an excuse, and it is a satisfaction to know that a deaf man who 
encourages organ-grinding can, by a Magistrate, be deaf-fined as a nuisance. 


at the Hammer- 
Their 4 
their p 





Dot-in His Eye. 


ooLe announces that at a matinée, Dot will be revived! Poor Dot! Is 
If so, it sounds Biehy to be o Mane affair, 
ought to do more than that, 


It 
reat Tragedian’s best parts. 


Mr, T 
she to be revived for this once only ? 
or a Dot-and-go-one matinée 
Caleb Phimmer is ¢ is one of our 
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“ CHIC.” 


Mrs. Robinson, *“* How ‘ calc’ sax 


1s, Gzorcr! ” 


Mr. Robinson. “ly 17 comEs TO THAT, 80’8 HE!” 
Mrs, Robinson, “‘ 1 REALLY MUST GET MYSELF UP TO LOOK LIKE HER!” 
Mr. Robinson. “‘ 1 vou po, I1’tu Ri@ MYSELF OUT LIKE H/M, AND THERE ’LL BE A Parr oF vs!” 














A PRISONER OF WAR! 


Hecron Macrame, R.A., Murdered at Candahar, a.p. 1880. 


Coma! gather round, and I'll tell a story— 
Strange it may sound in days. 
War is the theme, and its issue is -_ 
Silly old troubadours jingled lays. 
What is the name of my hero ? Writ plain 
Soldier, and Scotchman, it’s Hecror 


Hector sounds well in a story of battle. 
Homer had some such old hero in T 
Schoolboys may doubt ; but the roar an ‘the rattle, 
Cannon and smoke—that ’s the school of the boy. 
Woolwich Cadet! oh! so cruelly slain : 
Why did they leave you, young Hecror Mactaine ? 
Leave you, my lad? When your “ pals” all adored you. 
Was there one comrad a 
War is full dear ; pas ao came nee eee Be 
You who rejoiced i in the drum and the 
Ours is the loss, but to fame is the gain 
Why did they kill you, young foo Mactamrs? 


nee sho tete ant endl, 
aiting in or the grasp 
Straining your ears for our ch sand oaly 
Living to leap at the lilt of your 
Curs’d be the murderers ! hind Cain, 
Those who betray’d you, our Hecror Maciarns! 
How our —— beat — | we thought , ~ could save you ; 
We were so cheery 


boy, so ee 
Unfurl the colours ! ' We thought could wave you 
Hope from the lads to the far 


Strike up the pipes! ‘hemp 
Ropests is marching to Hector Maciaine! 


cLarNE! ! 





Merciless fate! When the Highlanders started, 
Firm in their p to rescue a friend, 
Out from the ambush the enemy darted, 
Called the last roll, stabb’d,—and that was the end! 
Just as we breasted the hill from the plain, 
Died, like a soldier, young Hecror Macratne! 


Died ? Why, of course, he met death like a hero, 
Baring his breast whilst the prisoners fled. 
He was the victim, his gaoler the Nero, 
Piling Ais body on heaps of the dead. 
Still, ere you fell, and were mixed with the slain, 
tiand was true to you—Hecror Macrains ! 








MUDFORDBURY IMPROVEMENTS. (?) 


Waite Mud-Salad Market lories and thrives in its filth, about 
five or six acres of land have cleared in its immediate neigh: 
bourhood, and not a Soy a is heard that one yard of this ground 
is to be devoted to th = tp of this metropolitan nuisance. 
The east side of Mudford ury and other property has been pulled 
ee about 150 houses have away on the east side of 

Dreary Lane, and the papers inform us that these “‘ extensive areas 
are now an bey It upon.” How built upon? Warehouses, “ resi- 
dential cham ” the usual number of  bot-hone, of course, and 
everything instead of supplementary markets, are doubtless in course 
of formation, but nota sign of even an extra dust-hole for the Ducal 

Three-and-Thirty Millions a year are collected and spent 

by our Local Rulers—to say 2 ug of our Eighty Millions of Impe- 

rial Taxation—and yet the centre of London is still a wilderness of 
rotten vegetable matter. 








DaNoErROUS OssERVATION FOR AN Inisnh Lanpitorp, — “I’m 
Game!’ 





Tue Evropean Concert (just now).—A ‘“ Concert Stuck.” 
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UNAVOIDABLY DELAYED. 


Lanpiapy (Sea-view House). “‘ APARTMENTS, SIR! LOR’ BLESS YOU, SIR, THEY’VE BEEN LET EVER 80 
LONG. WHICH WE THOUGHT AS YOU WAS NEVER A-COMIN’!!” 


Exuavstepv M.P. “AH!! THAT CONFOUNDED PARLIAMENTARY TRAIN! NOTHING BUT STOPPAGES!!” 
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ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA. 


A Lay of Kennington Oval and the Great Cricket Match, 
September 6th, 7th, and 8th, 1880, 


I ste not of the tented field, but of the grassy sward, 

Where England’s champions, flannel-clad, brown-browed, of shoulders broad, 
Met in fair fray, on an Autumn day, eleven stout and true, 

From the far-off land of tinned meats and the bounding kangaroo. 


All omens Spensatty sauied, for e’en the Weather’s Clerk 
Forbore to play on this great day his usual pluvial lark ; 
The sun shone fair on wickets rare, while cloudlets in the blue, 
High o’er the huge gasometers, like Peace’s ensigns flew. 


Only one sorrow smote those souls, who longed for ‘‘ all things fair,” 
SporForTH’s swift balls should smite no sticks—the ‘‘ Demon” was not there; 
But Murpocn, like King Harry, scorned in heart or hope to fail, 
SporrorTa, like Percy, was but one, and this team had ne’er a “ tail.” 
Bea tal iret, fun sol ict Bg 
y knew that ’s hopes hung largely upon them ; 
The Champion his dusk slant eye right warily around, 
The Doctor braced his shoulders, and with fight foot beat the ground. 


Ahit! Ahit! Asingle! So! Steady, Sirs! Keep straight bats! 
For close around the ers crouch, lynx-eyed, alert as cats. 
BiackHaM at wicket, Sticut at point, test nerves of steadiest stuff, 
And think not if ye sky or spoon that Grouse or Move will muff. 


How’s that? Ashout! The Doctor’s out, those brothers stout must part, 
But Lucas see, the great A. P., old Surrey’s champion smart! 

These ready two the strife renew, and “play” and “ hit” as though 

They meant to stay till Michaelmas Day, or slog till the time of snow. 


But Lucas piles and off, young Barnes he comes and , 
And still Leviathan Sees ond ‘ still grows his score, call ajews ; 
Till having summed his One-Five-Two, at length his sure eye fails, 
And Patmenr’s ball his off stump takes, one inch below the bails. 


Oh never sure rang louder cheer from round the tourney’s ring, 
Than him the long of limb, swart-bearded, swift of spring ; 
And never more did knight rejoice who foe from saddle bore, 

Than Murpocn’s men to end at last the Champion’s spanking score. 


Time fails to tell how long and well scarce lesser heroes fought, 
How Harris drove, STEEL Move stopped, and ALEXANDER caught, 
ae an Oe team og dat ontes ny tiene, 

the lot were out, ’midst a mighty shout for Four Hundred plus one score! 


Nor boots it tell what a crooked spell of Cricketer’s cross-luck 
Munpocn’s men moment when their in ‘‘ made his duck; ” 

Of the follow-on when hope seemed gone, to all save Muxpocu stout, 

But he took to hitting like any ten, and they could not get him out ! 
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In vain deft Moxtey hurled his fast left-handers in, 
vain 
i Gracr’s straightest ones down on his 


bat did : 
Thong} round = fast his fellows fell, sore-hurt yet 


rm stood 
Hour after hour, till he raised the score to the figures 
One-Five-Three ! 


One point above great Gracr’s pile; nor beaten then 
Midst one h shout, first in, not out, top scorer of 


To tent he went. Then the Britons, fagged, to the 
wicket once more . 

And it cost them six good batsmen more to win the 
match at last! 


For many a year, in many a tent, on many a Cricket- 


groun 
Whilst the Hatfield beads in the brimming jug as the 
aes goes round ; 
They will tell again how the Champions twain of the 
South Land and the West 
Cumnses Roe nor friend nor foe could say who bore 
im best, 


How well Lord Hanrnris’s splendid team upheld old 
England’s fame! 

How Muxpocn’s men the honours halved and played 
their up-hill game ; 

Punch to his own young lions drinks; but he brims a 
beaker too, 

And lifts his shout for our kinsmen stout from the Land 
of the Kangaroo! 





VERY LIKELY. 
Wer read in the Daily Telegraph :— 
“Turkey will not be invited to ney te with the other 
European Powers in the forthcoming Naval Demonstration.’’ 
We are glad to be able to add to the above piece of 
news a few invaluable items of intelligence of a some- 
what similar nature :— 


1, Master Tommy Jenkins, who is now entering 
durance vile in the cval-hole, owing to the concerte 
action of the two chief Domestic Powers, Mr. and Mrs. 
Jenkins, fur the crime of refusing to give up his best 
alley-tor to Master Jimmy TomxKrs, will not invited 
to participate in the preparations which are now being 
- to give him a sound whipping when he emerges 
from confinement. : a 
2. Mr. Brix Srxes will not be invited to participate 
with Mr. Justice Hawxrns when the latter pronounces 
sentence on him (Mr. Sixxs) for some trifling /aches con- 
nected with erroneous theories as to the rights of private 
property. On the contrary, Mr. Sixes, who, in the 
‘give and take” of life, has hitherto been exclusively 
occupied with the “‘ take,” will find that the judicial 
application of the above phrase is that Mr. Justice 
AWKINS gives the punishment, and that he, Mr. Sixes, 
takes it. t : : 
3. And, finally, Mr. Srxes begs to give notice that if 
he is ever restored to his proud birthright as a free 
Briton, he will not in all cases deem it necessary to in- 
vite the participation of casual passers-by when he is 
negotiating the transfer of their watches, silk pocket- 
handkerchiefs, and purses from their pockets to his 
own. 








Her Majesty’s Haverley’s. 

Owe of the best things in the Mastodon Minstrels’ 
ages ope is the Champion Transformation Dance. 

he whole programme is certainly the most go-a-head 
Nigger Entertainment we’ve seen for some —— 
time—varied as a kaleidoscope; never stopping; the 
Minstrel Boys taking encores in a sharp, business-like 
on-we-go-again sort of manner, 


b Sime tis, aod ee udience no thinking time, d 
rea’ a no » ae- 
hting body specially the uarian, who may 
Heating rT estes ent chads bis original Bones 
Tue Trory “Great Unrarp.”—The Irish Landlords. 
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Last THEATRICALS, OF Walca I’ve THe MANAGEMENT. 
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QUITE IN HIS LINE. 
Stout Major (to Professional Actor, who has been asked down to coach the Garrison Amateurs), “‘ AW—Ws PLAYED Tag BELLS AT OUR 


Professional (drily). *‘ Ov counsz You’vs s8EN HIM IN IT?” 


Major. ** Ya-as—BetT—aw—I pDIDN’T Copy HIM IN THE LEAST—AW—MY OWN ‘ Business.’ AW—ENTIRELY DIFFERENT READING. 
IN FACE, RVERY ONE SAID IT WASN'T A BIT LIKE HIM!” 


I—aw—PLaYED [kvine’s PART MYSELF, AWw—imMENSE Success!” 


[Professional agrees with him, 








THE BEADLE! 
on, 


THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 


BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


CHAPTER XV. 
Arrer THE Farr. 


Tae next day Canon Marrrx woke up with a headache, but 
having availed himself of a prescription given him years ago by his 
old friend the Bishop of Sopa-anp-Beg, he felt sufficiently recovered 
to reflect calmly and deliberately on his next step. Small- 
Beerjester Chronicle published intelligence that the Deanery | raw Adonis ready to be done brown at the fire of her eyes. 
was vacant, a piece of news that had been known in London some 
weeks before it reached Small-Beerjester. But the Canon had other 
views just at this moment: he flew at higher game than a Dean’s- 
hat and gaiters, and probably it had struck him that could he oust 
Dr. Dowpre he might himself na Page the episcopal shoes. The 

rable, oul 


revenues of the see were conside and 


cient to support two 


luxuriously. But who would be the other one? Not Morgterna: 
that was at an end, and M. Marrrx anticipated a pleasant and 


ve vengeance in the prospect of 


effecti : exercising his when he 
should be B of Small-Beerjester, to depose the Archbeacon, to 
recentor Anaste, to dismiss Mr. Srmony SIMPLER 


his own 
He 


would even go so far as to recall Joan Bounce, in him and 


make him Beadle and Percentor of Small- 


the consideration of his sharing the f: 
should be Dean ? —— 


ester on 
uments. And who 





** Dean,” he murmured to himself, as he looked at his watch, 
‘* Je dine chez elle,” and smiling at his own conceit, he brushed his 
hair, arranged his white tie, drew on his best gloves, and humming 
** My own, my Guiding Star!” he set off in the direction of La 
Marchesa’s hotel, for at the Canon’s request she had taken up her 
quarters at the well-known Hostelrie called The Crumpet and 
Crozier, the best Inn in any Cathedral city in England. 

At the moment of his entrance La Marchesa di ZazzeGcLra was on 
the table in the act of pirouetting before the glass. Placing her fair 
we on Mr. Marrrx’s shoulder, she leapt lightly and gracefully to 
the floor. 

** | was thinking of you,” she said. 

Mr, Marrrx pressed her hand with both of his. It was like a 
piece of delicate veal between two slices of ham. Then she took 
his hand between hers. It was another tableau to see; a piece of 
underdone beef between two layers of the whitest bread. She was 
graceful as the celebrated Venus of Mile End, while he was only a 


“Oh, my own one!” exclaimed Mr. Marrrx, as he knelt before 
her. He was fond of kneeling, unprofessionally, and out of the 
Cathedral. “Oh, my own one! my Cleopatra! my Dido! my 
(Enone! my Clytemnestra! my Venus! my Juno! my Hebe! my 
Multum-in-Parvo! May I call you mine?’ 

** Yes,” replied the Marchesa, “‘ if it gives you any pleasure.” 

Mr. Marrrx blushed to the very roots of his hair. 

** We will go on a tour,” said the Marchesa. 

**We will. A wedding-tour.” 

** Yes, we’ll be married first, if youlike.”” Mr. Matrix sank at her 
feet, and declared that the Bishop should unite them that very day, 
and the Marchesa continued,—‘‘ But when I say ‘Tour’ I mean 4 
professional tour.” 

Mr. Marrrx was not quite so ready with his answer this time, but 
he threw on the Marchesa a look of tenderness which she accepted 
as a ect assent to the proposal. 

** We'll go in for it thoroughly. Three months in all the principal 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
IV.—Tue PaILanTHRorist. 


O UNDER the wall, when the peaches are ripe, 
’Tis soothing to smoke the post-prandial yupe ! 


It is I fancy, quite well understood 
When easant—how mortals are glad to do good. 
To frighten the wasp and to warn off the bee, 
And pluck a ripe peach, just by way of a fee, 
Is I on, to you friend and me_!, 
We feel the delight of a philanthropist 
name is writ large in a charity list. 
O under the wall, when the peaches are ripe, 
’ Tis soothing to smoke the post-prandial pipe ! 


To Editor.—Too lazy this week to do any more. Accept this 
postacript in prose from Yours, Tue L. M. 








(From the Lazy One, by Wire.) 
I cay, p’r’aps, account for my laziness, 
And, too, for headache and haziness, 
Because, my dear Punch, 
I took for my lunch, 
The other day, at Sleepy Hollow, 


A LITTLE Pickiz AND CRAB TO FOLLOW. 
[*.* What a picture of shellfish enjoyment !—Ep.] 








Mabel, *‘ 1s some CuUNrries, THOSE PeoPLE KILL AND OvOK AND Ear Bacu 
oTHER, Jack !’’ 

Jack (who knows how lo sters are treated), ‘‘1 suypos® THkY Bol, THEM FIRST, 
THOUGA |” 











places. I know the ropes. Picture posters everywhere, representing 
Zazzeglia and the Canon. Here look!” and she produced a large 
drawing and held it before the eyes of the enamoured clergyman. 

‘“*Now,” she exclaimed, before he had got over his first astonish- 
ment, ‘‘I will illustrate the idea in 
in her bodice her dress flew off as if by magic, and showed her in 
the dazzling costume portrayed on the advertisement. 

Then she whirled round like a cockchafer, and Mr. Matrrx, carried 
away by the novelty of the situation, pursued her as vainly as he 
might have run after a brilliant butterfly, falling over the chairs 
and tables and bruising his ancles in the chase. 

“This is a very shin-ful proceeding,” laughed the Marchesa, as 
her devoted admirer paused for breath. ‘‘ Now I’ll teach you a 
pas de two,” and taking Mr. Martrix’s hand she twirled him round 
and round in a mortal agony lest he should fall headlong into the 
fender, and then, spinning him like a top, she sent him with one 
whirl into the corner, where he sat all of a heap, gasping, panting, 
and ‘utterly, hopelessly, enamoured of his enchantress, 

‘There are more whirl’ds than one,” he sighed to himself, as he 
beheld her still carelessly pirouetting. 

‘*We shall make a heap of money on the tour,’’ said the Marchesa. 

“ Money is not everything,” pleaded the Canon, who thought he 
might as well make one last effurt to keep up his clerical character. 

“No,” she returned, “‘ and everything is not money. You can 
return afterwards with heaps of coin, and be Bishop, Archbishop, 
what > like.”’ 

a I could indace the Bishop to accompany us,” he broke in. 
‘Well, why not? Bring him.” 
_An idea occurred to Mr. Marrrx. Under the influence of this 
siren of the Dead Sea, several ideas were occurring to him of a very 
novel and unclerical character. What to her were Bish and 
Curates, and Deans and Archbeacons, except she could use them as 
shining lights for an evening’s a/ fresco entertainment ? And, after 
all, if she were once his, what matter to him what became of the 
Bishop of Small-Beerjester. Did he not hate Mrs. Dowpre?’ Would 
it not be well to compromise Dr. Downe, to get him out on such a 
tour as that p by the Marchesa, then to represent his conduct 
in the highest quarters, and to walk into his Bishopric himself! 

Yes. Here was the doin. 

Mr. Marrix loved wildly, madly, furiously, and truly. La Mar- 

chesa did not love at all, but she knew every move on the board, and 


rson,” and touching a spring 





she foresaw a brilliant success, an independence in store for her, and 
a position in society far above that of her old companions, the Blue 
Boy, Pantaleone, Svaramouch, and the other Circus people. 


* 1 am free,” she exclaimed, “ 
him. If you love me, bring him.’ 
**Love you! Ido! Bat——” 

‘Don’t but me,” she cried, warding him off with both hands. 

*‘T won't. Twill do all you ask,” and, unable to resist her smile, 
he kissed her hand again and again, and was stretching out his arm 
to draw the little form still nearer to him, when a sudden sharp 
report, as of something falling in the next room, interrupted their 
téte-d-téte, and caused the Canon to rush to the door of communica- 
tion leading into the next apartment. It was locked, but t h 
the keyhole he saw a woman stooping and picking up an umbre 
which had dropped and caused the noise. 

‘Mrs. Dowpisz, by Jingo!” exclaimed Mr. Matrix, and before La 
Marchesa could utter a word he had rushed from the room out into 
the passage, and had turned the key of the next apartment. 

He returned excitedly to La Marchesa, who was anxious to hear 
what had happened. 

*‘ Nothing,” he replied, in a hurried whisper, “‘ except that Mrs. 
Downpre has dropped her umbrella while listening to us. She is 
locked in.” 

“ The prying old cat!’’ shouted La Marchesa. 

** Yes,” and then Mr. Matrix added, ‘‘ when the cat’s away the 
mice will play. I am off to the Bishop.” 

** Good,” cried the Mershowe, fe him his fees for our marriage 
ceremony beforehand, and that will encourage him. Three guineas 
will do it. Cheque to the Bishop, and we mate in one move! ” 

““ We do! e will! !” cried the devoted Canun, as he once more 
covered her hands with kisses, and rushed from the Hotel. 


the Bishop will marry us. Bring 





Off ! 


Srr,—I was just sitting down to write you a long and exhaustive 
article on the Dark Races of the Western World, when my eye sud- 
denly lighted on this one line in the 2 P. M. Gazette—‘' Discovery 
of a new Gold Field in Australia.” Here’s a field for me!! I’m 
off. No more at present from your at present una’ 

CoLonzL. 
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MR. PUNCH’S NIGHTMARE. 
(A Vision of September.) 


T may have been the 
Salmon Mayonnaise, 
or it may not. Yet, so 

it was! 

“Come,” said the Spirit 
(it was crying). “1 will 
show you shall 
harrow up your soul!” 

_ Then it moved its pen- 


e 

Ina moment Mr. Punch 
found bimself in a country 
inn. A tourist, clothed in 
a cheap, ill-fitting costume, 


_ a8 my name is SuirH 

I live at Clapham, 

escape Income-tax as re- 
cipient of some less 
than a hundred and fifty 
pounds a year, will I have 
revenge! Mark me well— 
as ‘A Swindled Traveller’ 
will I write to the Times !” 

The hotel-keeper and his family sank upon their knees as the 
vision faded away, giving to another. . , 

And now the Spirit and hi illing companion were in a sub- 
urban kitchen-garden. A venerable idiot was busily in 
watching the lazy gambols of a corpulent spider. ~ 

“A most interesting study,” murmured the venerable idiot, “ and 
one that has given me materials for a letter exceeding in ons 
a column and a half. I must send it to the Papers.” 

The Spirit uttered a — ory and waved his pen once more. 

A railway station. A lawyer's clerk was chuckling over Brad- 
shaw’'s Time Tables. : 

“Five minutes late to-day, and to-morrow (come a fortnight) 
nearly half an hour too early! a rt discoveries! My 
contribution will look well under the h of ‘ Railway Unpunc- 
tuality.’ Not a moment must be lost in sending my communication 
to the Papers.” . 

** And he will be as good as his word!” shrieked the Spirit. “I 
have known him for many, many years! ” : 

The Spirit had scarcely spoken when the scene had changed again. 

person with a vacant expression of countenance, conjuring up 
recollections of Hanwell and Colney Hatch, sat before a desk in a 
study. He looked up as Mr. Punch stood before him. “I was 
writing to you!” he cried, in an of joy. **I am the in- 
ventor of the joke about the hero of the Channel swim being Webb- 
fouted, and I have just finished an exquisite jeu de mot turning upon 
the double meaning of Tawwenr the faster and ‘tanner’ the slang 
for sixpence. See, herelis——” ; 

* Take me away!” Mr. Punch. Then he found himself 
in the presence of a lady. Such a lady! Blue spectacles, iron- 
grey ringlets, and fifty-two! With these advantages a Jong red 
nose and a sneer worthy of Mephistopheles. , 

“T am a spinster,” cried this unpleasant-looking female, “ and I 
warn you t Woman at last shall have her rights! In these 
twenty pages I have fully expressed my views!” 

** Behold, I send them to the Papers!” ‘ enue 

“No, no!” murmured Mr. Punch, as he hid his eyes in his 
pocket-handkerchief ; and now, quite unmanned, wept bitterly. 


He was now in a lib ’ 
**T have discovered,” said a gentleman with very long hair, “‘ that 
Bridge in 
also, that 


exactly 46,782 persons , On an av , over 
the course of a summer’s afternoon. I have ascertained, 
the word “‘ and” is used no less than 863,472,003 times in the first 
edition of Pilgrim's ess. I have also calculated that——” 
“But why bore me with these uninteresting facts?” asked Mr. 
Punch, interrupting his persecutor. 
uiesced the gentleman with the long hair. 
man of a similar nature, in the 


’ acq Z 
, and eer 


fashion } od s good all round, say Messrs. Mernirr, 





“My speech of many hours’ duration will not be lost,” ht 
the dron bore, as he gazed upon the slumbering faces of his 
audience; “‘ as an ‘ Extra-Parliamentary utterance’ it will go down 
to fame—in the Papers!” 

But here Mr. Punch started up. 

“* I will see and hear no more!” he shrieked. ‘* Who are you?” 

**T am the Spirit of the Press,” was the mournful response ; “‘ and 
these creatures for many weeks will haunt us both. é must learn 


to love them.” 

**Love them! Never! Who are they?” 

“The Monsters of Dulness! The Twaddlers that will suck up 
every inch of printing space! In a word—the Vampires of the 
Silly Season !” 

And Punch shuddered as he repeated it. But the Spirit had 
mee without offering him any compensation for his night's 

isturbance. 








A PICK-ME-UP. 


** Zonpone ” is in everyone’s mouth—at least its proprietors would 
be delighted if it were.= A case was sent us for Counsel’s opinion. 
e case in question has been since tried 
before us magisterially. The opinions of 
our Tasting Faculty are— 
First.—Zoedone is a first-rate drink for 
everyone who likes it. 

_Secondly.—That to those accustomed to 
ginger-beer every day, Zoedone will be a 
pleasant change. 

_ Thirdly.—A real saving at children’s par- 
ties, when, on the immortal Marchionese’s 
method of i the orange-peel and 
water (vide Old iosity Shop), the young 
idea may be induced to believe that it is 


indulging freely in Cham: e. 

Fourthly. Zoedone is a blessing—but not 
an unmixed blessing,—as it goes capitally 
with any spirituous liquor, e.g., brandy,— 
the proportions being to the fancy of 
the individual mixer. 

Fifthiy.—Zoedone may be safely recom- 

_ mended as a beve for your mother-in- 
law, andj as an admirable economical substitute for Sparkling 
Rhenish and Moselle Wines for a guest who has been asked for a day 
and has invited himself to stay a month. 

N.B.—But, seriously, here is our private and confidential tip. It 
is a tonic, no doubt about it ; but being rather sweetish, the Zoedon 
must be menany iced ; then—put a liqueur glass of brandy into a 
small tumbler of Zoe, and, if you like shandygaffian sort of drinking, 
you will find this, what the leading Counsel finds his occasional fifty 
guineas, a gentle and agreeable Refresher. Solvitur drink-no-endo, 
Verb, sap. We dedicate to Zoedone this Byronie verse— 

Made of something, ere we pa 
Tell me, tell me what thou art 
If the truth must be confest, 
With a nip thou goest best. 
With liqueur, one little “ go,” 
Zén-bav ods ayare. 


Tristram SHanpy Garr, Sworn Taster. 





(Signed) 








THE END. 
Tvespay, Sept. 7, 1880, 
(A Vague Reminiscence of Longfellow.) 


TARDILY, wearily, 
Reacheth its goal 

The Session of ’80, 
Tired old soul ! 


Cover the benches, 

And put out the light ; 
Divisions are over, 

And sittings all night. 





The World. 


Tue Drury Lane Advertisement says “‘ there is but one opinion.” 
Indeed! Quot homines, tot sententia. Does the advertisement impl 
that only one m has seen the World? Or that the 
ence e on subject as one man? Did it only pay as one man 
Petrirt, and Harris, 
three men of the World. 





—The Bditor does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrivutions, In no case can these be returned wnless accompanied by 4 
stamped and darected eneciupe. Cpics should be hays 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
At the Polytechnic. 


ome time ago the new Direc- 
tors of this Institution did 
not seek to disguise the 
fact that in their opinion 
peo had been unduly 
to comic enter- 
tainments, and that me- 
chanical engineering had 
been altogether put on one 
side to make room for 
** ghosts” and optical de- 
lusions. But i 


of | “‘ Entertainment ” 


to cost a penny or twopence—-now 
the price was raised to threepence. However, 
I was amply sy for Se oe outlay b 
finding that I 


Polytechnic had 


Jour j a Museum 0 Literature, ae. 
a echnology. ongst the con tors 
to this unique publication were Lord Jzrrrey 


4 Racing in Engines” and 

“Anomalous Action of Whitworth Planes,” were answered; but 
the last, about “‘ Rejuvenescence,” remained unsolved. As a proof 
that the contents of the Journal scarcely merited the designation of 
“ light reading,” I give an extract from the latter 

“The problem of Kejuvenescence, therefore, resolves iteclf into this: Can 
the density of the body be , or be prevented from increasing? The 
solution of this B noes is a in my judgment, beyond the resources of 
science, and I should be glad if your readers would try their penetration 
upon it.” 

Having “‘ tried my penetration upon it,” I could only murmur, in 
humble tones, “‘ Query —Anti-Fat ” But the gem of the paper 
was unquestionably an article YY ** Secret of Success,” written 
presumably(as it was unsigned) by the erudite Editor himself. Here 
is an extract which strikes the key-aate of the Essay :— 

“The most important element of success is economy—economy of money 
and economy of time for enssostiat tl the world, then, is 
7 much and spend little.” 


| aaa e Lesen Loctene” roma was teaetietdy aakeed 


sixpence for a seat that under the ont ent had been accorded 
‘‘ without any extra charge.” I found the audience (not a large one) 
busily employed in munching toffy, which had evidently been pur- 
chased in the Institution during the hour and a half so generously 
allowed by th the Directors - | ap enjoyment of the initial item on the 
Machinery and different Ex- 
suieiiionn sweetst was but 
exhausted, a —¥, | gentleman a at an illuminated 
desk, and disclaiming (in the dark) 7, scentifio pretensions for his 
», said that was there to exhi Mop a topoeiel tx 
scope,” which, he added, “had recently 
the addition of new achromatic ra Ry 
of Ulamianseh geeaiona sot to bo plapiog 9 oletof 
i answers with the offi 
bee RS iy the officials threw an 
Pennie ol lephent appeared rad 
c elephan suddenly 
sae ig ig well 1-faformed gentleman was 
the That,” he exclaimed baie gen gee - 2 
“* is a water-beetle!’ Theslephant hurriedly dise = ge | and, after 
a oo an un portmanteau took its The Lecturer 
equal to the occasion. ‘‘And that,” he continued 
romp t the ‘ove of‘ a complicated but easily-unravelled conun- 
the water-beetle enormously magnified ! ” 
the Lecturer with a number of other objects, 
” a bit of flannel, the gizz of a 
ae the Polytechnic Journal) “ some Living 
‘onds and Ditches, illustrated by numerous living 
ome — no, he knew them all, and 
any one of pan! ag age ae the more remarkable, as he must 
ee pe be they (the o yo © of the dissolving 
some ‘pictures called “Landon as it is and was,” chiefly remarkable 
some as was,” chiefly 
for a “‘ mythical sketch” of Town as a dismal 


in 


n’t to guess twice | p 





highly interesting photographs (especially to Londoners) of the 
Mansion House and other ant Ben no buildin ngs. , 

And now the stage was cleared for the feature of the programme. 
Presumably in the cause of scientific research and technical educa- 
tion, the Directors had engaged “the Aptson Family.” The 
curtain rose, and discovered a scene seeming some illuminated 
tea-gardens. Then a poor little person (the sex was uncertain) in a 
purple suit, appeared with a stereotyped smile, and danced about in 
a mechanical manner. He (or - Rag | was soon followed by three smaller 
children The Thre The four then sang, in the shrillest of 
shrill voices, Three Jolly Waggoners,” * The Roast Beef of 
Old England,” and “‘ John Barleycorn.” One of these little ones 
was a wee mite ed 
“Baby Epira,” and it 
was ful to watch her 
as, with pated eyes an 


sonaed ere s, she unsuc- 
. y strove to throw 


some sort of spirit into an 

(save 

the mark !) about as dull 

as the water of “our 

Ponds and Ditches!”” The 

* John Barleycorn” glee 

a disagreeable taste, 

because the Ete wast at attempted to give a 
by rubbing waists after the fashion of a at . 
pantomime. The compan now strengthened by a youth in a false 
moustache, and a lady. The latte latter sis o aed Pretly Page” with 
** Baby Eprra,” b.. 2. in pee scene appeared usually 
mie Oe Pade Miss Panaew'e s 

 Cruteh pet Testhpick, . 


t to their meaning 
wn in a transpontine 


th ms dance cut out, the ‘‘ Bold 
Genomes ” (sic) by, the youth in the false moustache and another 
“baby,” = some ‘nursery rhymes.” A topical duet, ‘' Moses and 
Aaron” estive of the music-halls), was announced, but omitted. 
In its seat e child who had strutted about in the "lime-light as 
the hero of "the crutch and toothpick” (poor little dot!), gave an 
unpleasantly precocious rendering of ‘‘ J am such an Artless Thing.” 
To put it mildly, the engagement of “‘ the Aptson Family” by the 
Directors of the Polytechnic Institution cannot do much to advance 
the interests of either Science or Technical Education. 

It was quite a relief when the Lecturer who had so successfully 
event; t a earlier in the day returned oe his illuminated 


desk, and all he knew about 
&e.” dalighdal but id not quite 


“ Modern G ~" 
from an yo og: 6 
ah poh of ve the last item 


exhaust the su 
—* lg Fs Ang and the Bottle-Imp,” by 
** Professor Ropert Hexxis.” 
“Come,” I thought, “this is encou- 
ragin So far the entertainment has 
been fecking i in scientific research. Here 
is a Professor at last; and now I may 
qapee something really great in the 
‘ ologies.’ ” 


ae I was doomed to disappointment. 
The Professor commenced his lecture by 
ary Mom he was a Ventriloquist, and 
ed to introduce to our notice 

two cn old gem riendsof his—anold Jady and 
dgentleman. Then we had the usual 
thing. The male pu 

fini his remarks to allusions o 


con- 
a purely 


character. 
““You haven't much trouble in combing your hair!” remarked 
his mouth ‘ gp Oe 


¢ Sgare, opening and closing 
hat, Sir?” asked the Professor aoe posely a seemingly fatigued 
undertone, and evidently to em fh com Thearvunien 
** You haven’t much trouble Gian your hair! ” repeated the 
pup , with the same movement of its mouth. 
on’t be rude, Sir!” remonstrated the Ventriloquist, stroking a 
bald ate, and mildly feigning anger. 
our head would make a ca’ il skating-rink for flies |” retorted 
the figure. After ten minutes o musth poavoking: entertainment, 
the puppets were dismissed, and the Professor t ewe informed us 
“* that Pe had had some influence over an Imp.” is a mournful 
lad, in an eccentric costume, was introduced hes ron the e, to be 
locked in a box, and to aly the aid of a pane of glass that 
was very visible to the a tie bottle. This ended the 
entertainment so far as I was as I refused the kind and 
invitation of an official to walt and go down with a party 
As I left 


-bell. ” 
glories ° 
the ‘old place. 


in the 
e building I could nat help coun Ooas 

Directors 7.” 

but th certain] have et achieved wacom athe Hoyal Polytechnic 


The new may 
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AN 


“ Ragusa Goosey Gander ! 
Whither do you wander ?” 
| 


sardonically sing the Cynics and Turcophiles, who look on the | 

| aa aot ae oe as an anserine — ih : 
owls = yor gto pinion , po ous 

| of beak. i ouly ‘they wil eck hiss, and peck in concert, 

they ought surely to old bird on the bank into 

instant surrender. But will they ? Not a bit of it!” sa 

old sluggard’s sworn friends, confidently. 

of each other to frighten an astute and 


Formi- | better 


AQUATIC DEMONSTRATION. 


Birds of a feather in outward appearance only, their flocking together 
| is temporary, if not fortuitous. More of the egregious than of the 
gregarious about this Goose-gathering ! ” 
ae far the Cynics and Turcophiles. Meanwhile the hopers for 
ter things are having an uneasy time of it. The Co-operative 
Coercers are such a long time eee Se) the oe de of their co-operation 
and the character of their coercion the Gallic Anser turn 
tail? What does the Renters one mean yo his queer antics? Can 
Goose-herd Szrmour keep his flock together, or these formidable 
L fowls end by falling foul of each other ? Or will the Aquatic Demon- 
stration turn out to be a sort of Wild-Goose Chace, after all? 








| A Message from the Sea. 


| Tw following, found in an old brandy-bottle, picked up off 
Margate, has been forwarded to 85, Fleet Street 

On board the Welcher. Lat. 10°478, oo 

Tell the Insurance Offices that we are 


. say 7f. 

sinking. be in-| 
| terested in the matter. You sco Robert the’ Devil did win. the 
| Leger. But don’t collect my bets. I will look to them myself; 
| also my Life Assurance Policies. Can’t write any more. Sinking 
faster ever! Bless you! Tux CoLonzt. 





| Musicat Cortzcr rv Tue Iste or Man.—The House of Keys. 


Answer to Numerous Correspondents. 
Mud-Salad Market.—The Duke of Muprorp was made a K. G. 
Croment Content about ten days ago. We mentioned the fact last 
toexplain to all inquirers that the initials “‘ K. G.,’ 
while ‘Mad: Market is in its present state, would stand as well 
for “‘ Knight of the Gutter,” as Knight of the Garter. But which ever 
you please, my little dears ! 





BENEVOLENT. 
**T cave him a good start,” as the Ghost said, when he had fright- 
ened a little Boy. 
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AGONY-POINT AMUSEMENTS AGAIN. 


Nor for one hundred consecutive hours, as the ad- 
vertisements seemed to suggest, but for one hundred 
hours in = days, had poor Miss Beckwitn andertaken 
to play the porpoise in a tank at the Aquarium. And 
it must be admitted that in SS ques ae -swimmer 
the has found a formidable rival. She seems 
as much at home in the water as Arion’s dolphin, or 
a South-Sea Islander. An 2. pleasin “rant 
in itself but for its ridiculous and cruel Pa tion. 
The very tedium must be dull torment. Adroi’ 

a es, bouquets and lime-light effects pn ant 
the palpable facts of fatigue, restless weariness, and 
injurious exhaustion. Interested persons will no doubt 
a a defences, but to  coneuedl sense and 
at the thing is found indefensible. Fits of chil- 
, nausea, chest-soreness, hacking cough, 
loss ae and sleeplessness, however intermittent, 
and however much a * 
The fact remains that the phy 


their own tale. 

Lat powers of a girl are 
being over-taxed to —— ae with questionable 
amusement, os purposes of betting-men and 
speculators. The public, ase personal selfishness and 

rofessional casuistry tely aside, should look that 

act fairly in the io and t then what remains to be said 
for such fruitless exhibitions of painful endurance’ 
Nothing, surely, that anyone but a callous pleasure- 
seeker or & nical sporting-man will care to urge. 

he graceful evolutions of a young girl, who can dive 
like a pearl-finder, float like a mermaid, slip through 
the water like a seal, and fanciful 
freaks that neither seal, mermaid, or pearl-finder ever 
thought of, are interesting enough, and legitimate enough 
performances for public exhibition, provided always that 
they are not so strained or prolonge ~ wand as to cause distress 
or injury to the performer. Where a feat becomes painful 
to the exhibitor, it should cease to be pleasurable to the 
spectator. When ering is gue amusing, amuse- 
ment becomes brutalising. The road is straight and 
+ though it may seem i a © the Aquarium to 

the Bull all-ring or the Arena. lain princi - 

=e should be clearly seized and i fraly enforced 

1 who desire to raise an effective protest agaiact 
rr gony-point Amusements. 








Parrot TaLx.—Polly-syllables. 


‘“WINGED!” 


First Gael, ‘‘ Wuat’s THR MATTER, TonaL?” 
Second Ditto (who had been out with Old Briggs). 
FULL o’ Saoots!” 


**Matrer! Hur Leos w 








THE CHIEFTAIN’S CRUISE. 


(An Ossianic Fragment, discovered on board the ‘* Grantully Castle,” 
after W. E. G.’s departure.) 


Pa ny daughter of Ta1neummy, bring the harp! Fetch hither 
also the brimmin beaker! I sing of the wanderings of a health- 
seeking hero. a deep to the weal of the late-smitten smiter of 
swashing blows. GLAD-sToNE, -haired chief of the Lib-rals, 
shakes no more in of the West. Northward hath 
he flown, the deep-orbed axe-wielder of Hawarden. His foot is on 
the white-sail’d walker of watery wastes; he seeketh rest amidst 
the rock-sided rivers ane solace in ‘' the infinite egotism of strange 
seas,” * sons of Green Erin howl in the halls of St. Stephen’s ; 
- reach not him. Many a Ministerial mull can tire wind- 
ears in the —— of Confused Counsels ; he calmly coasteth 
He traverseth the wandering world of 
a, mist his waving locks float wide on the 
Oban te 4 afar on the Mountains of Morvern, and the 
green hills of tend Land of Lorn. Joy lighteth the snow-wan face of 
aged hero as soundeth the thunderous acclaim of many fishers, 
through the cloven darkness of shuddering night the 
loom-clad Coruisk roll darkly before him. 
fevered fy +, he hls of at the caching of Torr. —-) 77 be 4 
; e ng of To-ry spears in 
contemplation of Scour-na-Gillan. Obstruction knows not he as he 
climbs the mountain- like the bounding roe, like the hart of 
echoing Cona. Hace heather-laden boats o’er the rolling billows 
of the bay ; the far hills flies the voice of the mellow-mouthed 
as , 








their beards blown by the winds. 
Children of the Mist, and desire to 
worn Chieftain of white-oliff'd A 


at draw near, the rugged 
upon the face of the age- 
So fairly fares he, the 
wave-wandering Warrior ! os fair fairly back to the green 
pate of Hawarden, and A, Halls of the West, bringin 
ealth from the ozone-laden air of Ardnamurchan, and stren 
from the briny breezes of Tobermory! 





When Obstruction meets Obstruction. 


Ovr pgEAR Duxe or Muprorp, 
Do not allow your Grace to be moved into any undue activity 
by the ——— S of aribald Press. Look at us! The papers made 
ensive, uncalled-for, and ungen y remarks about our action 
with regard to Temple Bar for over five-and-twenty years. Did it 
have any effect? No. For Temple Bar fell down of its own 
And now your Grace sees we are erecting a far more efficient barrier 
against traffic than was ever late lamented Bar. Will your 
Grace take a hint? Pull down your gates, and put up drawbridges. 
That ’s the way to settle the Press. 
Your Grace’s obedient Servants, 
Tue Corporation oy Lonvon, 





‘He was a Careful Man, he was!” 
Tats appeared the other day in the Times :— 


ROOM and GARDENER.—Understands Flower and Kitchen 
Garden. Age 22, single until suited. Very steady. 14 year’s character. 


There’s caution! But hew is he to be sure that he 1s suited ? 
There’s the difficulty. If he had put it ‘‘ Single till he fancies he’s 
suited,” that would r of shoes, How long will it take 
him to be certain that he is suited ? In case of a e, he'll find 
it difficult to be non-suited afterwards. 
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THE BEADLE! 
oR, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 


BY 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


CHAPTER XVL 
Sueerstio Fast. 


if 
i 


that Mrs. Downie had 
been in the next room, 
with her ear to the key- 
hole, and he also knew 
that all now depended 
upon his immediate in- 
teviog wien the Bishop, 
who was yearning for 
Z from 
thraldom. 
He Dr. Dowpre 
’ alone sanctum, 
S twiddling ‘i thumbs, 
and g his knees. 


i 
£ 
: 


m~ 





cleus with the Marchesa’s companions; Pantaleone, . 
Arlequino of a first-rate Provincial Travelling Company, with a 
fortune before them in the future. After hearing Ris acrobatic 
notions, the Bishop pondered a moment, then rising from his chair, 
turned three times head-over-heels on library-floor, 

** What does your Lordship mean by that ?” asked the Chaplain. 


“Why?” replied the Bishop; ‘* the m is very simple. 
penne gS 1 tumbled to the idea? I did: tumbled we 
ow on. 


** We can doa business on tour,” Mr. Marrrx observed. 

The Bishop rubbed his knees, and observed, that he thought it was 
highly probable. 

‘Of course Mrs. Dowpre must be kept in the dark,” the Chaplain 
went on, slightly lowering his voice. 

The Bishop looked round nervously. Some little monitor within 
the Bishop’s breast whispered that the woman whom it was thus 
proposed to him to keep in the dark was his own wife; and what a 
wife, oh Bishop, thou too well knowest! To enlighten suck a woman 
would be but to kindle a i Hadst thou not better, 
Bishop, remain in thy sanctum discontentedly, yet for all that 
treated with outward respect, and fed well and regularly? But 
there was another monitor, which advised him differently, and as 
follows :—“‘ Cut the apron-strings, Bishop. Go forth, O Christian 
warrior, and enjoy yourself! Cast off the old woman, and soar forth 
with the freshness of paint, the merriment of a grig, and the 
friskiness of a parched on a big dram! Go it, you Christian 
Cripple! You'll never do it no younger | ns 

All this passed within the Bishop’s bosom, as Mr. Marrrx sat 
opposite him, pencil in hand, ready to draw out a of the pro- 
posed tour, and to calculate expenses. Slowly the Bi his 
right eye, and nodded to his Chaplain to proceed. 

Satistied with this sign of encouragement, which plainly indicated 
the commencement of premeditated mutiny in the camp, Mr. Marrix 
continued in a low and earnest tone, which went right to his 
Diocesan’s heart. 

‘Say our tour lasts three months to begin with. You can travel 
with the Marchesa di Zazzeexia, and we will alternately go on as 
Agent in advance.” 

he Bishop nodded again, rubbed his knees slowly, and listened 
attentively. : 

“Of course you will not have much to my Lord, as I shall 


tion. You will be announced everywhere as The a cee Altes 
Ordinary at Five o'clock ray afternoon. You will merely have to 
See! /* and will , accompanied 


sing one song, * The See 


appear 





This was too much in unison with my Lord’s feelings to be 
altogether unpalatable; yet before he determined on the step, he 
“a to ak a bts 

“*Your Lordship will approve is first-rate picture-poster,”’ 
said Mr. Marrrx, with a twinkle in his eye as he drew from his 
pocket a carefully-folded sheet on which was perpered in three 
colours a figure of the Marchesa di Zazzeetta in acrobatic cos- 
tume flying through the air, while a likeness of Canon Marrrx was 
kneeling with his ds stretched out towards her in one corner, the 
ogee low bone “La Zazzeowta flying from the Canon!” 

e Bishop ully examined the picture and rubbed his knees 
with an air of considerable satisfaction. 

** And did she?” presently inquired Dr. Dowprg, slily. 

“Did she what, your ip?” asked his Chaplain. 

* Fly from the | dg eh?” and the good old Bishop chuckled 
with suppressed merriment as he dug his episcopal forefinger into 
his Chaplain’s ribs, and made him wince again. When the Bishop 
felt at home with a friend he liked his otium cum dig in the ribs. 

* Your Lordship,” replied the Chaplain demurely, ing down 
his eyes and defending himself from the fun which had been digitally 
oe at him, “‘the Lady is only waiting for you to unite the 

anon ——” 

“Ignite the Canon, you mean,” interrupted the Bishop, who, in 
view of his freedom, was becoming merrier and merrier every mo- 


his | ment, and being hardly able to ‘restrain a shout of laughter, was 


sorely put to it by = | compelled to chuckle in silence, ‘* which 
effort,’ Dr. Dowpre said in a choking whisper, ‘is sure to give me 
the buttercups, I mean the hiccups.” 

** If your Lordship makes me laugh so,” whispered the Chaplain, 


. | who was so struck with the humour of the situation as to be almost 


hysterical, ‘‘ I shall explode.” 

‘**Remember you’re a Canon, and don’t. The noise of your ex- 
plosion would bring down Mrs. Downrg, like a bird,’”’ exclaimed 
the Bishop anxiously. With his new ally at his elbow he felt him- 
self ready to face even Mrs. Dowprz with composure. Still he would 
rather defer the evil moment, as many a man in his circumstances 
has done before him, if he could not avoid it altogether, and leave 
the Palace without her interference. 

Mr. Martrx continued :— 

** Your|Lordship will unite the Marchesa and myself ——”’ 

* With pa replied his Lordship, amiably. , 

** And then we three will take a Provincial tour 
penses and profits.” 

‘Quite so,” rejoined the Bishop, considerably mollified by the 
proposal. ‘* Halves.” , 

** Decidedly,” answered his Chaplain. ‘‘ As I have already said, 
we shall advertise you as one of the chief attractions, and give you 
a line all to yourself in the bills. You will put yourself down for a 


** My charge will be heavy,” said the Bishop. : 

“It generally was—at least so the clergy said at a visitation ; but 
they bore it, and we will acco te the prices to your charges.” 

“Good!” said the Bishop, rubbing the calf of his leg, ‘‘ nothing 
could be fairer. What shall I have to do for it?” 

“Play a pastoral before the show begins, and—when you were 
at Silane ens your Lordship get an Exhibition ? ” 


** Does your Lordship happen to have it now?” — 

“Yes. Itisin excellent order. But it will require a caravan to 
itself. Do you propose my showing it?’’ asked Dr. Dowpre. 

** Between the first and second parts,” replied Mr. Matrix. ‘We 
ean travel in the Caravan and entitle the show ‘Dr. Dowprr’s 
College Exhibition.’ Having been accustomed to examine candi- 
dates for orders in your Lordship’s diocese, I will undertake the 
acting-management, and will find out everywhere exactly who are 
the people to whom orders should be given, and to whom they should 
be re As a rule the free list will be suspended——” 

** Any clergyman belonging to my own diocese presuming to come 
in without paying shall be suspended at once,” observed the Bishop, 
with his severest air of authority. ‘* What does the Marchesa say ?” 
“She consents, of course. She is willing she says to ‘seek the 
= A reputation even in the Canon’s mouth,’” answered the 

¥ p $ 

“The bubble!” repeated the Bishop. Then sinking his voice to 
a whisper, he said, ‘Blow the bubble, my boy! but if Mrs. 
Downte ’s anywhere about——” 

Scarcely were the words out of Dr. Dowpre’s mouth than there 
was a rustle at the door, which was thrown open, and in stalked 
Mrs. Downre herself. 


Sharing ex- 





NEW NAME. 


SHouLp Members of Parliament be detained as long next Session 
as they have been this time, the House of Commons will be known 





by the Marchesa on the guitar.” 





as the House of Detention. 
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THE PEER AND THE PEASANT. 


(A Drama dedicated to the School Board, Metropolitan Magistrates, 
and Parents.) 


The Peer. Hallo, Jack! How are you ? ; 

Sng” First-rate, my Lord, and glad to see you home again 

from Eton. 

The Peer. Well, I ain’t sorry myself. How’s the fishing ? 

The Peasant. Prime, my Lord. . 

eee rp ont some ball and compe with me. 
ish I could, my Lord; but I am off to school. 

. What! do you go to school now ? 


ype reper 
EEE 
Pease HY 


[ 
: 


: 


Spee e 
Trt) 
ne 
Ey 


PPTs 
f 


why don’t you send your Lordship’s mother, 
to go and bang your old Master ? 


holastic adoeningse d the 
oo lh wat the Sons of Pua. a 


> 
® 
o 
& 
E 


oF 
my 
eis 














** On, I say! wHaT A SHAME TO MAKE Us GET UP SO EARLY! I’LL 
Go Homes anp TELL my Morne !”’ 








A Proposal of the Period. 


“Tvs sons sod wali; snd, Lady, here ’s my hand ; 
never shall m cy from you range. 
* Yes; that yan elite | xu undarctand ; 

But what am I to give you in exchange?” 


** Well, in return I ask your heart.” ‘‘ Ah me! 
Kind Sir, I now must own my h 
Ask me fer but that. You see, 
It’s just the one that I don’t possess.” 





Solvency for the Sublime Porte. 


A Turxisu official reports the discovery, in Arabia, of 
a gold mine, which it describes as “* one of the richest in the world.” 
Unless that organ of the Sublime Porte affirm the thing that is not, 
the Suntan is a Mussulman Micawber, for whom something has at 
last really turned up. Let us hope that this reported discovery of a 
gut mine ma out to be authentic, and prove good news for 

creditors of the impecunious Padishah, Aspvt Hamrp Micawser. 





A FAMOUS HOLIDAY. 


one ; 
about the line 
due at half-past nine. 


round, 


The Pointeman took it from his mate 
then be lapped ot 
Aeod anid. rene, 
you 
It’s what some bloke 
8 Ww. aes | way 
‘em here, 


On that there last Bank 
often come across ’ 


Nowe SF ‘shee job So wee! 

** Now, tip us: sa’ 0) 

Whar tid be smaah the ’Scursion for?” 

** Jrm’s wor job,” the Pointeman said ; 
** He ’ad too a bout! 


But what he the ’Scursion for 
I never could 


He fell a Minky dot uy, 

And took his little ’oliday ! 

** But them as was a-takin’ theirs 
Se oe 
yarns mtrare beard ear laughin’, say, 
* This ’ere ’s a famous ’oliday ! 


** So, when she come upon them points, 


As as you could pack, 
And not a soul ’ there 

Know’d death lay on the track,— 
It did seem ’ard in that there way 
To end their ‘ famous holiday!’ 


** And, oh! it was a ’orrid sight, 
With dozens lying ofif and til 
1 an , 
Who womb 
But, there—had Jim now not give way, 
They ’d ’ad a famous ’oliday! 


ee it ’ot for that!” 
The other etooked be chin 
“*Maybe. But it’s the Company,” 
Said he, “ 1’d like to skin 
bg ky 
Just try their famous’ yi” 
The Pointeman faced his mate. Quoth he, 
Mm TT 
’s parties 7 or two, 
‘ind gets three hours 0 


And, tf they ain’t smashed up, I say, 
That s a famous ’oliday.” 


* And, what’s to come,” the other asked, 
like this ’ere ?”’ 





As a Rore.—“ Signal Failures ”—Railway Accidents. 
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A MISNOMER, SURELY! 


Tourist, “‘ You HAVE RATHER A LARGE PARTY THIS AFTERNOON, Sanpno !”’ 
Waiter. *‘ Yunus, Sanz! It 1s von ov Mistane Coox’s Parties. Dere ake TWENTY-TREE PATIENTS IN ALL!” 














RUS IN URBE. 
(4 Meditation in Mud-Salad Market.) 


Tux fat mud churned by many a heavy wain 
Into putrescent hoteh-potch slab slimy, 
The pavements fouled og sting leaves and rain, 
The gutters choked, greasy, i 
Here frowsy bulks potato- » a-dust, 
There tumble-down strange structures shored and hoarded, 
A sodden slime doth all things here incrust ; 
A sad and sooty scene, unsavoury, sordid. 
The clamorous carman yells upon his cart, 
The foul-mouthed coster curses by the kerb, he 
Uneurbed ; for this is London’s loveliest mart, 
Its Rus in Urbe! 
Hence radiate muck-choked roadways far around, 
Tain Seeeke Co cheanen wager amie wes wander 
What midden huge, what quepege-meund, 
From fairer thoroughfares these sludge-ways sunder. 


N Me recking seta . whence nose-ni tensions baste, 
These foul and fetid roadways, dusk and narrow, 
Waggon, ont, wack, and, with sonorous “* moke,” 


How foot unfouled, how thread unshouldered, clean, 
These dolorous ways? Here tumbles the tost hamper, 
There that once was green, 


rr fetes 





Piled eabbages and basket-barriers block 
The devious ways, and sacks, and crates, and cases ; 
And frowzy crones with grey and touzled shocks, 
And wrinkled faces. 


Whence haply issuing—if luck so will— 

Come we upon a low, uncomely cluster 
Of roofs and avenues ; nor taste nor skill 

these arcades, whereunder closely muster 

Vendors of—rags and refuse ? mud? manure ? 

Not so; of Nature’s choicest, cheeriest benisons ; 
Of luscious fruits, and flowers fair as pure, 

Worthy of song from lyres as sweet as TENNYSON’S. 
And nought, save care in storage and o> 

Needs there to make this rookery, Covent Garden, 
As a Duke’s pleasaunce trim, and green and gay 

As any Arden. 


Did Dux mean leader still, and not a slow 
Reluctant follower of all improvement, 

We might have all this altered at a blow 
With some alert ‘‘ His Grace” to lead the movement. 

dull patricians and ial dolts 

Perpetuate the nuisance? Punch protesteth. 

While the Duke’s Dusthole every sense revolts, 
And in the midst of Babylon muckdom nesteth, 

He means to peg away, since, for his part, 
Whatever vested interest it disturb, he 

Holds Covent Garden might, in London’s heart, 

Be Rus in Urbe! 





Something in It. 
From South Australia a correspondent sends us the following 


anagram :— 
“Wrtus Ewart Giapstore. 
At trees a man will go wild,” 
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A HOLIDAY TASK. 


Scene—Mud-Salad Market. 


Dvxe or Muprorp. ‘‘ SWEET PRETTY PLACE, AIN'T IT?” 


Mr. P. (Inspector of Nuisances). “‘NO, MY LORD DUKE, IT ISN'T PRETTY, AND IT ISN'T SWEET! HERE, 
TAKE THIS BROOM, AND MAKE A CLEAN SWEEP OF IT!!” 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
V.—Tue Tam o’ SuHanrer Car. 


Upon the Spa at Scarborough, the Minstrel was a panter— 
He asked a Wilful Maiden why she wore a Tam of Shanter ? 
She gazed upon his furrowed , half doubting if he chaffed her, 
Then, noting well his solemn mien, she answered thus, with laughter : _ 
ET =~ wear, upon the Spa, 
ig he ** Rubens” hat or 


- oe Galcsborough, ” the 
” Tuscan straw, 


“te « Pamela,” of quaint 


The “Zulu,” or the 
* Planter’ — 
But as for me, I much in- 


To wear my Tam 0’ 
Shanter ! 


Let others sport the fluffy | was 


- Is anything het canny. 


neem be short or 


Or f be or scanter, 
* if you think it right or wrong— 
I’ll wear my Tam o’ Shanter. 


I'll wear it if it’s hot or cold, 
Let weather what it may be ! 
Will this do * what sh is told” 
Or is she quite a 
1 de net eons Sit tar 
Or even Punch’s banter ; 
Do the chaff of dear Papa, 
ll wear my Tam o’ Shanter! 


You ask me if I'll tell you why 
I cannot do without it ? 
Because it keeps me cool and dry— 
You seem inclined to doubt it ? 
~ reason why? There, prey don’t tease | 
I’ll tell you that instan 
The reason hey, I a 
To wear my Tam o’ Shanter ! 


eed 





STARVATION FROM SPIRITUALISM. 


are asked to an example of a fool’s question, answer 

‘* Cut bono ?” Possible truth aoa bai, even theta’ 3 for the 
present unin ble, good. This your fool does not see. If the 
alleged facts of were not fallacies, the question “ Cui 
sono?” objeoted to Spiitualiam would be a fool’s. 
Believers in Spiritualism, however, on the other hand 
of them have the confidence to ask, “ Cui malo?” niet’ the 
harm of it ?) ‘An answer to that demand is afforded by evidence 
given at a recent inquest as to the death of an unhappy simpleton 
who starved himself to death ee at *‘ doing Dr. Tannzn’s 
fast.” It was to be expected one fool would make many. A 
beep nk 

Wednesday week he asked the deceased, ‘Why don’t you take some 
ted #* na be lied, ‘Mind your own business. The spirits will keep me 

was a Spiritualist. 


Ir you are 


od that a 








JUSTICES’ JUSTICE ; 
HOW (NOT) TO RECTIFY IT. 
(Vide Recent Correspondence in Daily Papers.) 


From the Home Secretary to J. P, Stroud, Esq. 
Srr,—My attention has been called not only by the optpehen 


Spa, | rmmente of She Trem bet by the indimeas questions ral 
Members of that House of hich I have honor fo be the erent 
y nam 


ornament, so the fact Tiss fest month yeu seataneed 
WiLtiaM Goworr, and nine to fourteen ie tere imprison - 
ment for stealing a s- of turnips. “An explanation of 
so marvellous a miscarriage of justice will 

Yours truly, Historicvs. 


From J. bal Sivend to the Home Secretary. 
«Pahoa 


ne = A oy edgy 
From the Home Secretary to J. P. Stroud, Esq. 


stealing six- 
his age is five, Your explanation 


Yours truly, 
P.S.—You a to have flogged him. 
From J. P. Stroud to the Home Secretary. 
ee i to thoes dave tape Goworr is forty-seven, and he was 


Hisroricus. 


SEE” (Ie dies be hes mea 
e mur- 
committed bigamy, and has burnt a 
Yours sincerely, 
J. P. Srrovp. 


turnips, 4, for podbea3td poet gay by 


church. Are you ete now ? 


P.8.—I had no power to flog him. 


From the Home Secretary to J. P. Stroud. 
Srm,—The tone of your explanation is completely wrong. I repeat 
you ought to have flogged Wrix1am Gonorr. 
Yours truly, 


‘rom J. P. Stroud to the Home Secretary. 
Dear Otp Man,—If you are recious fond of flogging WILLIAM 
Gonorr, why didn’t you come pot do it yourself ? 
Yours ever, J. P. Srrovp, 


From the Home Secretary to J. P. Stroud. 
Sre,—I will let you know whom you are calling ‘‘ dear old man.” 
I order the timedlate release of Wiit1amM Gownorr. 
Yours truly, 


From J. P. Stroud to the Home Secretary. 
Ha! ha! Whatawag youare! Witt1am Gonorr was released 
four days befere your first communication ever reached me. You 
old quiz ! Yours, my boy, J. P. Srnovp, 


From the Home Secretary to J. P. Stroud. 
Srr,—Why the deuce didn’t you tell me that Wizt1am Gonorr 
had been released before I commenced this weighty correspondence / 
Yours truly, Hisroricvs, 


From J. P. Stroud to the Home Secretary. 

Dear Otp Cossy,—Did you ever see Toote in Ici on parle Fran- 
gais? If not, get somebody to ve re an order. I will reply as 
does Mr. Toote in that play, ~ abe apa that WILtiay 
Gonorr had been rel before a com 
cage DITA coat man” am 

pondence 


HIisToricvs, 


Histoxricvs. 


this corres to Punch. Ta! ta! dear old 
Yours for ever, J, P. Srrovp. 


From the Home Secretary to J. P. Stroud, 


You may send your correspondence to the-—— 

(And then the Home Secretary breaks into tears at the thoughts 
hitherto unsuspected of Fah too y tee greet oe softness of heart 

tarnished by an un of sentiment, not 

to sa Likewise wing torn’ hia ‘air st the rofleo- 

tion thet istery tasks for onee with the poy) oy « on a laeaaed justice, 

| etaads up the wubjct, and writes to 





Morro vor Lipgrais, 1880,—‘' This side up.” 
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A QUALIFIED JUDGE. 


Squire Horsnail, M.P. (who had been Inspectin’ the Board School). ** WE.L, GooD-8Yz, CHILDER. 


Yer Reaps WEtl, AN’ YER SPELis 


WELL ; BUT YER HAIN’T Sor Sriuu!” 








A SUCCESS SCORED AT THE PROMENADE CONCERTS. 


We wouldn’t have missed the Humorous Night at the Promenade 

Cunsasts Ser 9 Sio—aae we're very fond of trifle. The house was 

cram-jammed from ceilin f to floor by an audience that showed itself 
decidedly appreciative an ety critical. They were there to enjoy 
real wit in music, and wo ay nonsense. They didn’t care a 
sixth of their ~~ for some of the compositions, which 
could well have been from the programme, but Mozart's 
Village — Ww (a musical joke), created quite a furore. It was 
immense. Mr. A. Burwert, as one of the chief a, 
played the Fy to perfection. How the a roared when he 
seriously got into an impossible key, and had to come back 
somehow. They encored him to the echo, — hwy Mr. Cowrz knew that | eviden 
so delicate a jest would not bear immediate repetition, and wisely 
went on with the next movement. The horns perpetually coming in 
out of tune evoked shouts s Ln ane and the triumphant! 8 
dant finish was with and enthusiastic a 

Passing over Miss Mary Dee Song, and Weser’s price, we we 
came to Scuxenz’s humorous Meditation on a German Air—a bad 
title, by the way, as the composition was simply a series of Musical 
Burlesque pieces on Bacu, Mozart, MenDELSSoHN, 

That on Mozart was best, as being a caricature of a style: 
the Military March was next; and then the Burlesque of Vexoz ; 
but, on the whole, there was too little in it of the real spirit of 

caricature, and too — S very ordinary Burlesque talent. 

However, it was successful, though anything would have had to be 

first-rate, coming after The } Village Musicians, 

Miss ANTOINETTE yee Motor’s Nursery Song, 

“ The Baby and the Fly.” umorous point about this | in 

was the fact that Min raguore ha wn 5 Come for 
Mrs. Srppons would have been about as 

“with it; but as 


eng eyo have —_ A oe oes 

i LI a pane * 
teeuere Gonmads Tettations of Conmpanemn, - SP pe = 
Toy Symphony. As the Chat —+ 
toy rattles, penny- y-trumpets, 
greeted with cheers. The Symphon 


were 
yasa 


Ayn 


again i he re-appenred 





curiosity; and Mr. A. Burwert as the Cuckoo, Mr. Huenes as the 
Melancholy Quail, Messrs. Ertis and Reyrnoips as the Toy 
Trumpets, and Messrs. Horton and Ovxp as agreeable Rattles, 
were a real treat. 

Then Mr. Riesy sang some , not a word of which reached us, 
except one line which 5 oe ** Lift up your fist and hit me 
straight in the eye,” but as this tock by no possibility have formed 
any part of a sentimental song, we -— queso our impression of it 
being unable to refer to our p' ich had long ago fluttered 
away on to the of the audience ‘haneath. Then Mr. Coaries 
Hatt naving ayes, £9 as only Mr. CuarLes Hatié can play, Weper’s 
’ bowed, and retired. Being vociferously 

one hi with the — | of true —. 

convinced is graceful bow had been encored, he 

that and —_ more disappeared. But the audience soon 

enlightened him as to what they wanted, so he piano’d again, and 
once more was vociferous) y applauded 

Then we had the “ Presto and Pat af 
Symphony.” To describe this, which literally brought down the 
house, would require more space than is just now at our command. 
How the musicians, one by one, blow out their candles and steal 
away, how Mr. Burwerr is the last to go, how Mr. CowEN, with 
his eyes like St. Anthony, “fixed on the old black book,” 
score, still goes on conducting until a servant jogs his elbow, and 
awakens him to the fact that he is in the situation of the last Rose 
of Summer, left a. while all his a have 
spmees auny end gune—ce oes, we say 5 at A ays 

ciated,—and, indeed, so marked was the success last Thursday that a 
voiceless man (all part of the joke) came forward to announce, that, 

uence of the immense success of the entertainment, he, 
the vol nt had great in informing the audience,— 
tho’, personally, he had no voice in the matter,—that this “‘ Humorous 
j AN peer i - on peseeay The voiceless one retired 
amid ay GI of ** Speak u y ’ And then those quite close 
to the platform who had been in voiceless man’s 


“* Invitation da la 


Haydn's Farewell 
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A VERY SHADY SIDE OF PALL MALL. 
Tue superficial observer would su that this was 
quite the principe! street in London. It contains nearly 
a dozen English pal called Clubs, the price for a 


aces 

back room on the third floor is seldom less than one 
, and the Prince of Wares lives at 65. 

enough to give an aristocratic tone 





whose lan, ae translated from Ratcliffe High- 
way. Embol ened by the of Club porters 
an gentlemen’s servants, these muddy Venuses and 
their oneenere a very liberal or 4 A ey to 
passers-by, and being so near , enjoy 
a freedom from Police interference which would not be 
accorded to them in Whitechapel. Perhaps, when the 
Harley Street murder is discovered, and the Authorities 
are not quite so over-worked, they will give a little 
attention to the Bottom as well as to the Top of the 
Gay-Market. 





A SAD SHILLINGSWORTH. 


Tre was when English maids and wives 
Led modest and secluded lives ; 

But in these latter days they vie 

In seeking base publicity. 

The face that once at home would shine— 
The flory of the ancient line— 

The lips, the sweetest under sun, 

That in old days smiled but for one ; 

The eyes that veiled themselves always 
Beneath the rude observer's gaze ; 

All these, if haply he be willing,— 

The Cad can purchase for a shilling ! 














BY A TRAVELLING FELLOW. A POOR RELATION 


“An Unknown Quantity”—abroad. The amount of ‘ 
water required by a Briton for his morning’s bath. Mrs, Jones—née De Topsawyer (to ragged old Seneschal, who is showing her and 
her party the Tomb of William the Conqueror), ‘* C’E8T TRAYS ANTERRBSSONG POOR 
MWAW, VOO SAVVY. ParskeR J& sW8EZ OON DESSONDONT DE GILLYOME LE 
Morro ror Hanerpasuers (adapted from the Rules |CO’KYRONG |” 
of Vingt-et- Un).—‘* Ties pay the dealer.” Old Seneschal (bowing). ‘“‘ Er mot avest, Mapame! ” [Disgust of Mrs. J. 














LOOKING FOR A SITE. not Cz greater than that already avaing from the Pay 
Tue followi icati th ds of oth e new granite substitute for lem ar, : 
a Tat ‘olor commanizations (omong Chorandsof others on the | shal be vory happy to ako the mater fn hand profemionally, 
Sx, Suntali ems i pedimans 
Noruine is easier than to find a new site for a Flower) (Gothic Chambers OTT te Topor. Gant. & Co 
and Vegetable Market. The Royal Commissioners for the Exhi-| ‘tysstminster”’ —— 
bition of 1851 have never been able to utilise profitably a ion of : . ‘ 
their land. Now is the time for seizing the opportunity of turning} 12, 
their greatest incubus to good account. By all means move Mud-Salad Market. It is easy enough 
Ina sentence, why not send Mud Salad Market, with its unsavoury | to find asite. Why not the grounds of Buckingham Palace, or the 
eteeteras, to the Gardens of the Royal Horticultural Society, South | Temple Gardens. What on earth can lawyers want with gardens? 
Kensington ? A Pananrnnortsr, |0F.the Zoo? If the beasts were allowed to remain, they would feel 
‘ * | quite at me in * pose | som ae —.. 4 — a 
| sington Museum ! 1s @ curiosi and the m t 
™ Tae seandal of the hour (indirectly shared by all London) | Would be a valuable addition: to the collection. Is the Thames 
affects us very much. Quite a number of carts, laden with vege-| Tunnel large enough? It would be nice and cool in the summer. 
tables, every night down the Kensington Road, within a few | Some of the City Companies would only be too happy to give up 
hued ards of our very windows! Send the Market to Bays- | their Halls for such a public benefit. They always are. 
ee oS a 2 a y adapted to 7 — ged i " Hanwell, 2 Common Senex. 


South Kensington (opposite the Horticultural Gardens). 











UNHEALTHY EMPLOYMENT. 


Sie | . *. . . 

, ; Tax occupation of a Reviewer. At his best, when at work, he is 
WILL you permit us to suggest an alternative site to that i iti iti ; : 

ot pecans cosumied bp Mok-teiad Mart. The new law Gas eee 

are, from an architectural point of view, a disgrace to the Metropolis. 











——_ ise FP ee vw» »-* 


Surely they might be down and the space utilised for the A wew Harcn’sm Case.—The Person who laid an Information is 
erection of a commodious receptacle for fruit, flowers, and vegetables! now sitting on a Jury. . ¥e 
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IMPORTANT TO YACHTSMEN. 


Ar the Royal Naval College, Greenwich, may be seen in the 
grounds a model vessel, size of life, on which the boys are exercised 
in the rigging, so that they oy not go to sea without knowing the 
ropes. An excellent idea. ut ways not apply a 
Yachtsmen? Institute a first-class Y wy bey, oy Yachts 
various tonnage om the grounds. If the Yacht College is by the sea- 
side, the fresh breezes and the sight of the ocean will obviate all 
necessity of ever quitting shore. All the fun, none of the inoonve- 
niences, and searcely any a. The Y 
let his imagination roam freely, and, as he general] 
ony pretty considerably as being “all 
ancy himself anywhere. y ‘a oo 
of Street, or Messrs. AvevsTe 

i by the eminent scenic 
could wake up to find themselves a 
morning, with new scenery, bar rg Be 
course, Would add to the expe a 
System could manage the 
We make the Mem. at it 
























Actum gst pe Batpo—Itr’s *“‘ Hav. up” wire Barsvs. 








THE BRITON’S RETURN. 


Back to town and, egad, I’m + screed glad 
That m holiday outing is ov 

For Old England + the spot after ‘all. Ill be shot 
If my heart did not we Dover ! 

They may prate as they p + > 
And how minds are caneniion by travel, 

But give me the old town, though the trees are all brown, 
And my house upon Kensington gravel. 


it pez simply be prejudice, yet I’ve = said 
rai 


’s 

For his 4 3° meer, and he thouta in rT ear 
With contortions feptlene completthy cam a 

And I don’t think he’d tel deprived of his soap, 
Or would hold himself much of a martyr ; 

For his matutine tub seems reduced to a rub— 
That is quite independent of water. 


He can cook well enough, but the sauce-covered stuff 
horseflesh or ki 





But I meek Bon & ath, and my troubles are past, 
Thoug my baggage wes y undone ; 
It was very unfair, for I’d a “to declare” 
landing in London 


But my pleasure at 





Strong Recommendation. 


Tae following advertisement, unearthed from the Daily News 
shows a real appreciation of the total abstinence theory and 
practice :— 
>. MASTER COOKS and ey Seer pre .—A Yous Man, 
ust finishing his a ticeship, is in Want of a permanent SirvaTion 
in ‘anion. Been an aleainer all has life, and whose character is otherwise 
wnsullied. Will have first-class recommendation from present employer.— 
Address, &. 


HONOUR TO THE BRAVE! 


TxE completion of the new organisation of the Infantry being ta 
under consideration at the War Office, we beg to publish (pow 

encourager MM. les Scieurs de long en haut—en Aa, -y for t to 
encourage Misters the Sawers of the wood at the top”) a few ap- 
P te a: for the new territorial Regiments. It be seen in 
orming this feat that we have prefixed to some local peculiarity 
a more or martial epithet. In these days of cherished military 
traditions such a course should be followed My the best results. In 
the appended list the first column indicates the present number, the 
second the proposed new designation, and the third our suggestive 


supplementary distinction :— 
Regiment. 

ist The Royal Scots .| The Bold Bang-go-Sax- 

| pence Boys. 


ond | The Queen’s Own Surrey | The Theatre al Vic- 
Regiment | = Blood and Thun- 


erers. 
llth The Devonshire Regi- lee ' _ettaaaaataa 
ment 


17th and 45th; The Royal Leicestershire | ‘The Co us stal 
. and Notts Regiment | Courageous ”~ 
| (Sherwood Foresters) 


18th | The Royal Irish 
22nd The Cheshire Regiment . | ~~. 





. | The Personally Patriotic 
Pats. 
Quite-the-Cheese 





28th and 6lst Royal Gloucestershire | The Strongly Recom- 
Regiment | mended Double Glos- 
ters. 


34th and 55th’ Royal Cumberland and|The Liberating Lillie 
Westmoreland Regi- | Bridge (Good Friday) 
Wrestlers. 


ment 
37th and 67th TheHampshireRegiment |The Gallant »o-the- 
ole Hogsers. 
57th and 77th The ey Middlesex The Chivalrous Cockney 
ment Conquerors. 
72nd and 91st The Argyleshire High- the Ubiquitous Use-a- 
and landers Posters. 
102nd and 103rd| The Royal Dublin Fu-| The Sinewy and Stimu- 
sileers — Extra-Stout 
en. 








BLACKING ’EM TO WIN. 


Iw the Field’s report of the performance of the Cambridge Town 
Bicycle Club, we find this entry :— 

“* Half-Mile Race on ‘ bone-shakers,’ not exceeding 36in.—Banua«, 1.” 

Mr. Buncess on Mr. Moorr’s back would have been “in it.” 
There isn’t a better ‘‘ bone-shaker” than Mr. Moore of Moore Hall, 
St. James’s. But then—he never will perform out of that Hall. 
Anyway, it’s a tip for the Mastodon Minstrels and any other 







Darx Racz. 










Any Amount—Reward!!! 
Just at the last moment an invisible individual rang the bell and 
left the following Query and Answer in our post-box :— 
Q. Why should an Auctioneer be a pelenabsly person ? 
A, Because he is always in a more-bid state 
Anyone giv inioemation, ¢ Gn shall lead to the detection of the 
perpetrator of this outrage, shall receive the above reward. 








O Wise Young Judge of what ’s good! There’s a great future before 
this youthful Confectioner. 


A Prorracren Iwn-quest.—Looking out for « hotel at a fashionable 
overcrowded Watering-place. 


































@@ To Oonazsros pants — The Bditor does not hold Aimasl/ bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by 6 


stamped and directed envelope 


show ld be kept 
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“THE GENTLE CRAFT.” 


Preceptor (after a lecture). ‘‘ Now, WHAT ARE THE PainciraAL THINGs THAT 
ARE OBTAINED FROM THE EaRTH ?” 

Pupil (and “‘ disciple of Izaak Walton”). “ Woxma, Sin!” 

[Loses Fifty Marks ! 





LAST MEET OF THE SLOW COACH CLUB. 
(By the ** Veteran.’’) 


Tue last méet for the Season of the Slow Coach Club, of which his Grace the 
Duke of Muprorp, K.G., is President, and the motto of which is “‘ tarde veni- 
entibus ’osses”—not ossa, as the fine old fruity saying has been ridiculously 
misquoted by a contemporary—took place on Monday last. It had originally 
been intended to hold the meet in Mud-Salad Market; but, it having been 
represented to the Committee, first, that the Market was not a meat one, but an 
emporium for fruit and vegetables; and next, that the Slow Coaches might 
interfere with the numerous waggons full of cabbages which form flying but- 
tresses to the church of St, Paul, and help to prop up the colonnade of the 
Piazza, it was agreed that the Slow Coaches should assemble at that delightful 
expanse of poe. Abney Park, which had been kindly placed at the disposal 
of the Club by the late Sir Tuomas ABNEY. 

Of course I went to see the start of the Slow Coaches. My fine old ernsted 
friend and ex-M.F.H., Jem Poreaxe, tooled me down to Abney Park in a 
truly cemeterical manner. JEM owned to me, with a racy smile on his way, that 
he t t he could combine a little pleasure with the business of the day. 
“ For, d’ye see,” he observed, “‘ there must be a fey lot of good old rusty worn- 
out screws at the meet, and I may see my way to bidding for a high-mettled 
racer, ha! ha! ortwo.” Jem’s humour is all banter and beeswing, and he has 
moved in the very first circles. ; 

So at a high, gee woa, yoicks! pace we sped to the Park; and with one 
of Watttne’s excellent pork-pies, a canful of Peex and Fxray’s biscuits, 
some Dc Barry’s Revalenta Arabica, and a glass or two of the celebrated Cock- 
alorum Sherry (a natural wine ; the vines are never plastered, but are carefull 
polished every day with Nubian Blacking) under my waistcoat, I felt as hig 
tol-lol frisky as a fox might feel with the whole Pytchley, Quorn, and East 
Nor-Nor-West- Northampton hounds at his heels, to say nothing of the Belhus 
hunters, and the Babraham Rollicki ing Rams. Ah! for the d 
historic days, when_my late lamented and fine old crusted friend, Sir Harx- 
away Gamestore Erzsncrr, Bart., used to hunt all three packs at once ina 
ring-fence! How cleverly he would pass the Soap Works! How triumphantly 








he would sh ot the second arch of the Suspension Bridge, 
on the Middlesex side, and foul a steam-launch, full 
of Cockneys, hired at ‘‘ The Eight Bells.” * 

It was open house and open cellar at Eye-snuff Hall. 
"Twas there I met my dear old crony, Soary Sponon, and 
jolly old Jonnocxs, and Nuwrop, of the Quarter/y, and 
Jenv, and Meravusaven, and all the old jovial set. And 
Tom Moony, the Whipper-in. You all knew him well. 
Eheu ! fugaces. The quantity of ‘* Comet,” ‘‘ twenty,” 
and ** forty-seven ” port, Chateau Margaux, Pontet Canet, 
Gutwwess's Stout, and the celebrated Cockalorum Sherry 
(a natural wine, containing positively no acid) was sume- 
thing enormous. 

Wesat behind Jem’s fine old mare, Black Bess, that 
beat Zclipse at the Derby, the Godolphin Arabian at 
Goodwood, the Coffin Mare at the Leger, and the Flying 
Dutchman at the Park Handicap in the 
days when I was fe ing my earliest lessons in things 

if by being at St. Broomback’s Charity 
School. Jem drove me in a gig, of the regular bang- 
up, stay-for-nothing, rumtumtiddity order—which has 
recently been repaired by those excellent carriage-makers, 
Messrs. Spaine, Dickey, and Sevan, of 910, Song Acre. 

We found a rare gathering of the regular old ‘uns at 
the Park—fine old tawny Britons after my dear old friend 
Sir Josern Hawtey’s own heart. None of your yawning, 

, eruteh-and-toothpick calibre, but jolly dogs of 
the Lord Groner Bentinck calibre, fine old mellow 
bucks of the Admiral Rous type. There were several 
Old Masters distinguished for their pictures of fox-hunts. 
There was Old Futter (a most worthy Corinthian), Old 
Burton (who looked rather’ Melancholy), Old Dan 
Tucker, Old Jox (who would persist in kicking up 
behind and before), Old Dr. Jacon Townsuenn, oon ol 
Parr. You may be sure that my brother veterans and 
I attentively scanned the drags and the prads and the 
bang-up old nobs who held the ribbons. There were 
twenty Slow Coaches at the meet ; but perhaps the palm 
both for superiority of horseflesh and vehicular elegance 
must be awarded to my noble friend, Captain the Honour- 
able Vetvet Pavut SHILirperer, whose tasteful equipage, 
drawn by four magnificently-matched black Flemish 
horses, with long manes and tails, and superb action, 
excited general admiration, 

Through an odd fancy of Captain Sartirmerr, he has 
trained his grooms to sit, not in the dickey, but on the 
roof of the drag, with their legs swinging at large ; and 
this, combined with the uniformity of redness 
in their noses, uces a very spirited effect. Captain 
Morr got his little lot clubbed with Mr. Srreatnam 
Common’s invalid team, Farcy, Glanders, Spasms, and 
Shouldershotten, and Sir Hxecrox O’Dear had a bad 
spill in endeavouring to get his highly attractive con- 
tingent (Dutch pinks) into line. But, on the whule, the 
form was superb. Nota galled jade but winced. Nota 
wither but was wrung. Not a fetlock but was sprung. 
I never saw a creamier show of “ fiddle-case” heads and 
‘* star-gazers.”’ They were all roarers. Doeeping flanks, 
sparkling hocks. CoLueron’s crests, puff - pasterna, 
oyster-barrels, asthmatic crops, victoria docks, strangled 
stifle-joists, hundred-ton cannon bones. and stony curb- 
poses: — all the points of the Perfect Horse were distri- 

uted among this liarly cheery high-toned and 
down-the-rvad lot. The Admiral would have wept, and 
Sir Josern would have danced a high, gee woa, tantivy 
to see the show. 

The whips, having been all thoroughly awakened by 
the Club *‘ Knocker Up,” stuffed ali round to make 
themselves lively, and tooled away in fine style to Kensal 
Green, where they were to dine. Your correspondent, 
after filling his box with some right Macabaw (Sy eezum’s, 
in Great Catechu Street, is the only place where you 
can get genuine Macabaw), adjourned to Tom Tick’s 
genial hostelry, the ‘Slate and Chalk,” and there Jem 
and I refreshed ourselves with a chop, supplied to the 
establishment by those highly —— butchers, 
Messrs. Brock aND ORNAMENT, © —{ Coach 
Marshes, and a glass or two of the celebrated Cocka- 
lorum Sherry (a natural wine, with never a headache in 
a dozen of it), Then, hey for Tarrensaty’s! Outsix 
TATTERSALL’s. 


* Some dim reminiscences of the University Boat Race seem 
now to have got interpolated in the Veteran's otherwise graphic 
narrative. By the way, we anticipate with pleasure the Vete- 
ran’s account of “‘ A Day with the D.T.”"—Ep 
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BISMARCK’'S NEW BUSINESS. | 
Tue Director-in-Chief of the | 
** General Prussian Commerce and 
Trade Company (Unlimited),” 
poceente his compliments to the 
- — and Uncrowned Heads 
, Asia, a pe 
Son, an hopes’ b vy at- 
tention to business—his own and 
theirs—he may merit their es- 
» and enjoy a 
an extension of 
to enclose 


continuance an 


past favours. He 
a plan of a new 


ports o 
universal Bis-market. 








Ode (and Paid) to the Town 
Clerk. 


He was a lucky man, 
He was a lucky man, 
His salary went 
Up twenty * per cen 
He was such a lucky man! 

* Twenty-five, my boy! That's 
“ The Cry of the (Town) Clerk.” But 
ain't I en-tit/e'd to it, eh? Yes. Daily 
and Knightly.—J. B. M. 


A Cutting. 


A CoRRESPON DENT sends us the a. 
following extract from the Derby 
Mercury :— a? 
\ ANTED, SITUATION as 
GARDENER. No objections 
to waiting. None but thorough Gen- 
tlemen need apply. 


Fortunate that the Advertiser 
has “no objections to waiting.” 
It strikes us that he will have to 
wait some considerable time. 


——--S 


— 





oil,” 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 


“THE HARTINGTON ”—OUR NEW MODERATOR. 


“* Highly recommended as a delightful medium for diffusing a clear 
and ge ~* light all round, and economising the expenditure of midnight | 








LATEST FROM THE FLEET. 
(Notes from Sir B. S.’s own private Pocket- Book.) 


Gravosa, Sept. 20th.—United European Fleet a-lying at anchor. 

I take supreme command to-day. Proud position! Would be 
a no if I knew what I am expected to do, or how to do it. 
e’re all safe in harbour at present, however. Perhaps I ought 
theatrical coup. I’ll 


to inspirit the various crews by a striking 
** demonstrate.” 

Have just done it. The coup didn’t come off quite. I first ordered 
Band to oper Se different national anthems in turn. y= bg 
with ‘‘ Marseillaise.” German Admiral came on board, furious, 
know why I hadn’t begun with the “‘ Wacht am Rhein.” I told him 
Band shouldn’t play again, and sent him back pacified. 
part of coup was, (@ la Newson) to the other ships— 
* Europe expects every man to do his Rms * French Admiral sig- 
nalled back—** What is ay duty ? I telegraph to Paris to 
inquire?” Russian and German A hamitele have sent to ask what t 
meant, as they use—it seems—a different code of Austrian 
Admiral took it for order to—“* bets anchor, and sail port,” while 
Italian Admiral thought it was— Ditto, ditto, and sail starboard.” 
Result—Bad collision between Austrian and Italian Ironclads. 

Austrian and Italian Admirals have just come on board. Both 
accuse each other of causing intentionally. I make lon 
om of very soothing character. At end, find they as « 

em understand English. They've retired. Thought. —Demonstrate. 
Admirals much pleased. 

Sept. 23rd. On the way to eng ~ 
French and German A 


be Demonstrate again. 
Very violent exercise this Temcustetion lands t satisfactory. 
Happy Thought.—Have settled French and German dispute by 


L - ad 


SN EEA j - 
yy using what I | As 


“OH, WHAT A FALL WAS 
THERE!” 


Mr. Mancvs Fatt has written 
two in g and amusing 
volumes, called London Town 
(Tuvstxy). We do not say to 
Mr. Fatt what everyone knows 
was said to Dr. Fet1, but on the 
contrary 
We do much like you, Marcus Fatt, 
The reason we can’t tell at all; 

But this a certainty we call, 
That we do like you, Mancus Faut! 


at the way, what a run there 
just now on the name Manrcvs 
arcus Stone, Marcus Warp, 
Mancus Fatt, &e. It’s very at- 
tractive, and frequent repetition 
seems to suggest that it might 
be improved to Re-Mark-us, 








**Who Will to Cupar,” &c. 


Bor no one will after reading 
this item from the St. Andrews 
Citizen :— 

“ Cupar. — While the crops were 
being cut down last week at Horselaw, 
the reapers included the worthy ten- 
ants, Mr. and Mrs. Gay, both of whom 
are now upwards of eighty years of 
age.” 

Eighty years! A old age 
truly, and “‘all fi is grass,” 
but Neem are 4... & sufficient 
reasons for the reapers when 
cutting down the crops to include 
this excellent couple. Poor dears ! 


for inquiry at Cupar. 





Scvecestion To Sire W. V. 
Hanrcovurt.—Site for a House of 
Detention for Juvenile Offenders 
—tTry Birchington. 





Prace To Frvisn Orr a Govrty 
| Person.—Port-land. 








Tacht am Rhein,” and Germen band 


Sept. 25th. oF Duleigno.—At last! Wretched little place: not 
half as big as Herne Bay, Had greatest difficul iy is getting my 
happy family so far. Got ’em here now, however. onstrate from 
the quarter-deck. Three Albanians on shore, apparently much in- 
terested. I have demanded surrender, in name of Uni Europe. 
They reply in Albanian, so can’t make out a they say, 
but it sounds something like ‘*‘ United Euro owed!” Riza 
Pasa encamped on one side of town, five thousand Montenegrins 
on other side ; we in the harbour. Why doesn’t Riza Pasa storm 
the place? Say s he has orders not to use force. So have we! 
Why. Pion’t Menlene storm place? Call them “‘ the most heroic 
race in Europe”! Pooh! The three Albanians have disappeared. 
Demonstrate once, and to bed. 

Next Day.—Have again demanded surrender. French Admiral 
just come on board. Feels nervous. Is he sea-sick? He says 
**No; but should like to tolegrege to win 2 ” IT ask, “‘ What on 
earth about?” He re plies, that ‘“‘he was ordered to steam away 
directly offensive qpenaiions began, and he isn’t sure whether Alba- 
nians won’t consider the demand to surrender offensive.” Demon- 
one » him that he’s all wrong. He admits it, and calls for the 

tewar 

Have just sent deputation to Sg ay to ask when they are 
going to begin. Curiously ane, , they ave also sent a deputation 
asking when we are goin tell them they are the most 
7 race in Europe, an it . r viously their business more than 


ordering French band to play ‘“‘ 


| to play ‘* Marseillaise”’ till told to stop. 


on Btill later.—Albanians have begun to fire at us! One shot cer- 
ay was fired! Whatcan they mean? Are they demonstrating’ 
em by signal. No answer. Idiots. 
Myctry explained. Russian Admiral and crew have been engaged 
in making faces at the Albanians over the sides of their ~ 
This has irritated Albanians. Query.—Do Russians want an 
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Navarino? How can I stop them making faces’ What 
a the Albanians are to mind Russians making faces 
at them! 

On shot being fired, French vessels have steamed away! 

Russian Admiral come on Says, “* Must retali- 
ate,” &c. Wish Giapstowx had come here in Grantully. 

Sept. 26.—Ultimatum. Everybody demonstrating. No 
more notes at present. ‘‘ All write—up to now.” y! 
Avast! &c., &c. 





WEARY WOMANKIND! 


THREE weary young women of London town 
their thoughts when they went to rest: 
old gown, 
indly breast 
of a fractious child 
That had beat at her heart and her brains all day, 
Aah Sho Feiss wae g Cennteiran, lest et bee 
Though weary—these women something to say. 
The Slattern she owned she was weary of Jack, 

Good fellow, no doubt! but whose curious ways 
Were impressed on his wife by some weals on her back 
And by terrible bruises—well, under her stays; _ 
And she thought on this night would she ever get rid 

Of a man who when didn’t care how she fed. 
She ’d been true to the fellow, and did as he bid, 
So the heart-broken Slattern crept into her bed. 


The Mother was w , for half of that day 
She’d been bearing her burden from door unto door ; 
No woman may rest on Her Majesty’s way, 
But now her poor babe was amere on the floor, 
So she thought, this sad mother, ‘‘ Will weariness end 
By starving, or prison, or how it be? 
I haven’t a penny, ’ she sighed, “‘ or a friend! ” 
Still she slept, and determined the morrow to see. 


The little Sewing-Girl, weary of course . 
ith the whirl of the wheel, the machinery’s click, 
She ’d the of a mouse and the work of a horse, 
And the child was so quiet she hadn’t a kick ! 
So she said, ** It don’t matter, for many, worse off, 
Cannot cli 
But before she could sleep she remembered the scoff 
Of girls whose smart feathers attracted her eye. 


Now, would you believe it ? When all were asleep 
And the woes of all womenkind seemed at an end, 

That a cry just as bitter and sighs quite as deep 
Went up to humanity, seeking a friend 

For the prettiest girl that the mind could depict, 
With the neatest of dresses and softest of hair, 

Her waist it was slender, her conduct was strict, _ 
But beneath her blue eyes was the black of despair. 


“IT am weary!” she said ; “‘ on my honour it’s true, 
oe I’ve spent all the day amidst ribbons and lace. 


sisters! your ions are pleasant to you— 
y are torture tous! ‘Tis a sin, a disgrace 
That you sit at the counter all ov and you fuss. 
Our task is to stand, your delig t is to shop. 
It’s the oy OE ay lives, but it’s death unto us— 
You are est to please when we ’re ready to drop. 
“Tt wasn’t our fault that our fathers have failed 
At home, at the farm, or the forge, or the mill, 
ey ’ve got us all fast, at the counter we’re nailed, 
e the dubious coin that was saved from the till. 
We are modest! Who dares to deny it? We try 
To be women as good as you see we are neat ; 
But we stand all the day, and are ready to die, 
Till we drag to our rest with our weary young feet. 


ge cosy t coal, but mare tollons ior 
To smile and look merry from eight unto ten, 
And the school of ter and 





g to the wheel for support, and must die.”’ | = 








** Mayn’r I HAVE sOME MORE SuGAR In My Tea, AunT Groncy !” 
‘* Way, vou ’ve HAD Tangs !”’ 
‘* Yes ; pur Tagy Me.r away 80!” 


THE MEMORIAL OBSTRUCTION, 


Last week the attention of those mighty Archons, the Common Councilmen, 
was drawn to the New Temple Bar Memorial, which Mr. Srevenson rightly 
denounced as ‘‘a mighty o ion.” Whereupon, Mr. Beproxp, the people's 
real friend in Epping Forest, but not at Temple Bar, spoke up for the Obstruction, 
and finished by saying— 

“The Memorial would do credit to the as a work of Art, and it would also 
mark their ancient boundary. The Press had taken up this matter, as they sometimes did, 
without understanding what they were wri' about, whereas if they would only have 
taken the trouble to measure the roadway, they would have discovered that with the 
Memorial it was as wide again as it was before.”’ 


Oh, ‘‘ they do not know everything down in Judee,” don’t they? The City 
objects to the Press, the Press objects to the squash,—as squash there's safe 
to be. If the only object of the Memorial be to “ mark their ancient boundary,’’ 
why not let a Memorial Tablet into the wall by Curups’ Bank, or a splendid 
Brass representing the Lozp Mayor and Corporation. The metal is cheap 
enough, and plenty of it, in the City. 


= 


Votes in Vienna. 
A Viennese beauty, a forward young Miss, 


T’other day, it appears, won a yote bya kiss: — 
But the law ’gainst corruption is terribly strong, 
And ’tis said she’ll be made to repent it ere ° 
What becomes of the kiss? Since the voter ¢ 
In justice one hopes he ’ll be made to return it. 








Receret.— How to Convert a Conservative into a Lsberal.—Try the Reform-~- 
a-Tory system. 
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BASS BOTTLED BY G.A.S. 


1R,—In last week’s 
**Echoes” the 
following 
suggestion 
was made by 
“G. A. 8.” 


“In the case 
of a quiet 
street, where a 
difference of 
opinion touch- 
ing itinerant 
minstrelsy ex- 





majority a- 
ainst the 
| add aliens 


MowstTgsrm Concent. German ‘gree 
; baize’ bands, 
el forth, + pd aa not the parish authorities (under an amended Act of 
arliament, of course) empowered to affix, in a conspi position 
corners of each street, enamelled iron tablets, beari the i Ms 
Italian, German, and English, ‘ No Street Music Allowed Here,’ an - 
ing beneath, the emount of fine or imeplogamenh, ot both, to which a Riven 
mericion, laying im that stregt, would be liable if he persisted in playing 
after a warning. 


Now, Gir, I may tell you that I live in a quiet street, 


four houses ; some le call it a 

alley. But we are all highly ped de oh pom aed 4 

street, the average amount om Wwe ure won FE 
for 


night would | supply 0 Manctes a 

ulet 1s indispensable to 

I polled our street as directed by “G, A, &., and wea 
No, 1. 


Frage | Sneed Suey). Dent want street 
ré. on Snood (my Wife). Let the ings earn a living. 
I am sure they don't interfere with your rubbishing Greek. 

Wellington Rhode Si Snood (my Son). Anything is better 
than Acacta’s eternal ‘‘ Sweethearts’ Waltz.” 

Acacia Rhode Singeon Snood (my Daughter). A million German 
bands are better than a brother learning the flute. 

Jemima (my Cook). It do cheer the depressed heart up do a bit of 
music. 

Anna (my Housemaid), They plays just like a Cireus, and Circuses 


4 , 
is eaven. . 
No. 2. 


Miss ~~ (Spinster), They should be put down, as they make 
my pug howl. 
_ dlarriet (her Housemaid), Their melodies is frivolous and not 
improving. Away with them! 

ane (her Cook). To think of a policeman admiring one of those 
Italion-Irish organ-grinding huzzies, instead of taking them all to 
prison ! ig 

No. 3. 


Mr. Baldhead (Widower). Put them down, by all means, and give 
everybody who encourages them six months ah treadmill a 
é John Baldhead (his Son), Uf Mrs, Weatuensy will wring her 
infernal parrot's neck, he will vote against them. 

Servants. Have no opinions, and are not likely to have, in BaLp- 
HEAD's house. No. 4 


Mrs. Weatherby (Widow), Unless Jomw Batpweap will leave off 
coming home at three in the morning, singing music-hall songs, and 
shouting like a maniac, she will vote for them. 

Servants. | should like to know what the value of my Servants’ 
opinions 3s on the subject. 

Now, my dear Sir, will you kindly notice in what position, owing 
to *'G. A. 5.”’s brilliant suggestion, we stand:—For Organs, 5; 
against Organs, 5; neutral, 2; neither for, against, nor neutral, 4. 

A street once tolerably happy, is now pandemonium. When an 
organ or a band arrives, my household is delighted, and asks me 
about the poll. Mr. Batpaxap sends me an indignant message, 
Miss Fiarper asks whether I have treated her with the courtesy 
due to her station in life. Mrs. Wearnexsy and Jonw BatpHEaD 
now cut each other dead, and me too. The servants on either side 
tell frantie fictions of each other’s masters and mistresses to the 
tradespeople. The once ha 1 Soy is a bear-garden. 

I bear no malice to “ G. i -” Let him come and live here. 








CORSICAN BROTHERS & CO. (LIMITED). 
At the Lyceum. 


Wuew it was first intimated to the theatre-going Public that 
Mr. Invove, in an ecstasy of inspiration, had exclaimed, ‘* Happy 
Thought! Revive the Corsican Brothers!” everybody young 
enough to remember its first success at the Princess’s under CuaR.es 
Keax, said to everybody else, ‘‘ Capital notion! Just the thing for 
Invine! Safe to be a big success! ”’ 

If the question had been asked, ‘‘ Why is it safe to be a big suc- 
cess?” the answer would have been, “Oh, mysterious—weird— 
ghost-like, you know—Irvine all over.” 

rm! : that’s all it amounted to. Pale face, attenuated frame, 
and thin legs settled the question. He must be a Corsican Brother's 
ghost and so he became a Corsican 

rother’s ghost, and has produced the 
piece with ‘‘ New Scenery, Dresses 
and Appointments,” and, we are bound 
to , *‘dis-appointments.” Not, 
however, as far as Mr, Invine individu- 
ally is concerned. The little he has to 
do he does thoroughly well. His 
Fabien—Farbbyang as they call it at 
the Lyceum, the healthy Corsican Twin, 
is artistically contrasted with Louis, 
who, in the Second Act, appears to 
have come to the Ba/ Masqué at the 
Grand Opéra made up as Py al Jingle, 
or * Dismal Jemmy.” If he had onl 

a Grearp to “double” him an 
in this scene, that would have 
drawn all London ! 

In spite of its having been cogitated 
over for so long a time, there is an 
utter lack of novelty in the stage-business. When Farbbyang 
is about to inflict a long story on his acquaintance, M. A/fred 
M. rd—who looks like Nicholas Nickleby on a tour—he says, 
" my brother’s friend J have no secret; you shall know 
all;” and then he tells him his brother’s secret—a most unwar- 

table breach of confidence, by the way—commencing, ‘‘ Three 
Rundred ears ago” — whereupon they both seat themselves, 
and M. Meynard does his best politely to show that “the story 
interests him much.” Then there was the old ghost-music, and there 
was the inevitable sliding-trap, which created such a sensation till 
we knew how it was done; and there was the “ Double,” looking 
uncommonly like a cheap tailor’s dummy, but being in reality, 
Mr. Artuur Maruison, who having been saved from the wreck 
in The World, at Drury Lane, is now able to appear as somebody 
else’s ghost at the Lyceum. But this talen festiones. Actor 
Singer, and Composer, having been selected for part, wh did 
Mr. lnvrve lose sucha splendid chance for a new line in the as— 


Ghost of Lowis (with a Song) . . . Mr, Anruurn Marnuson, 


He could have put words to the fine old Ghost melody, and 
have sung it hi . “And is Old Double dead?” o, he 
isn’t, but all alive, oh, at the Lyceum! Ls 

Then sgrin, instead of the Ghost 
eoming fro: ow, he should have 
been let down as a surprise from 
above. Since the ne ee we 
invented we have had sliding- 
roof, and the ghost could have come 
down flop on Farbbyang, and 
startled him in real earnest. Here, 
again, a Grrarp would have been 
useful, suddenly swooping down 
from ‘the flies,” by some such 
mechanical arrangement as set 
Mile, A2yxa flying noiselessly about 
at the Gaiety. Everyone expected 
something new in ghosts; and 
everyone was disappointed. Alas! 


When that old ghost was new, 
Life wore a roseate hue, 


And we were boys together, The 
truth is, The Corsican Brothers is a bad piece, depending on 
certain effects, which should be novel an ling or hey ase 
nothing. The dialogue is flat, and there is no relief to the fo m 
except the episode of the hen, which is tedious from being ged 
in to spin out the Aet with a little local colouring. 

Kean as the Twins, Wicax or WALTER facx as © 
Renaud, Jutta Musnay as the dignified lay-figure Emily, and 
fascinating Cartorta Lecuerce as the chief of the ladies at the 
supper-party, carried the piece triumphantly, when “that old ghost 
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was new,”,— and, perhaps, such a cast might do so 
once more. But now the = per-scene is as dull as 
things mostly are in 
on life—and so far is to be 
praised as holding the mirror 
up to nature. 
Mr. Teriss as Chateau- 
Renaud, is as weak as he 
was as yg Hawksley. 
He hasn’t done much since 
es wicked young Squire in 


The "Bal Masqué Scene is 
very good, bar the immovable 
in the upper boxes, 
who look as Madame 
Tussaup had taken her wax- 
works out for a night’s treat 
to the Grand ra, and left 
them there. e brilliancy 
of the Scene is marred by the stupidity of the dances 
the mechanical movements, the laughter “‘ to order,” an 
the dulness of the music. "Everyone, however, knew the 
fight was coming, and that that was to be the event of 
the evening. 
4 It some, oie te cont of Goering Then, after 
e ‘ar overcome - oe on 
Meynard, disappears behind a tree (old business), and 
immediately pe owed Mr. Marutson, The Double, 
without a song, affected (** Double, double, toil 
ae trouble” it ie <. ya and a at more 
eavily on poor Meynard, appears, w RVING 
makes a dive below and a rush for the sliding-trap, 
Mr. Maruison is not quite Mr. ayers ** Double ; ” 
he is only his ‘“* Half-as-much-again 
By the way, Mr. Bou- 
CICAULT makes Farb- 
byang say, ‘* The dead 
fast ’’—which is 
about the one good line 
in the piece — (onl 
where did it come from 
—but this is not borne 
out by facts, as Louis’s 
ghost slides alon; — 


Fy 2 vely 
ickwic 


assisted in kee eeping “the 

pot a-bilin’,” and re- 

presents rather the pace 

of a Parliamentary train 

than an express, 

We suppose the Cor- 

come Suthere & Ce. 
a success, 

not the success expected. 


when, ~ 


being all of the 


The costumes 
Nicholas Nickleby period, when Sir angen’ A Hawk | tur 


and Lord Verisopht were men about town, ht sug- 
gest the notion to Mr. Toorz—(wh hie lay 
Chateau- Renaud ? )—of ucing The Cheeryble ~ 
thers at the Teey. pal ar Mr. Invine’s shadow 
never Ww : , at all events, be/ an 
thoroug satinlind ter the ultimate result of the 
Corsican Brothers § | Co. (Limited). 

Theatrical Mem Waxvyer has given 


up Drink, and taken to the Wells. This is —— 
h, and we he’ll be re- Coupeau’d for his c 

The "s Wel ee are t patrons of “ 

ag to anit uite steht tot a oe a 

rs. BATEMAN ve it them ut 

ee oh a Jog an Me 


= wet od , going in :~ econ Mr. 
CuarLes WARNER may adopt , his motto and his rule 
these two words, ‘ ray, 
our we of > Weather bes 
Haymarh ket, and 
the Major with his usual 





the discovery of the North Pole like an 
manufactory ?—Because it’s a secret 





COLLEGIATE FARMING. 


Scene— The Parlour of the “ Blue Boar.” Pipes and Ale. Behind the former, 
with the latter between them, seated at a table, Farmers MEADOWSWEET 
and MAYFLowER. 


RADOWSWeET (to 
MAYFLOWER, 
reading a daily 
paper). What's 
the news, naai- 
bur ? 


Mayflower. 
pa pe to 
eo area 
word about pigs. 
a 
o the 
ery all over 
the countree. 
it 1 though. 
Here be zummut 
bew anyways.— 
(Reads) —" Wilts 
and Hants Agri- 
gultgret ol- 
ege. 
Meadowsweet. 
_— 


Mayflower. Kes, Collid A 
Meadow wceet, Aggericulcheral Collidge  Callidge aks 


J oe eng 'Spose to taitch Cotlidge boys the ee - O’ coorse 
we knows aggericulchur ae ante eee 

Meadowsweet, A alcherul Collidge. Well, that there’s a rum start. 
What about un ? 

Mayflower (reads)— 

1a ang, the species tao statente hove been ellie’ ine the detalle of the management 
of live stock and crops on the College farm, and courses of lectures—many o of them 
delivered in the field—have been given by Professors Wniourson, Cuvacn, ream, 
Sueipon, and Curtis.” 


Meadowsweet. Lecturs! Aaa! Now it 
from behind a teeable, over a radun dex, th * oo the vloor 0 the 
lectur room, and the aggericulcherul scollards d al il the daytails o’ the 
manidgement o’ crops wi’ make-believe ‘imitesishuns, and, as fur the live stock, 
by manes o’ ’ooden moddles. ’Ooden ’osses and cattle, pigs and ship 

May ywer. ’Ooden ship; ees. Practisun upon ’ooden ship in the lambun 
sazun! Ha, ha, ha! 

Meadowsweet. Ho, ho! 

Mayflower, Ah, but to be sure it sez they didn’t begin till May, when the 
ne work was all over. techie the Collid 

pweweet. That ’oodn’t matter upon a Collidge farm i e the Collidge, 
and the lambun work acted out on the vioor. 

Mayflower. The ’count winds up October, when, that the stoodents be dismissed 
vacaaishun till the sixth o’ hen, at the commencemunt 0 the 
autumnal session, the annual valleyaaishan o’ the farm ool be prosaded wi’. 

Meadowsweet. In fancy cipherun. Well, this here is the ruammest goo I’ve a 
hear’d on fur many a day. 

Tye Ww eos? s success to farmun, and much med the Hants 
ilts A rul Collidge ‘aaa the British Farmer [Breaks 

Oo edeontee Speed the Plough ! Drinks. 

Mayflower. Steam-plough now- sodas, naaibur. 

Meadowsweet. ery, Where be ut all to end ? 

~ oo I fancies at ae be draaun on to the end o’ the 


Meadownvett, Well, there, howsomedever, let’s try and make the best on’t 
we can in the manewhile. Missus, outzide there, plaze, a drap moor beer. 
(Enter Missus with beer, and Scene closes.) 


on, woo't. 


ny tought I s'pose, 





An Asinine Error. 
Amone intelligence from Paris a telegram the other day announced that,— 
“Victor Hvug@o will, on the Fifteenth of October, publish a poem entitled 1’ Ans.” 


This ae might have been expected to be a work of genius dealing 
with politi nerd, and social problems, from what, to the stolid, common 
tndervanding, would pro root of the sry Eder hic Te prs, 

ve suggested a ponies story under w Pp an 
meaning of L’ Ane ‘ad been veiled os en from 
the once popular and still sufficien m "ealebeoted Eaglish 1, ‘yl, 77 I had a a 

Donkey wot wouldn’t go.” But Ane turns out to have beer a aye td in the 
Rappel for Ame, which makes a material—not to say immaterial 
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“SUMMING UP.” 


Captain. “‘ Wuat’s Toe Caarnoz, Serceant!” 


Sergeant. “‘ Tars Time 17T’s Daunxewness, Str. Bor THis MAN Is THE MOST TROUBLESOME FELLOW IN TRE REGIMENT, Sik. 
He Gors OUT WHEN BE LIKES, AND COMES IN WHEN HE LIKES, AND GETS DaguNK WHEN HE LIKES—IN FACT, HE MIGHT BE A 


Horricer! !” 











= —-—-—— - 





THE DUKE OF MUDFORD AND BUMBLEDOM. 


_ Tere isa bond of sympathy between Dukes and Beadles which 
is not al her for the public interest. The Duke of Muproxp is 
not only allowed to fatten upon Mud-Salad Market, but he is allowed 
this privilege on —- terms than his neighbours. He is rated 
with the lightest possible i e is allowed the free 
use of dozens of so-called “‘ thoroughfares,” and for his Market 
proper he is put down at the far too moderate assessment of £10,000 
a year, with an additional £1200 a-year for the new Flower Market. 
His theatres are favoured by the local authorities to an almost equal 
extent. The huge area of Drury Lane Theatre is only rated at a 
few more annual pounds than the Gaiety Theatre, which is less than 
half its size, and Covent Garden Theatre, with ite vast annexe, 
called the Floral Hall, is equally a of the parish. These two 
colossal properties are put upon nearly an exact equality with the 
little Vaudeville, the smaller Olympic, an e smallest a 
The humour—the practical fun—of Bumbledom does not end here. 
The Lyceum is rated at nearly £500 a-year less than the Gaiety, 
though it is practically half as large again, and the Globe and the 
Opéra Comique are let off, for some mysterious reason, for little 
more than half the rates levied on the Olympic and the Vaudeville, 
though their holding capacity is just dou Adelphi is 
scarcely fairly trea by being assessed at nearly times the 
amount levied on the Opéra Comique or the Globe, as it can hardly 
claim to be more than a fourth larger than these houses. 

There is a grim pisemme in drawing the attention of Theatrical 
Managers to these beauties of ial taxation. The new assess- 
ments have just been made, and the old assessments were more 
unequal still. There is no appeal, and nothing can be altered for 
the next five years. Such is the elastivity of Local Self-Government. 








Mvosic ayp Dancrne.—The European Concert seems likely to end 
with a Breakdown. 





A HOME SWEET HOME SECRETARY. 


Sire W. V. Harcovart will earn his title to be considered a genuine 
“* English Home” Secretary, if he only su in dealing summarily 
with juvenile offenders, whose conduct ultimately wrecks the happi- 
ness of so many homes. The thoughtless lad, who should be whipped 
soundly, is now made a gaol-bird. The first committals, writes 
Sir Writ1am V. Haxrcovrt in the Times— 
—-“ are for aearey trivial offences. Children of ages between nine 
and thirteen go to prison for throwing stones, breaking windows, playing at 
pitch-and-toss, obstructing thoroughfares, bathing in canals, threatening 
people, common assaults, trampling down grass, &c., though, of course, many 
of the committals are for more serious offences, which yet in children of such 
tender years are of a very different dye from similar crimes when committed 
by persons of riper age.” 


And soon afterwards he hints at a simple remedy :— 


“Tt seems clear that the existing restrictions on committals to industrial 
schools, and on the employment of a moderate personal chastisement for small 
offences as a substitute for imprisonment require to be reconsidered.”’ 


‘* Moderate personal ehastisement!’’—that is what it must come 
to. And Mr. Punch’s commentary on it is his present Cartoon. 





** Vulgar Venice.”’ 


Ly Venice the echoes of Tasso no more, 

As Lord Brrow remarked, can be heard by the shore. 
And now, from the latest , it a q 

We shall soon see the last of the ga oliers ; 
For steamboats will ply by each and fane, 
And Rusx«rw will greet them with savage disdain ; 
At Frortan’s still we shall lo , but, ah me! 

We shall scarce know the City that sits on the Sea. 





Geop News.—The man who was under a cloud has got over it. 
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DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS. 


Sim W. V. Harcourt (preparing the right remedy). “‘ AHA! MY LADS! YOU’LL CATCH IT PRESENTLY!” 
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of her choice had answered very well; now he wouldn’t 
THE BEADLE! answer at all. p\ rosea Mag mad Bor Ang It would 
oR, not do for Dr. ——_ to discharge So Sense ot the 
enemy’s request; that was to waste er and shot. 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. He bad ons stsategio movement at command, which he 
ay had never yet employed against his better half. Quick 
as thought he opened a drawer and took thence a volu- 
ANTHONY DOLLOP. — te sloatiy printed + pemonies, which he folded 
ee } h ield-Marshal’s and waving it wildly 
a his head he dashed forward at his | ess spouse. 
CHAPTER XVII. aT ae the right Mrs. Dowors turned ashen pale, 
te and p er to her recipitately 
Tur Brenor’s (Hance. _ | thro the open door which the on Tosentdiaely 
NDOMITABLE in behind her. Having done this, he turned to 
courage, and| examine the weapon the Bishop had used with such 
panting for| marvellous effect. One glance at the title-page sufficed 
the fray, Mrs. | —it was His Lordship’s " 
Downie ad-| ‘Up, Guards, and at em!” exclaimed the Bishop, 
vanced to the | thro himself back in his chair. ‘It was Waterloo 
weppewts over again !”’ 

**Now, Bi- “ ” : ‘ 
shop, tell a et Curster, charge!” cried the Chaplain, 
what’s been} “an { did—rather,” said the Bishop; “it broke 

qopsen bere! the enemy thoroughly.’ 

y is this] “4 splendid charge!” cried the Chaplain ; and then 
most disrepu- they sang together, "* Suoni la Tromba” from I Puri- 
table person | ganj. 
still in your| The battle was won. Now all they had to do was to 
+ ed ,Pone- i make the best use of their victory before the enemy 
dence ?”” repulsed, routed, beaten at every point, and utterly 

The Bichep demoralised, could steal a march upon them. Capua 
was silent./and Cannw are close er; and a victory may be 
He had stood| the prelude to a total defeat. Mrs. Dowpre has not 
patiently and| been portrayed in these pages as an ble or an 
pee ; but, | amiable Lady; and no page in her family history that 

e cream, he} | ’ve seen in the Palace would give her a better character 
had stood too/than I have done. She retired to her boudoir, and 
long, and was | looked out of her window at her laurels, which had 
now  begin-| suffered considerably in the recent storm. Should she 
ning to turn ;/ summon allies to her aid? If so, whom? Who was 
and, when he/| there in Small-Beerjester but would rejoice at her fall ’ 
did turn, he} She had offended the Archbeacon and Mrs. OvexwartE 
felt he would by bringing forward Mr. Matrix as a Candidate for 
Ge Uncen Mr. SIMON ig Mastership of Dood kev'e, Det 
“ ‘ , y sour. r. Sompcer still held it. inten er 

ge commenced Mr. Matrix, ‘if I might——” : husband’s Chaplain for the Precentorship; but Mr. 

You mightn’t,” retorted the infuriated dame. ‘ Now, Bishop, are you| Ananie was now comfortably installed in that position. 
cotag to ture this persen Ont, ov net? inquired the t dame. Moxteena hated her, because she thought that Mr. 
, ere was a dead oo in the room. How long it been there it was| Marrix had been incited by Mrs. Downis to pe her 
impossible to say, for it was only at this minute that the three became aware of | his odious addresses. Doubtless Mr. ARABLE eld the 
it. And the Bishop sniffed uncomfortably, as though there were something | same views. And how was she to call on her former 
wrong with the drainage. He sat on his chair twi his thumbs, and) enemies for help to expel her husband’s Chaplain from 
wishing that the two would fight it out there and then, like two evil Genii, | her own Palace ? 
and lave him to bens@A by the regan * | Had I the pen of an Epic Poet, I might possibly do 

you know, | person,” and she pointed with infinite | some justice to the struggle now raging in Mrs. Dowpre’s 
— gee prern -¥ has been going on with the female breast ; but I have ‘not, and 80 , content m self, and 

“ ; he March ie trust my ers also, simply informing them that 
Maree Bishop is in full possession of the facts, Mrs. Downre,” said Mr, at this minute, as Dido Bown its discunsolate at her 

“a P . ear ‘ ace-gate, ‘‘adarning a in her stocking, 0!” there 

‘, ds this true?” asked the ge 8 wife, facing her husband. . 4... | appear = the weno no less a personage than the 

Mrs. Dowpts,” interru » Matrix, humbly. ‘‘ His Lordship, like| Archbeacon of Small-Beerjester accompanied by Mrs. 
the Admiral in the ballad of Witttam Tartor, ‘has wery mueh applauded| Qyexwarre, and the Master of Deedler’s. 
what I’ve done,’ and with his and his smile on my work I am happy.” 

Rae deoadtat words wet the oo Br. Downie! 

lion, flat rebellion, or rather ye ram re on stirring u Editor to Author.—Bir,—In your own interests, ours, and 
the Bishop on his throne, and rearing ideows in the Cathedral City of those of our readers, we must P soon your attention to the fact 
Small-Beerjester! If ey allowed to rear her hideous head in the city, | that the doings of Mr. Mattia and the Marchesa, the Bishop, 








she would soon rear f undred communisti ‘spri and the Bishop’s wife in your latest Chapters, so closely re- 
as plenty as s th — i 4 siequing, semble those of Mr. Slope and Madame Neroni in Barchester 
wit of ae in the sight, like fung!, |r ovors aa to make ws doubt their abeclute originality, We 
very W ° ; 
“* Mr. qrrx,” said the Lady, with slow and dignified voice, measuring request an explanation. 

out her words as iif they were gs at so much a foot, ‘I beg you will take wdithor Bator —My name oy bemee _ anh Soetgere, Be 
your notice to quit from me. You are too much a caricature of a man yourself | and Madame Thaaguenmy and his Dowdies resemble A 
“ne to you to take yourself off. But | order you to g0. ‘ thoroughly original characters—so much the better for them. 
Bishos Cha: felt that ev ed on the Bishop’s firmness. If the | Similar subjects similar treatment. But when you impugn my 

: Bo let 


of fred Asy from his apron-string moorings, hoist the flag | honesty, I say what the Raven said—* Never more! ’ 


; =| set sail on See before his mate could launch out, the | the Novel Publishing Co. settle up, and I've done. : 
wind would bear them away, victory would be gained at a single blow. Editor to Author, — Didn't mean to hurt your feelings. 
** Leave  e room!” gai WDIE, imperiously, Cheque with last Chapter. 

“Tel go I shall not take the room with me,” returned the Chaplain, Author to Editor.—In that case, last Chapter at once.—A. D. 


cveing hip petron ; 

mine @ the exasperated Lady, “is Mr. Marrix to quit, or 
In ing it a question of quits, Mrs. Dowpre was wrong. A drawn battle NAUTICAL BOVELS, 

was as much out of the question as a painted one on canvass. It was real,| A wew Sea-Waverley Series, being Romances of 

deadly war. She was boiling over with wrath. Up to this moment the husband Amphibilious Life, by the Author of White Wings. 
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CONSIDERATE. 


Stout Equestrienne (regarding toll-ticket), ‘‘ DEAR MB, MY GOOD MAN, THIS MUST SURELY BE A Mistake, ‘ Honsg any Loap, 
THREEVENCE’!” 


Tollman. ** Noa, NoA, Mem—l’ve strooxk ooT TR’ Penny. I HEVN’T CHARGED FoR THE LOAD.” 


ome BROWNS SADLY REFLECT THAT TO-MORROW THEY RETURN TO Bio 








H hareholders, directors, who rule th ’ 
THE WHEELS OF DEATH. i sara tr oe 


To stem the death- 
Ho! Shareholders, assemble and hear with bated breath 
The'mournful oy bbe po to-day, ay, ground from the Wheels of Death. If so, = wien hits the Ssieais of crime, 
From in pe the sad story comes Let rich and poor, and old and young, 
Of orphan from Pent and etieend wife, Into the Vampire’s jaws be flung, 
Of shattered sense and lifeless life, For money, money, must be won, 
And swiftly stricken homes. Till the Red Race for ove is run, 
a ! r. it i ning and ee and penne. And spent and finished Time ! 
ending them all in one hu ry pile, 
My men bs deep i alta fo A ne Hark at it, smashing and crashing, _ mashing, 


Blending them all into one gor 
Bought by the Vampire of so much a mile. Fiext-dlest sal worst class, call ites curst class, 


See, ‘there go eager workers, with ree made dim by toil, Doomed for the Vampire of so much a mile ! 
Beguiled away for one brief 


To see the sunlit waters play, . - 
_Or watch the billows boil, CHINA AND ENGLAND. 


and bill with colour bright, “The foot is so squeezed upward, ‘The waist is so squeezed in, that 
l ~~ the fate that in walking only the ball Hf, the | whether in walking or riding, the 
That claims them ere | Great toe touches the ground. . . .| action of the victim is alike painful 
Hark! at it cad erehin and pectin Juring the first year the pain is so and ludicrous. - Not only during 
a hen “ hat the suff do no- | the first year, but for ever the pain is 
Blending them all in ile, intense that the sufferer can y 
Not sent by coercion, b: ome Doge o°r7 “ thing, and for about two years the so intense, that the sufferer can do 
—— . a y xoursion ' foot aches continually, and is the seat nothing without undergoing yond 
Bought by the Vampire of so much a mile. of a pain which is like the pricking of The figure is spoilt,and the dam 
And there ste wife from husband, and there goes friend from aa? iotinn a ———— ae ade — l = -. the 
| becomes dead, and ceases to ache... .| contracted, and the heart is griev- 
They Tittle know the road they go, When once formed, the ‘ golden lily,’ ously affected... . When once formed 
The fierce roy ~~ pa oe, as the Chinese lady calls = delicate | the ‘wasp waist,’ as the English 
That . them to the little foot, can never recover its ori- | lady calls her delicate little waist, can 
They e know that fate wills 80, ginal chape.' . never recover its original shape.”’ 
y may not meet again The Times, Sept. 22, 1880. | Any Medwal Book, \880, 
Hark 2 it Nasptiea, sal and crashing, and mashing 
, On, benighted Orientals! 
B them all in one h gory pile ; ’ 
Maidens and mothers, fathers and brothers, appa 


Bought by the Vampire of so much a mile. CounreniP TO BE ey rr Courtship. 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
The Tower. 
Sxerme that Mr. Secretary Curipers had announced that he had 


visited the Tower with ‘‘so much pleasure and instruction that 


h 
proposed po facilities to the Public to inspect the 
National lesion,” th oo (wishing also to be amused and in- 


| structed) that I could betaor than fellow the ht Honourable 


Gentleman’s exam 
I conpuenentg mole on a Saturday or Monday (at any rate, it was 


t half- ten o'clock, and took m in an enor- 
a free day) a -past ) my plow 


| 
i 


tac of thirty 

three hours consumed in this slow 

Fe ee ee eee 
of a 

i he preset of the we, whic 

seemingly was supposed 

waar cur Sauber @ fs 


eremating Beef-Eaters. No doubt 

the wish was father to the thought, 

as Her Majesty's Yeomen of 

Guard appeared to be on the worst 

—_ as with certain; members 
c 

On entering, I found that the Authorities, evidentl foreseeing 
the inner man would require nourishment after a three hours’ wai 
had prepared a Refreshment-stall for me. The edibles consisted o 
Bath-buns, sweet-stuff, and the cheap edition of Mr. AINsworTH’s 
Tower of London ; the drinkables of several ginger- -beer bottles in a 
washing-tub, and two or three mysterious “‘ wines,” one of which, 
no doubt to o honourabl distinguish it from the rest, was — 
labelled *‘ Grape.’ ith a view, however, to wild 
orgie before the Public had received instruction, and yet with a nice 
feeling for the interests of trade, a placard over ‘the counter bore ys 
inscription—** Visitors can return for vareaimnent after visiting the 
Armouries.” 1 had just made a note of this seductive invitation, 

when I was carried by the stream out of the Lodge into the open 
air, after a Warder who was wearing an undress uniform strongly 
suggestive of a “ more-than-usually Pretty Page.” 

’E’s got on a Tam O'Shanter ‘at,” whispered a Lady at my 
elbow. hen she added, as she 5 growed for the last time, the 
waiting and expen pelted + hy ‘they ’ave only two 
free days in a week. ‘fot of ’em would shirk their work 
and come if they ’ad b..§ \ 

The Warder gazed sternly at the would-be Protectress of the 
Commerce of London, and pointed at the moat with his umbrella. 

“ This,” said he, in a quick un: “in times o’ war is filled 
with water and mud!” po iece of “information” was received | ca' 
with a respectful “ Law!” we hurried on. The Warder walked 
rapidly a dozen paces, and brought us up with a jerk. ‘ Portcullis!” 
he sai  charpty, and the visitors pam about them h y, as if 
they were looking for som to eat. Imm y we were 
as... Bell Tower,” he jerked out—‘‘’En-z-ny Tue EicutTa 
—Prison ! 

At this, some of the least wealthy of the Public for a moment 
paused, and appeared rather ill at ease. Finding, however, that 
they were not to be taken into eustedy >. thé plucked up courage and 
followed their Erte who was boomer 4 out of sight. : 

Traitor’s he was saying, as they came up with him. 
“* Entrance to the Tower from the Thames. t’s the tea 

We were one and all with this, and stared at the river 
as if apo’ podem: it in our ston This i ie eee perond 
sharply roun said, with gusto, ‘ s is y Tower, 
where the Royal children was murdered.” 

The information was received with acclamation. Our wise 
epune &s Co inst be had seems. for a moment, to exclaim, ** See 

1 that remains of the’ gate. 

a fought to examine the “ ’inges;’ ip Sowse oS cqnln, 
and before we could get to murmur “ Jack Robinson,” 
were across a yard, up some stone Sel te: © matoman, onl tate 
the Horse Armoury. The Warder for a moment, but only 
for a moment. Pick bes cxtcbemend 0 sort of disjointed lecture, in a 
rapid mumble, of which [ could onl ae Poe here and there, 
although I listened most intent! y; mane 4s out the nome 

of * the Earl of Hessex,” “‘ Kat-e- | amd “ Coun 


the Fiddler,’ done oto other ees 
I heard one sentence, however er egal rare bor ™ oro paronng. 











he, “‘ died about eighteen, although he was not in battle,””—which 
seemed to imply that the favourite infantile complaint of the Fifteenth 
Century (when the croup and “teething” were unknown), was a 
malignant attack of warfare. 
For the rest, the Golden Rule of our guide, in dealing with any 
lexing article of historical interest, seemed to be, “ When in 
OU bt, say it was found in 
the Spanish Armada.” But ; 
it is only just to admit that 
he was very ape aap de on 
one point. He never 
a suit of mail without point 
at it with his umbrella, 


This being the case, it was 
only natural that the Public 
should take in one idea 
firmly. This idea (I am 
afraid it was the only one) 
dates Ue hacen he, Horse Armoury, in & univers! 

usion discourse upon the Horse a versa 
murmur, “Oh lawks! Ain’t they = 

And now we had pulled up, p= he , to examine the instruments 

torture. Here the Warder became more in and the Shunt us 
quite a little Polytechnic lecture upon the working 
screws, with practical illustrations. But the a pearance of 
party with another Warder, at the other a S et ae 

im off again like a frightened hare. A = 
er tumbled up a tairenee, and were ht to anchor ys a 
lo narrow passage. e Warder, having distanced his rival, 

smiled ogee and ip Pe quite communicative. 
’ said he—and we all turned our heads eagerly in the 
direction han ndicated by his umbrella— is a door! ” 

Immensel y pleased, at the “instruction,” we pursued him once 
more (now in single file) as he galloped away — a perfect forest 
of small-arms. He pa in this pleasant game of ‘ Follow my 
Leader” to point at a sort of quaint chandelier made of bayonets. 

“* An exact reproduction of the Prince o’ Waxes’s wedding-cake,” 
be observed in an awe-stricken under-tone. Reflecting that the 

uptial Confection of Royalty must have been unusually indiges- 

able, Ae were off again at the double. Our race grew faster and 

aster. Down here, up there, over a bridge, under a window, by a 

saireas, thro h a passage, with a “ hi ho, sod seating | into the 

air! Sur y one of the finest runs of the Season! At the end 

it, our ya told us to go into the Beauchamp Tower, where we 
ot find another Warder to take his place 

And now we came to the greatest curiosity in the whole collection 
—the angriest Beef-Eater in the World! As we entered a small 
room, this person from behind his bars (for he fortunately was railed 
off from the see. absolutely trembled with passion. He com- 
manded himse lf, however, sufficiently well to say, ‘‘ Guide-Books 
Six pence.’ The suggestion meeting with no response, he cried, 
coud ve me your attention for about two minutes!” Then 
we Me, 7. “lecture,” of which literally I could onl 

=. words, “* five sons of the Duke of NortHUMBERLAND.” 
Should not have heard even these had he not brought them out 
“smartly,” in a defiant tone. At last he stopped before a win- 
dow. He was alittle softened—he had found a joke! He pointed 
to an inscription on wall 
——_ ! iy -_- =m f 
"= iT | CH |i) | 





the | Elizabeth, sneering at us from a wooden bo 


of *‘ THomas” above a rough 
sketch of a bell. 

** See,” said he, in a milder 
tone, t still sternly — 
- THomMAs—a bell! Tuomas 
Asis!” 

No one langhed. This 
seemed be lash _ into un- 





ee ! 5 


yer w bs pery Be off!” 
We were so completely taken by surprise sudden dismissal 
that we immediately tumbled out of the A. h a stone stair- 
case, into the open air. Here our retreat was covered by a fresh batch 
of visitors, who, all unconscious of their impending te, smilingly 
hastened to fill the apartment we had just Ling: 
But I was quite unnerved. I have but a faint impression of — 
followed. I believe I saw some | jewels. I am en sure I w 


invited b 0 ngunge ts tate cue ” wine as I A coon 
Oai | eompletely unmanned. But of this T am certain. ot all the 
- tion” in the cchedlt again to 2 


world ever make mé 
“* Committal to the Tower” on a Free Day! 

















should be kept. 


@@ To Oounusrompawm — The Baiéor docs not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. Inne case can these be retwrned unless accompanied by 4 
amped and derected enweiope 
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dene must | pecsasiie be limited—performs a lame part which can 
only be made to go at all with a boisterous amount of roaring and 
shouting and = argh of pe It is neither true burlesque 
nor pure comedy, - is but “‘ sound and fury, signifying nothing” 
to anybody, e h_ of great importance to the Actor. Mr. Asu- 
Ley’s shortsighted Duke bears a strong family resemblance to his 
in Madame Favart, only younger ; and ly imitations of 

r. TOoLE’s fg me ay rand intonation, like Mr. Peter Mag- 
nae signing himself “* Af Afternoon,” are calculated to afford his 
friends in front the highest gratification. More of Mr. Asuiey 
himself, and less of Mr. Toon except where the imitation may be 

construed as intentional flattery of that eminent tragedian—would 
be, on the whole, judicious—for Mr. ASHLEY. 

r. Cox, in the small part of ficot, is quite himself as a 
thoroughly “all-round Actor,” events, in a rance. He 
is very funny at first; and this seems to be fa to him, as he 
. |shares oa fate of the dia- 

logue, and fizzles away 
nothing. begins fact, 
-e one too 
ay It is too bright 
‘aoe iow are 50 

7 ir development 
so poor. The — of 
4 the Duke perpetually 
, ZA g, and always 
Muli Wii) ¥, 14 LZ iling, and the notion of 
tid EZ his ice of conspira- 
7 \itors, form a capital 
Soupdatee. and yet 
worth mention- 

potnioe = it. me 

a CL e night we 
were there was not what 
is termed at the Cerges ADMIRAL Swayin’ anp Cox-Swarn. 

en a‘ 

morous Night.” =n Misa Veeuae Cameron went through 
i pert, as if she had just accident to sing a couple 
of not very lively songs, and 4 ae! it to be supposed for one 

















CIPHERING! moment that she was in an y connected with the plot. The 
Comie to the 
Schoolboy (kept in), *‘ Luv ’s suz—Onz 1’m’s Ovcur ’s Ovenr. 5 ich troup rom, would - eoquisition 
Twice Ovucsat ’s Ovcat. TaRks T’m’s OveHt——On, MUST BE Comique.” Miss oa Jou, when he Sau tap 0 He plot, plages 
sOMETHING—STIOK IT DOWN Ons | charmingly ; but when she didn’t, she seemed to Agata 


ging 
ssemmmeeaeedd meena nods and smiles with the leader of the aie who 


OLIVETTE; OR, AN ACQUIRED TASTE, rite +e ihe asa ee ei one: 
THE present Strand Management has established a reputation for | ™ 








t side of Olivette’s account. 
an eccentric musical entertainment, of which the blot features are e ‘trast t eae success will not make Miss FLonencer 
a few pretty ones on the stage, bright I logs and arms, | §?. Jouw 

an exce 


Awake, my Sr. Jouw! leave all meaner things 
Those who saw the als Tel U rool th 
Madame Favart with- o low ambition lounging a! e wings. 


out Mies St. Jounwand| The most irritating thing in the whole Opera is the last song ‘* The 
Miss Camzron, must | Whale and the Torpedo.” After twenty minutes or so of dulness, 
have wondered at her | there was something hopeful in Miss Sr. Jouw’s announcement that 
prolonged vitality. But she was going to these a little a ote, hg a Act by singing 
even with these two|“ The hale and the Torpedo.” is good and everybody 
Ladies, and other at- | anticipated a real treat, and as ann men encored, we suppose 
tractions tv boot—in-|that a majority of the audience must have appreciated it. For 
cluding high heels—| ourselves ‘‘we could not catch that whale, brave boys,””—in fact, 
and with the prestige | we could not catch a single word from first to last, and this was 
of past successes, the |the more annoying, because 
resent Company will | everyone onthe ae appeared 
foun to work their|to be so thoroughly entering 
hardest to make the|into the joke, whatever the 
Public enthusiastic|joke was. There they were 
: about Olivette. The| winking at one another, put- 
music, with the excep-|ting their fingers to their 
“Ong or Us?” tion of a quintette in | Doses, grinning, grimacing. 
the last Act, iscommon-|stamping, dancing, an 
place throughout ; the stage business, for the most part, hackneyed | laughing, and yet for the life 
and monotonous; the nothing remarkable; the words of | of us we could not make out 
the songs more or less uninte mintelligible ; and the story confused. what it was all about. We 
The leading idea of the plot is the same as that of the farce called | asked our neighbours in the Rum-antic Couriers. 
The Ringdoves, where the nephew disguises himself as his uncle in| third row, and they couldn't 
order to marry the lady to whom the latter is engaged. That is|tell us. It is stilla mystery. Per the art was to conceal art, 
really all: ‘the rest is silence””—we would that it were—or rather | and induce us to go again; but we t,—certainly not while the 
the rest is padding, and padding with a considerable amount of stuff. | stall acoommodation in that third row is so unaccommodating as it is 
it Oy be favourably compared with Madame Posert, at present. To which subject—not to the stalls—we shall return, as 
for the at first, is genuinely good—brisk, sharp, and telling. | we went, anon. 
But the Prone hy fizzle away with only occasional flashes th 
the Second Act, and scarcely a spark remains to illumine ‘the Third. 
- Mantus, who we sincerely hope will find an early opportunity GOOD FOR A TANHER. 
tor giving up Opéra-bouffe and going in for Comedy—though we} Avy ‘‘ Occasional Correspondent” writes to advise us not to travel 
admit there are difficulties in his way, as his line on the English | into Warwickshire without our own food, as there is Nuneaton there. 

















VOL. LY-xIx. 








a 








— were. esgmie 


ne my 














a 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Octoner 9, 1880, 

















— VT 












: —* . ~_ _ actually happen- 
ANOTHER “SCANDALOUS HOAX.” ed.” The sidest 


Last week a picture appeared in Punch entitled “‘ Summing Up.” | jokes are gener- 
It merecentns a Sergeant summing up the irregularities of an incor- | ally sent us with 
rigible Private by saying, “he might be a horficer.” It was drawn | this aseurance,— 
at the suggestion of a Correspondent. It now appears that that | Very great assur- \ ° 
Correspondent “‘ drew” us, as we have since been aed that this| nce. However, Se _—. 
very subject was similarly treated in a ‘‘ Comic Contemporary” ten | W® forgive him, a ne 
years ago, and those who ; = ooree © 

We admit that we ought to know by heart every joke that has | ™#y recollect it— 
ever been said or written anywhere, and that we ought distinctly to | 0 use the Parlia- — 
remember every picture that has ever been drawn in every comic | mentary phrase—** in another place,” as far back as the date above 
periodical that has ever appeared,—in fact we admit that we ought | mentioned, will scarcely blame us for the reproduction of ** a drawing 
to know Everything. But—we don’t. | after Ten-years.” 

In this instance, picture and subject were both good, and tothe! *%,.* Latest detail and precise verification.—The picture appeared in the 
majority new, so—as was the case with the Monks in the Jackdaw | Fun Almanack for 1867. 8o it was thirteen years, not ten! The talented 
of Rhewns, after the terrible curse—nobody is *‘ a penny the worse,” | individual who took the trouble to work up this hoax, must be a busy man 
except the misguided person who paid the postage. We should be delighted to hear from him. 

It is possible that it may have been a bond fide suggestion on the ———— SE 
part of the sender, who had recently heard it told as “ a fact that had Tae Fortune ory Wan.—Prize-Money. 
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A PALPABLE HIT. 


Stout Gentleman (whose play had been conspicuously bad), ‘‘1’m svucH A WRETCHED FerpgeR, You seg, Mare. Kurrgr—A WRETCHED 
FeepeR! ALways was!’ 
Mrs, Klipper (who doesn’t wnderstand Lawn Tennis). ‘‘InpEED! Wet, | sHOULD NEVER HAVE THOUGHT IT!” 


i 








“a Be wise, you Senators, be wise in time, 
THE GAYMARKET, 1880! Hide from our eyes Society’s worse crime ; 
, ——e Pour disinfecting fluid down the sink 
Han I the power with prejudice to cope, At which the public laughs, policemen wink. 
The breadth of Brnon, or the pen of Pope, Let us be human only, and despise 
I'd break a lance with Magisterial “‘ rings” That Market festering beneath our eyes— 
That strain our laws, and muddle licensings. The painted cheeks, hoarse voices, faces fagged, 
Men prate of virtue from their judgment seats, Of those who, saved from dragging, should be dragged 
Ans ip yo gutter we our streets ; To silent places where neglect atones 
ey close Casinos with a blush—’tis true! , tei h ; tones ! 
Shs acl us Gumena Plane Gatien For London’s insult on her paving stones 


If Vice must dance or dine, and Scandal sup, : 
Which is the best? Proclaim? or hush it up? An American Puzzle. 
ae eee ey ae eee meet Tas cutting from the New York Sun has been sent us. It is an 
yee Boar, iain lensulle advertisement, but what on earth does it mean /— 
_ new aw, = old Arayle ies G TOUT BOY to work on cake.—Apply, &e. | 
an oot yy — wait wiline , There must be lots of little New York Sons who would rush to the | 
Which is the best ?—sin gratss, or one shilling ? Office at once. But why “Stout Boy”? Stouter the boy, the less 
What have you done, you Magisterial Bench, cake? No; it’s another Boss Puzzle; and we give it up—to our 
ising in perfect innocence a stench, readers. 
To cause on England’s forehead to be writ, 
In broad phylacteries,—Thou Hypocrite ! Justin—‘‘ Just Out.” 


This you have done—you ’ve closed in summer time Have ye never read Justiw MoCarrny ? 
The Garden’s purity, the Music’s rbyme ; His = ’s like a pencil Hogarthy. 
You’ve crushed, from carelessness, its wit and grace, fe’ man 














e’s an im 

And given gutter-worship in its ‘ _ Asa Histori-an— 

Youve raised Law’s cannons to bombard the ball, Now we've praised all that’s Just in McCanruy. 
And left detiled the modern music hall. 

On wives’ and daughters’ cheeks you ’ve raised a blush, 
As through the heated streets they drive and crush, NOW PUBLISHING. 

To ’scape contamination as they pass . Cuowser’s Canterbury Tales.—Evidence at the Election Com- 
That Gay old Market where young flesh is grass! mission. First Story, ‘Not Worth a Wrap, by Cioxx. 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


Lt us City Waiters 
= 


‘ 


little bit of supper and off to bed. If the weather 
bag of srimps and my City Press, and to 
Sands, according to suckumstances, and away 

I never bathe in the Sea, it don’t seem quite consistent 
persition. There’sa want of ty in appearing almost 
public, that te me is simply ! 


Perhaps the height of human injyment would be Ouse 
Feeding with a te appetite. Here’s a Fill = 
Them as has plenty to eat has no appytites, and them as has 
appytites hasn’t enough to eat. It reminds me of the remark as was 
m by the Unfortnit Nubbleman now languishing &c. wich he 
said about branes. 


on the sands, eating 

vont A, change 7 a little 

thought to spend a appy day. 
strange places in my long waried 
quiet and sleepyness and laz W 
course I went and sat on the Beech, and, I hardly e 
leived when I say, warn’t a single Ni 
nor no Brass Ban, not even a Organ! No, 
be seen, tho Brown says that when J was 
was soupuffius. I can’t make out what the 
theirsels at Westgate. They seemed to be 
ting or a larfing, and some on ’em was a i 
Sea and the Clouds and the Ships or some such i 
they all seemed or appy and contented. 

Ah, it’s the old storey, they ’re quite content because the 
know of nothink better. And yet within 2 or 3 miles of 
all the joys of Margate reddy to their hands. 

How the gratest blessings of life is waisted on some people, and 
how thankful ort we to be who are able to apreshiate ’em all. 


I went up to town and to Gildhall on Wensday to see the 
Lord Mare elected. I wanted to see what sort of a Rite Honer- 
able Gent we was to have next year. I was told he was to be a 
Skotechman, and of course that made me rather ankshus. I don’t 
much care for Skotchmen as a rule, they ’re sumtimes dreadful near 
in small things, and its principally small things 
men. I know several of the uls of the Gills, 
in getting in, and wen the Common t to! 
to order every person as wasn’t a Liveryman 
of imprisonment, I larfed like the rest on 

ee of the new Sheriffs’ footmen’s Li 


and a staring at 


and yet 


Alderman was to be Lord ; for a 
pass a Act of Parlyment to make a 





What rubbish! Why the Quezn can make a Dook, and all that; 
but she can’t make a Lord Mare. There’s about a score of Dooks, 
I’m told, but only one Lord Mare. 

How weesy rtickler they are to have the:Elekshun all straight. 
Why they akshally turns out the Lord Mare and all the Aldermen 
before the elekshun begins, for fear the Liverymen should be afraid 
to do as they likes while they was a looking at’em. But they kept 
the on ’em, Aldmn Mac Arruavnr, there; sum y. with 
a very loud voice asked him a lot of questshuns, some on ’em such 

us long ones, that I wundred how he could remember ’em. 

ut Brown told me it was all settled beforand; and the Alder- 

man knowed what he was going to be asked, and the man with the 

loud voice knowed what he was a to answer. Lor, what a lot 

of humbug there is in this Mortial World! I’m told if the loud- 

voiced Gent doesn’t ask any werry orkud questshun, he gits asked 
to dinner wunce or twice. 

There was lots of Aldermen as wanted to be Lord Mare, and their 
names was all put up on a bord, but they don’t seem a wery = 

for some on ’em couldn’t get a single hand held up for ’em. 4 
if I was one on ’em and kep a shop or a warehouse, as they do, 
should send all my shopmen and my clerks to voat for me, it seems 
so wery hard not to have a single voat. After the Sheriffs had told 
us as Aldmun MacArtuvur was dewly elected, the Lord Mare and 
the Aldermen, which, poor fellows, had been kep waiting ou were 
allowed to come in again and see what was going on. Sir 
Hewny Beax, who | spose is a Majistrate, asked us to do the rite 
thing, and so we thanked the Lord Mare, and then we thanked the 
Sheriffs, and then we thanked somebody else under the Sheriffs, and 
said as how their never had been such a set afore, which would have 
all been more satisfactory if I hadn’t rekkylektid that we said just 
egsackly the same — mp pe and the year before, and the year 
before and then they all returned thanks, just as if we wos at 
dinner, and said as how it was the proudest day of their lives, but 
all on’em looked preshus sorry that their year were over, 
and went back to their varrus biznissis, without their grand robes 
and chains, sadder and plainer, if not wiser men. é 

Well, Hornimenx is Hornimenx, but give me life without chains, 


sez I, (Signed) Ropext. 





THE MID-CHANNEL ROBBER. 
(4 Suggestion for a Nautical Sensation Drama.) 


“If a detective accompanied the tidal train, I think the robberies would 
cease. ... The public, I think, have a right to the Companies’ protection.” — 
Corresponde nt toa Daily Pape r. 


CENE — ’Tween-decks on 
board the steam- 
ip “* Albert - Dover- 
Victor-Calais.” {Pale 
Passen, a 
feeb aving the ter- 
a of ‘the Mighty 
Deep. A storm raging. 
Thunder, 
rain. 

Enter the Chief Steward 
stealthily. He pauses, 
opens a large note-book, 
and is about to solilo- 
quise when he is called 
away by a Passenger. 


Chief Steward (closing 
note-book, and not un- 
kindly). Yes, Sir ? 

First assenger 
(faintly). I want to tell 
you that—— 

= Chief Steward ls 


repens). Good Sir, [know 
your story! "Tis indeed a sad one! You say that the bag 
ou carried on board is gone. Yes—the little all—the produce o 
ours, nay days, nay years of honest toil—has been taken from 
ou! Oh, shame upon the heartless wretch who robbed you! 

e has not left you the tickets that otherwise ’twould have been 
my duty to demand of ye! Ist not so? 

First Passenger (more faintly). Aye, indeed! But I care not for 
that (with an effort explaining himself). Just at present I am in feeble 
health, Steward, and would ask Fey help. | 

Chief Steward (heartily). And in good tiene, honest Sir, you shall 
have it! Iam here to protect ye—to succour ye! Nay, no more— 
] am summoned by another, and must leave ye! Farewell, sweet 
Sir, for a time farewell ! ; [Moves off. 

Second Passenger (most faintly). Steward! 


ughtning and 
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itt Steward. Nay, s tell an not—I can read your looks! Your poor pale 
face, iteous ey’ me that you, too, have been robbed of everything. 
You have nie the -gift ¢ your = the cherished love-locks’of your 
little aug 8 (With a tremendous burst of 
passion.) : 
Second Pascngr Remain waz ap mo! I die! bate 
thief Stewar ee a good upon it, fair Sir. 
Let me call you eeomate All—all—a fhall be restored to ye, Messmate! 
(Looking off.) Ah! At last ! 
Enter to slow music, languidly, Mysterious Traveller. He wears an enormous 
cloak and a slouch hat, and i deathly pale. As he sinks listlessly wpon 

a couch os Steward approaches on and touches him lightly on the 


terious Traveller (starts feebly, and then murmurs). Steward! 
- Ci Chi Sinead (aside, threatening him). Miserable man! (Aloud—politely.) 
me 


Sir ? 
pe om Traveller (bewildered). Did I? Ah! Yes: The storm! The raging 
“I think I am to die! (Thunder—lightning.) Oh! 
Chief Sea Steward ra atrnl Have you anything to say to me, then? Have you 
nothing to 
My Led oy Traveller (speaking as if in a trance). I will confess everything 
(hunder ey ne nins Cen yen ou will only 
rd (taking out note- and listening intently). Yes, Bir! Only 
un plowed to do anything for you, Sir! (Aside.) Abandoned creature ! 
ysterious Traveller (gasping). You—will—find—bottle of brandy—in right- 


hand pocket! 
[Aoful thunder-clap. Feeble cries of terror from the deck above. 
Chief Steward. Ah! then I was not mistaken! 

Slow Music. The Chief Steward searches the Mysterious Traveller, and finds 
upon his person a miscellaneous collection of purses, handbags, and other 
valuables, He seizes him. The storm rages wildly. Fresh shouts. The 
struggle continues. Mysterious Traveller is pulled about like a ‘ed of wood, 


Chief nemany od bat Ad ‘ou do not escape me! You are my prisoner! 
le {making ta a last yee will attempt to free himself). Let me 
not t take ! board ! 


will promise to throw me over 
storm no longer ! Oh. that we were on land! (Groans—then 
Joy) Noten ou P 








me 
monty 
can bear the 


rd. o am I, Winssin pe Stxes? (Hurriedly throwing off his 
disguise and handcuffing his prisoner). Why— 













saw 





I am HawxsnHaw, THe Derecrive! 
Loud Music in the Orchestra, Tableaux and Curtain, 





Sugar and Spice. 
the late Somerton concerning the treatment p for ‘* juvenile 
a eee so denominated have been d as a matter of 
tl bar. “it appears to have been taken for ted that, 
on, Gene Oe practically no little girls. If such is the 
ae ade a sex is really, by nature, by far the better 


THE LAY OF THE LAST LODGER. 


I. 
H dreary, dreary, 
d me! 

My jaw is sore with 
yawning— 
I’m weary of the 
: a, 
With its roaring 

beach 
Where sea-gulls 


And shrimpers 





And hauling wling, crawling crabs 
eP beake elth ster and dabs ; 

nd ny poche are swarming with polypes and 

prawns, 

That tat lle end pels Y 

at scrunc an an ’ 
Are phe Ji my sleeve, I firmly oe _ 

I’m horribly day end queer. 


m1. 
I’m sick of the strand, and the sand eeetnt, 
And the niggers and jiggers and dodge 
And the cigars of rather 
4a8 a7 ee ae 


On wretch 
Of ends of joints, 
Which disappear, with my brandy and beer, 

In a way that, to say the 

And to mingle among the throng I long, 

And to poke my joke and warble my song— 
But there’s no one near 

On sands or pier, 

For everyone ’s gone and I’m left alone, 
The Last of the Sea-side Lodgers ! 





Curious Coincidence. 
(From a Duke to a Common Councilman.) 


Dear J. T.B., 

DELiontED to find you sticking up for the Ob- 
struction on the old Temple Bar site. Capital. When 
Obstructionist meets 0 they must fore- 
oo Ri} gy he \ . Have you 

your arm re you my 
ppais > Ms ay Go on and obstruct detract 


Yous 
ud-Balad Palace, W.C. Beprou, 








On a Recent Change of Name. 


Mowery takes the name of Courrs— 
Superfluous, and — 

As everyone UT?S 
Synonymous with Money. 








ander te 
oy eae 





Ficrion vor Freemasons.—A Tale of Bricks. 
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LA POLITESSE. ‘A FACT.) 
Scans—A French Tramway Car, so full that Mrs. Parker and her sister Maria have to stand the whole way. 


Mrs. Parker (who is tired and rather cross), ‘1 wWonDER HOW LONG TWO FrevcH LADIES WOULD HAVE TO STAND, MARIA, IN A 
Posiio ConveraNnce FOLL oF Eve@Lisnumen/”’ 








A LAST WORD (FOR THE PRESENT) WITH THE 
DUKE OF MUDFORD, K.G, 


Iv I were not only a great Duke, but the bearer of a great historic 
name —@e —— - of a and Satemaen -—~— men ene oan 
even their precious lives as no w weg against pubic 
good ; if I had been selected by my Queen for the h: decoration 
it is in her power to bestow ; if I boundless and all the 
influence which springs naturally from M and Title, I would 
not live a worse than useless life—a pestilential existence ; I would 
not stand in the eyes of my fellow-men—I would not go down to 

terity—as the Lord of Muck—-the Great Owner of a Leviathan 
Nuisance ; I would try with all my heart and soul to leave this 
miserable world a little better than I found it; I would cast off my 
hireling agents; I would turn a deaf ear to ial and i 
toadies, who fatten on every public pest and scandal, and leave 
others, like myself, to bear the blame; I would not eat, drink, or 
sleep until I had descended into the lowest depths of my Aithy yoo. 
perty ; I would listen to the blasphemy of the samme we y 
would smell the stench, I would watch the y gutters— 
the vegetable refuse baking in the sun ; I would beard ‘the demon 
Typhoid in my den, and in twenty-four hours, at whatever cost, I 
would sweep this mass of corruption from the heart of London. 

, if I di my gamekeepers and sold 
my hunters, if | mortgaged my land and pawned my pictures, if I 
had to live upon a pauper’s diet, I would buy up or strangle 
“ Vested Interests,” I would let in light, and air, and water into 
the darkest corners of my property, and what my ancestors left me 
as Mud, ag ped nny to my a oi a ~ use 

“ rights” and my position to ride roug over tion 
of the largest city in the Universe. I would try to be Sete 
instead of a course, to London. I would not wait to have thi 
in a tempest of ey wrath, which I have the power feel I 
ought te do myself as a matter of simple justice. I would act, in 
short, not as a wretched Duke of Muproxp, but as one who was 


E 





worthy to bear the greater name of Russxz.t. Junius Puce. 





THE MEDICAL MONTH. 
(An Ode for October.) 


’Tr1s October. Now the Medical young Students all get ready, 
For the Session, not so steady as perchance they ought to be ; 
But with neither Dons nor Proctors, they turn out expert concocters 
Of our physic, useful Doctors, though they sometimes loved a 
7) spree ” 


They will learn the bones and muscles, and have stout mnemonic 
tussles, 
As each word another hustles—oh, those anatomic names! 
And they "Il study meningitis, measles, fever, and bronchitis, 
For your Medico’s delight is to know all about our frames. 


From their studies when they start ’em, let us hope that nought will 
part ’em, : 
Till they ’ve learnt secundum artem to do all that in them lies: 
Though ars longa vita brevis, yet to win a short reprieve is 
All they aim at, to relieve is what a sage physician tries. 
So at King’s, or “‘ Barts.,” or Charing Cross, or Guy’s they ’ll enter 
sharing 
In the lectures, little caring for the wonders that they see ; 


But when past the preparations for the stiff examinations, 
May they win congratulations on attaining the M.D, 








WORTHY OF STUDY. 


Frowers of speech? No; some speeches of Frowers’, at Bow 
Street. 





Tue REAL Piece at Any Price Panty.—The man who pays 4 
fancy figure for a Stall. 





Qorrs ovr or Pace in THe Programme or A Temperance Férs, 
Performance on a tight-rope. 
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THE WHOLE OF EUROPE—WHATEVER HAPPENS! !” 
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‘“ ARGUMEN 


Me. Buit. “IF YOU'D ONLY PAY ONE PER CENT. ON ‘THOSE BONDS, YOU’D HAVE THE SYMPATHY OF 


a ee a 
mF ee 
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VELL I. 
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THE RATCATCHER TO HIS SWEETHEART. 


ot t you a as I said ; 
ty teste in this Wee will be gratified. 
pe look at him, Jzwny dear maid 
The dog, like my promise, is ratified. 


RA?tTi-FIED. 


ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
The Crystal Palace. 


Wuew an “ Intelligent Foreigner” who has never crossed the 

hannel, talks sneeringly of London, it is always aye petal fy to silence 

him with ‘* Ah! but you know not Syd-en-ham In ke the 
place is regarded with equal veneration. Were it seriously 

gested to yo a the Crystal Palace, the papers would be deluged 

against the desecration. The ‘‘ Wonder of 

Century * > ould be lauded to the skies as the’* School 

hold of the Beautiful and the True.” 

“al 

a 





of Nations ” and the 
It cannot be doubted, = ore, that the successor to the 
of Great Exhibitions is an object of respectful admiration 
home and abroad. 

Full of this pleasant thought, I ran down to Sydenham, a few days 
since, to freshen up my intellectual faculties in the midst of the 
treasures of England’s grandest creation. On arriving by the 
entrance from the High Level Station, the first this I saw was a 
sweet-stuff manufactory (presided over by a gentle- 
man in a cook’s cap) nestlin, big pomne ma one ions in the of 
the Egyptian Court. The heard (spoken by a check- 


taker surrounded by gr wom! +. i here for the nly 
threepence—the zee Sees © in the aap } os r shocked by 
these sym) 1) pa toon walked quickly away, 
pw gh ~~ miadlanevee collection of busts 
touted on pedestals. ese 4 to 
in no parti Idiers, lawyers, 
authors, and savants were jumbled together poe Beng For instance, 
in one dark corner I found in mournful company, cheek by jowl, Sir 
RNEWALL Lewis, Sir 
RopERick Murcuison, 
Martmw Farqunar Tvr- 
per, Ricuarp Cospen, the 
Duke of Camprines (at the 
age of thirty), and the Hero 
of Trafalgar. Ia lossal 
of the co 
statues of Lord Lawkenc 
Sir Henny Havetock, an 
a nameless Nobleman oho 
had insisted on being 
“taken” with his 


birds and a hair-dresser’s shop. ly the Directo 
somehow or other, rae” eb ot of ‘ PO ren yo and did 
not know what to do with them. Thus it was tha: is pent men gazed at | f 
me from all sorts of odd corners. I felt that I co act hey © penay 
a stucco likeness of Piato next the 
intuitively that if I ascended the Water 
Manns, the Musical Conductor, or a full-length | in 
famous copmees, would probably be | stan 


be | had met in a rival educa 





were the attractions of the Palace. I found that some of them 
nae been handed over to tradesmen to be converted into shops 
Seen sateel an oti cloak-rooms, atthe dead “only mel I seemed 
to be walkin theveen a city of the dead anny one person 
y ea 

imagining, apparent, that in the Prony BY fad Ghomen he was 
safe from pursuit. 

that the Directors at one time must have contemplated creating some 
Zoological Gardens. A vague placard announced “ this way to the 


“branch establishments to’Town houses.” The remainder had 
—a boy in Alhambra, who was jam-tart, 
I now left the Palace for the terrace. Here I feund: evidence 
bear pit,” and some cages a dead wall contained a yn | 


against 
cagie, 8 § surly buzzard, and a pair of blasé doves. Rather depres 
to 


“Y- > 


North Pole, a box full of the component parts 

** sodium or common salt,” and lastly, a window 

penny | ne of the Customs ys Products of Modern 

together the specimens seemed to have been arran 

on the same eccentric plan as the collection of plaster velsbritice 
e Directors a to have said of each exhibit, ‘ Here! 

ae Refreshment caer won’t have this in his department, 80 

take it off at once to the Technological Museum, and let’s have no 

more bother about it! ’’ 

The remainder of the building consisted of one-tenth Picture- 

to nine-tenths Soho Bazaar. I found that I could buy toys 
soap, ies’ dresses, cartes-de-visite = ** professional uties,’ 
books, and crockery. I could also make ted ee ae in the 
“* Tourists’ Court” to be ——- conducted’ Mr. Coox, 
away from one Crystal Pal- 
ace at any moment to an any 
other part of the worl 
However, instead of adopt- 
ing this inviting ty ex- 
treme measure, I took a 
chair in front of the goon 
stage to assist at a orm- 
ance of the ‘‘ Variety Enter- 
tainment.” 

As I seated myself, a gen- 
tleman in green satin trou- 
sers was tossing up some 
balls, to the complete satis- 
I immediatel vecognice nia ta, i fap any 

immediately as a most talen 

tional establishment to the Crystal noo 

I mean the Royal Westminster Aquarium. Having attained the 
object of his highest ambition (balancing a soda-water bottle on a 
breakfast plate) with a slight crash of crockery, he gave place to 
“Professor de Lure, P, tateur.” The new arrival, who 
appeared in evening dress, -humouredly I on a pigtail asa 
preliminary to producing some per lanterns from 
an empty hat. Having received y the Pich congratula- 
tions of "the Public, he also retired, in 
favour of two Acrobats. These gentle- 
men were su with a chair (w 
which were p placards of ts) 
and half-a-dozen cannon-balls. 
to the sounds of sweet and solemn 
music (kindly es by the ‘* Com- 
pany’s Military Band”’), the 

the heavy projectiles to their 
bi The la deshetine: 

ceps. a pol y was 
I now * ti e to retire. I had seen enough of ‘‘ the —— 
i ngland ” and its attractions. I had sufficientl 

ully pan na F the School’ ‘of Nations” and “ the Stronghold of f the 
Beautiful and the True.”’ 

Before leaving, however, I looked at the Entertainment once again, 
~ . burst of es reached my ears. A —— 
= nee eae the aid of talented assistan 

standing on e top of a ladder—on his head! This was the last 

My reverence for the spot, which 

vanished suddenly altogether, and I 
that the Crystal "Palace emphatically 
popularly supposed to be! 


erin i 
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TALKERS TIMED. 


Tue attention of Parliament 
Out of Session at present, and 
prospectively In, is due to an 
admirable regulation on the part 
of the managers of the Church 
Conference which lately met at 
Leicester under the Presidency of 
the Lord Bishop of Prrer- 
nornoven. That Right Reverend 
Prelate, at the outset of pro- 
ceedings, announced “ that "ap 
pointed’ speakers should 
allowed fifteen minutes to address 
the Meeting, and ‘ unappointed’ 
apenas ten minutes, and that 

bell would be sounded two 
minutes before the limit was 
reached, in order to enable the 
respective speakers to find perora- 
tions.” A considerate arrange- 
ment this last, to exempt a 
speaker from the necessity of 
coming to a lame and impotent 
conclusion, or of having to be 
pulled down by his coat-tails. 
Exeellent! But why not apply 
the rule to Pulpit orators ? 
Clerk could act as Sworn Time- 
keeper. 








A Cabinet Secret. 


TaERe is to be an Inquiry into 
the oy of affairs in the East, 
and the European Commissioners 
are authorised to take the 
Suvtan’s Deposition. As he 
will not be allowed to give 
evidence by deputy, > SuLTaN 
will be compelled depose 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No, 2. 





THE PET OF THE BARLEY 
In HIS CELEBRATED Hor-Scotca PERFORMANCE, EXECUTING A 
Livety Maut-Tax Measure. 


| FLAGGING CONVERSATION. 


A “Srupie Code” of interna- 
tional signalling for the Fleet, 
says the Times ndent, 
has at last been decid 
the British Admiral - ind hief 
having determined to limit him- 
self to A very fewest and most 
peat yy and to those only 

ely to in any practical 
request, Here they are :— 

A German Sausage.— —** Pound 
*em inte mince-meat.”’ 

An Austrian Blanket.—“ Give 
it em warm.” 

A Strip of ae _ _ 
** Now for a good hid 

A Bottle of French, Polish. _ 
‘“* Take the shine out of 

A Pound of Troon "Paste. _ 
** Stick to your colours.” 

A “ Britannia” Teapot.—“Eng- 
— tant expects every man to be upon 
his mettle.” 
SS 


The Temple Bar Memorial. 
City Obstructionist sings— 


Wuere stood the Bar, we’re 
building, love, 
A something all stone and some 


gilding, love, 
* ! whe 8; all ways 
Jan up by drays, 
When ate a + feet from 
the road, my love. 





TO HUNGRY CURATES. 


Crry Living in the gift of the 
Ierd Mayor. “ES Tour. 














THE REAL ROUGH’S GUIDE. 


Taat we have of Guide-Books and to spare, may certainly 
be alleged with a great deal of tru’ There is the aristocratic 
Guide-Book, from which you learn in half-an-hour more of History, 
Archwology, Architecture, and Art than you ever knew before in 
your life, but which leaves you in profound ignorance as to hotels, 
trains, or steamboats. There is the severely practical Guide, which 
orders you hither and thither, bids you pause at this place or that 

lace to admire the view, but at. no other, gives you -- — 
instructions as to your trains your ) ls one t- 
mare of Bradshaw, but will on no Fant pe LE to bestow on 
you the smallest scrap of or romance. And there is the 
economical Guide, which will you to Brussels and back for 
£4 10s., and which dictates the centimes you 
waiters at the Café des Milles Colonnes or 
the Marché de la Madelaine. But all these are intended for the use 
of the presumably respectable classes. No Guide-Book has yet been 
written for the benefit of those who are not presumably respectable. 
We have therefore thought it worth our while, considering the 
interest bestowed upon the criminal classes just 
cuttings from the daily papers in hopes that the criminal classes may 
benefit thereby, and that the work may be, as i a 
Real Rough's Guide. 

Bury.—To this town we can heartily award praise, and can assure 
out usatom Ghat Gay = oe it well worth SY ay yd 
— — a gamekeeper a otoemen, a collier been recen 
f for stealing io month of bo at” Wolverhampton 

or twopenn corn, a y at 
received a similar sentence, our readers will, we feel sure, not accuse 
us of oe wh extolled — | The gaol is spoken of warmly 
ny nee those who have stopped 
.—Upon this important are town we can bestow 
ws eaualibe yn one 
uctor sentenced to a month’s t one 
blot on the seutcheon. On the other > eaten 2 





twopence = one month ; knocking down and kicking two people = 
one month. Ergo ditto, ditto, one person = a fortnight, or one 
penny. A town w you can half murder a woman or a penny 
speaks for itself. Long live Leeds! 

Liverpool.—We do not yd ony cans, = Ae has <— 
spare time to remain any | y period in city. For 
beating a child with the the buckle of a strap a man has been sentenced 
to three months’ hard labour. Monstrous! A child travels all over 
the world at half- — and tslies the Leeds standard, as every 
rough must do, as correct one, the punishment in this case,—even 
supposing that following the injunction of the wise SoLomon merits 
punishment—should have been one halfpenny. 

Manchester.—A town to be avoided. For ‘alf- a childa 
woman has been sentenced to six months’ hard labour. Half-starv- 
ing is not worse than knocking down and kicking, and considerin 
we had to s disparagingly of Liverpool, words fail us to do f 

it North Shields. Feirly good, H for ref 
ort = air ere a man for refusing 
sea after si 4 was fined five pounds. Bad in 7 Au our | 





gning ' 
readers may say, but not by comparison to Liverpool. There a man 


for going on board a ship without leave, was sen to a mon 

labour. North Shields may be visited in tolerable safety. 

Sittingbourne.—By conten 9 eee enough town. A man was 
sentenced to three months’ hard na nee, Ging & Seaees poll 
The saessves, was worth seven pounds. The best gaol to stop 
at is in 

Wa rrington.—To be avoided as the plague. A low hole dave, of 
interest ! i A FF 2 fF , hh wife’s 
nose, and beating her wi -pin till she was insensible, a 
man was actually jo Bam PI op eH dh all we can 
do is to raise our hands and ask, “Are we in a free country, or 
are we slaves ? 

W olverhampton.—A boy here was sentenced to three months for 


stealing twopennyworth of corn. ‘his by the Leeds standard would 
bo thew mathe tor Lene | two people. acer oe ane 
recommend Wolverhampton so warmly as we should lik 


To sum up, we recommend the following order of phan =~ y ér 

1. Leeds; 2. Bury; 3. Sittingbourne; 4. North Shields; 5. Wol- 
verhampton ; 6. Manchester ; 1. Liverpool ; 8. Werdiagten. 

At a future date we may possibly give a few more hints likely to 
be of value to the travelling Rough. 


th’s | 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
VI.—In a Betztacio Batcory. 


The Lazy Minstrel hastes to own he 
Prefers the “co” long in ** Balcony !” 


"tL dream and moon, 
O will 1 not ? 

My views just now 

are somewhat 


yb 
I fancy I am very hot, 
I’m —— am 
very 
I cannot read,’ dare 
not think, 
I’m idle as a /az- 


a zarore ; 
So in the sunshine I will blink— 
In this Baledny. 
Mamma o’er Tauchnitz takes a nap, 
Papa is reading Galignani, 
And is conning Murray’s map, 
And humming airs from Puritans, 
There ’s Tom-boy Ten in shortened skirts— 
Which just reveal her frilled calzoni— 
And Sweet-and-Twenty, Queen of Flirts, 
In this Balcony ! 


I’ve nothing in the world to do, 

I like the dolce far niente ; 
I love the eyes of peerless blue, 

And nameless grace of Sweet-and-Twenty ! 
I’ve lunched with dainty VioLer 

Off nectarines and fried agoni ; 
And now I'll smoke a cigarette, 

In this Balcény. 


I do not think I care to talk, 

[ am not up to much exertion ; 
I’m not inclined to ride or walk, 

I loathe the very word “‘ excursion’”’ ! 
Now shall I heated effort make, 

And climb the hill to Serbelloni f 
I’d rather gaze upon the lake— 

From this Balcdny, 


Or rather gaze on VIOLET, 

This sunny day in sweet September : 
Her eyes I never can f > 

Her voice I always remember ! 
P’ raps lazy lovers oft are slow— 

I whispered con espressione— 
And what I meant to say I know, 

In this Balcony ! 


Alas! that Murray dropped by Loo, 
. oy oushens ina — 

‘a as re is paper through, 

And finds, of course, there’s nothing in it! 
And Tom-boy Ten is full of fun, 

She ’s off somewhere to ride a pony, 
And V1 has gone! So fades the sun— 

From this Balcdny! 








USEFUL LEARNING. 
was “the Learned Stagyrite” ?— He was an 
eminent classical Philosopher, who used to pro 
“ staggerers”’ to his pupils. Hence his name, which, if 
properly spelt, is “The Staggerite.” 





Aw Innis FIRE-BRAXD TO BE EXTINGUISHED.— The 
Brand of Kane. 








.s 








A REACTION IN ASTHETICS. 


Pilcox (the rising Aisthete, gazing at his last work, which represents Mrs. Cimabue 
Brown sick of Lilies, and trying to smell a Sunflower), ‘‘1'm AvRAID (t's ONE OF 
mY Farivres |” 

Mrs. Cimabue Brown, ‘Os, BUT YOUR FaILUREs REMIND ONE OF MICHAEL 
ANGELO arf His Best!” 

Pilcoxn, ‘‘ Not QUITE 80 BAD AS THAT, I HOPE!” 


ON THE LOOSE. 
(Diary of the Missing Lion.) 


Thursday.—Van turned over this morning. Commotion. As usual, not 
a policeman to be seen. Crowd only in the way. Cleared the lot. Off! 

Friday.—Pleasant day in Richmond Park. Surprised a party of the nicest 
little deers, Finished with the Ranger. Best dinner I’ve had since I left Africa. 
Up to town in the evening. Frightened out of the Haymarket. Supped on, I 
think, a ‘‘ Waverly’s Mastodon Minstrel.” Excellent. To bed in the area of 
the Athenzum. 

Saturday.—Charing Cross. Family portraits of our noble race not bad, but 
wanting in expression. Wouldn’t give a Beefeater for the whole four of ’em! 
Fish breakfast at the Aquarium. Left a card on Fanini. Lost my way in 
Covent Garden Market. Seen nothing like it since the jungle swamp of the 
Fifth Cataract. Made one quite hungry. Wish I had met the Duke. Late 
dinner on a Volunteer Band in Long Acre, Thanked by the neighbourhood, 
and to bed in a Cabman’s Refuge. 

Sunday.—Passed morning in city church. Reminded one of the desert. 
Sermon capital. Eat the bellows-blower: then on to the Zoo. Poor beasts! 
Went down East in the evening. Savages quite dangerous. Glad to get home 
on the roof of a Whitechapel Omnibus. A melancholy day. 

Monday.—Eat a Member of Parliament by mi e. Row in the Times, 
Captured by ten regiments of Guards and ht before Sitting Magistrate 
at Bow Street. In forit. Lodged in House of ion. Supped on Chap- 
lain, but much depressed. 

Tuesday.—Glorious! Let out the first thing by order of the Home Secretary ! 
J uvenile offender ! - Off again’ Hooroosh ! ere goes for H ampstead ! 

















168 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Octoper 9, 1880, 











THE BEADLE 
. oR, 







BY 







CHAPTER XVIII 
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| “T don’t catch m 
the Bishop didn 
not appear. 
Mrs. Overwayrre was triumphant. 
you ’ve heard the news, of course?” she 
The Bishop’s wife regarded her curiously. 
; ** What news?” 
“What news! Why, all 
The walls are placarded. The 
* Pictures ! ’ que 
through the keyho! 
across her. 








Mrs. Dowpre. 






our tongue!” said his wife. 





DowDirE, 8 
‘ - chesa. has eloped with him!” 
4) Mrs. Downpre smiled bitterly. 
report had been heard all over Small 
It was an enemy out of her 






“T’ll go and tell 
Then the two Ladies 
came to 





: ’ Morteena’s sister, Mrs. OVERWAYTE was 

j AxaB_e for the vacant 

( lain. It is probably w: 

DowDle was meditati 

sufficient value, when 
** Have you seen a ghost ?” 

mad I a oom, ate even 


“ t., 






an 
w Mrs. 







~ 


imauired his 
the ghost of 








WAYTE, 
i In less time 
‘7 to the study. 
urse, 





It was in utter 








-room. 
{ a third-rate old shovel-hat, 
i, much the worse for wear. 
q L oe His ! 2 
{ 4 All ; He had 
At over 

which served as a professional 

inati and so forth, a note 


sermons, 
She tore it open, and read—*' Off on tour wi 







iteau!”’ cried his 













mgr ae 





1 hea 


The Canon had gone 


Archbeacon returned, pale 


box, and cheque-book all vanished. 
ot a vestige of the Bishop, 


some worn-out gaiters, 


taken all his boots, leaving only a rack behind ! 
himaey-pi wot yy y & rach 
qomamadan of dates isi 


THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 


ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


Upsettine THe Cart. 


* 
: 
F 
: 
: 


z 
2 f 
= 
> 


and 


; “eome 
_e es me,”’ she said to herself. 
fe sdilnen qpundens, end took her meals alone; but 
“My dear Mrs. Downpre, 
began. 


Small-Beerjester’s ringing with it. 
pictures are out.”’ 

And then what she had seen 
of the Crumpet and Crozier suddenly flashed 


ced the Archbeacon. 


Then ing to Mrs. 


went on—*“‘ Pictures of Canon Marrrx and La Mar- 


off, and the 


-Beerjester. So much the better. 


th. 
the Bishop,” said the Archbeacon. 
ies counselled together, and for the first time} = 
like an agreement. I am not saying t 


wife. 
a chance of finding the 


ia !!” sereamed poor Mrs. Downpre. 
it “* He’s not to be found—not to be seen anywhere,” said Dr. Ovzr- 


forehead. 
it takes to tell, Mrs. Dowpre had rushed down 
disorder 


e was open; the 
Re’ ran to the 
ex a apron, 
sad loww-eeves 
wife. 


visitations, 
Mrs. Dowpre’s eye. 
Zazere.ia and Canon. 


Not back for three months. After that time, diocese business as 
before, and Orders punctually attended to.” 

Mrs. Dowpre uttered one ery, and fainted in the Archbeacon’s 
arms. When she recovered consciousness, iff’s officers were 
> the place, and a cabs pviee meee! p~ dy her as 

e man in on. ing the situation, ing as much 
as she eould out of it, with some assistance from a distant relative 
who luckily wasn’t at all near, she went to the Station, ined to 
follow in her husband’s track. From information she received at 
the Detective Office, Mrs. Dowpre went off in a wrong direction ; 
and here, with deepest sympathy, and ing that an Author’s 
duties will not allow him to accompany a lady e on a voyage of 
discovery, I must leave her, and return to Small- ester. 

The Archbeacon at once telegraphed up to the Prime Minister— 

** See vacant. Sale to-morrow. Sic transit.” 
The telegraph Superintendent, however, being a sharp fellow, cor- 
the spelling, and put his own interpretation on the despatch, 
so that the message read thus :— 
** Open sea, Sail to-morrow. Rough passage. 
And the Prime Minister, unable to understand it, sent it to the First 
Lord of the Admiralty, who, on going out of office, left it to the next 
who came in. Owing to this clerical error, MonLEENA, who 
was determined that her sister should not have it all her own way, 
went up to Downey Street, attended a Cabinet Council, and the 
result was that the Clerk of the Course issued the following in- 
structions :— 
ARABLE . ° ° . ° ° . 
SIMPLER . ° ° ° ° ° 
ARCHBEACON . ° ° ° ° ° 
Tue Frecp ° ° ° o « O 

This decision was, on the whole, favourably received in Small- 
Beerjester, and Mr. Araste was made Bishop, with a Canonry, 
Deanery, Percentorship, Beadledom, and Mastership of Deedler’s in 
his gift, of which preferments the two first he divided between his 
father-in-law (Mr. Soreny Smocpier) and Dr. Overwayte, keeping 
the others himself; but on the recommendation of the Penny Pro- 
metheus, with whose Editor he aga me wished to keep on good 
terms, he conferred the Beadleship, reduced to less than fifty pounds 
per annum, on Jomn Bounce, who, after holding the office for some 

ears, I may here say, was so ill treated, on account of his cocked- 
hat and old-fashioned dress, by the small boys of Small-Beerjester 
on Guy Fawkes’ Day, that he took to the onl bed in Deedler’s 
Hospital, and ended his days under the roof—in a top attic—of the 
very place he had so energetically attempted to destroy. 


” 








A FAREWELL. 
(To the Australian Cricketers.) 


ns Goop-syE! You are 
2 € “\ \ swarded South 
From the premature fogs ox our watery 
West, 


r dry 


Leaving praise of,your prowess inevery- 
one’s mouth. 
Good-bye! Here’s your health in a 
d bowl of the best. 
’ We must pack up our willows, our 
wickets must draw, 
For one can’t play the game in a mist 
on a bog ; 
Vain the bat-skill of Grace, or the ball- 
sleight of SHaw, 
be ny the dolorous rule of King 
og. 


But you—all the taste of our Winter you ’ll get 
Is the rich turtle twang at the Mansion House feed. 
We must make a bad best of our gloom and our wet, 
You to sunshine and Spring take your skill and its meed. 
You have taken the shine out of some of our lights, 
And when worsted played up with invincible pluck ; 
** Won” or “ honours divided ” seems most of your fights. 
So bon voyage, my boys, and good luck ! 





Vad 





Trump’d. 
A morro was wanted for the Card-Room of the Eclecticon Club. 
As there was so much unnecessary chatter, one eminent whist-player 
** Silentium.” A riper scholar suggested “ Paz.” It was 
adopted as appropriate and comprehensive. 








A Newspaper Paracrarn or Wrone Inreiiicence.—A Fauz Par. 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
Madame Tussauds. 


Awonest the many educational establishments of the Modern 
Babylon, the far-famed ‘‘ Show” in Baker Street holds a proud and 
rominent position. What the Polytechnic used to be to Science. 
adame Tussaup’s Exhibition is to History—Ancient and Modern. 
The Heroes of the Past and the Present are therein represented in a 
- i ion.” Those who visit the Gallery are 

meaning of many State secrete— 


tion, I passed the turnstile, and was 

greeted with a stern ery of “ Leave your umbrella!” I looked up, 

found I was apparently being ad- 

dressed by the late Cuantes Dickens, who had 

given up literature to attend to the “ sticks 

um ” The great Novelist held out 

his hand for afee. Respect would have made 

me comply with this request, had not a Com- 

misstonnatre a An — oy in mee 

™m terms, ing the while over 

ie a policeman standing in the door- 

wer. Then I rebelled, and walked angrily away 

with my property regardless of the consequences, 

which were not serious, as the constable was only 

a tailor’s dummy. ‘The Representative of the 

Civil Power turned out to be a suit of clothes 

surmounted with the head of a half-forgotten Somebody—I think 

Lord Lytton, for I found him, with General Havetock, Sir CHARLES 

James Naprer and Lord Crypz, erased from the Official Catalogue. 
And such is Fame! 

I now commenced my researches, as a Student of History, in 
earnest. I had not far to go before I came upon an “‘ incident” full 
of interest to those who love Italy, GanrsaLpi was complaining to 
Victron Emmanvet that Humsenrt had stolen his pocket-handker- 
chief. The charge was an unfounded one, as the useful article was 
reposing in a glass-case under the hero’s very feet. For all this, so 
accustomed was the present King of Iraty to these accusations of 
petty larceny, that he was not taking the trouble to defend himself. 

1cToR EmMaNnvet, convinced of his son’s guilt, seemed to be 
vigorously w iding him in a forcible speech, which apparently 
ended with the words, ‘‘ And if you must take something from your 
Country’s Friend, why didn’t you choose his cloak?” Passing by 
Lord Hartryeton (w peently uses hair-dye) I came to an 
illustration of the Great Puzzle. Crrewaro (attended by a 
couple of wives, who were not laughing, use they had heard all 
his jokes a thousand times before) was smilingly asking Sir Garnet 
Wotsexey a riddle which the modern WELLINGTON was on the eve 
of giving up. In the d Lord CHELMsrorD, in a rich uni- 
form, was seen muttering “ how utterly impossible he had found it 
to have anything to do with a fellow who would put ona blanket 
when he was asked outtodinner!” In the next group costume was 

the subject of angry controversy. BaovenamM and 
O’ConNELL were quarrelling over the ive merits of their long 
velvet-collared cloaks. They had called in, as arbitrators, Mr. Joun 
Buient and Mr. Cospen. The former, much annoyed at being 
mixed up in such an unpleasant affair, was explaining that really, 
ber of the Society of Friends, he knew absolutely nothing 
about dress,” while the latter was attempting to create a diversion 
by saying, ‘‘ Fancy talking about your cloaks! Why, they are not 
a upon the one worn Lord Brron in another part of the 
building! And though you may be proud of 

¢ t-frills, you just see his 
diamond pin!” 

_I was now met with a murmur of “It isn’ta 
bit like him!” and “‘I shouldn’t have known 
him again if you hadn’t told me who it was! ”’ 
and found that I was standing in front of a 
portrait-model of Witt1aM Saaxsreare. The 
oe was a prolific writer, but probably would 

ve given many more works to Posterity had 
he not seemingly, from this presentment of him 
“in the habit as he lived,” spent three-quarters 
of his waking hours in the arrangement of his 
hair! Turning my back upon “the Indian 
Group,” which was only remarkable for the 
longing gaze bestowed upon it by Mr. Braptaven, who seemed 
to be Smpering his regret with the consideration that, “after 
all, if he joi it he couldn’t be of much use, as he had given 
up swearing 
Ww. 


ing,” I sat down in front of an incident in Palace life, 

Majesty ad d my to fever heat. It was the Court of Her 
j uring an evening ports: 

explaining the figures little dance, of his own invention, to 


» | corner, to make a side couple, as “ 





The Bishop of Lowpow was 
of Eprvsuren, Princess of Waxes, the Duke of Con- 
NAUeHT, and his charming bride. The latter seemed quite ready to 


begin, althongh the former appeared to be rather uncertain whether 
they quite understood ai/ the steps. The Prince of Waves, standin 

by the side of his August Mother, was saying, ‘‘ Pray excuse me. 5 

; and I don’t like to take 

Mr. Giapstoye, on the 

rd STawiey, in a 

was excellent exercise 

.” The one discordant 

who was talking to Lord 


really can’t join you in this enormous cl 
it off, as I am suffering from influenza!” 
other hand, was vainly trying to 


when you couldn’t any wood-cu 

note came from the Earl of Suarressuny, 
Lorne “‘like a father.” ‘‘No, my son,” the noble Earl was evi- 
dently saying, ‘ you shall not partake in this frivolous amusement. 
Ihave a great respect for the Church, but, for all that, I cannot 
help emphasising my extreme displeasure at the whole affair by 
turning my back in the most marked manner = the Bishop of 
Lowpon! As we say in another place, the Right Reverend Prelate 
is old enough to know better!” ‘The incident” seemed likely 
to be _by the “ saraband” being given up in favour of a 
ae “kindly favoured’’ by the Viscount Nxxson. In 
fact, the Hero of Trafalgar had evidently “ shivered his timbers” 
as a preliminary to a vigorous double shuffle. The scene was as 

oven “this pow - eitiel Pal life, I hed A 

ving this pretty picture ace life, I a ched ABRAHAM 
LiNcoLy and General Gra NT severely upbreiding ” President JouNn- 
son” for having come to dinner in “‘ correct evening costume ” (with 
the sole exception of the shirt), when they had “told him not to 
dress.” Pleased with this Republican characteristic, I walked away 
to the other side of the room, and ‘‘ assisted ” at a ical joke illus- 
trative of the ‘‘ habits and customs of the Court of Russia.’ Briefly 
General Metrxory was bitterly complaining that the Grand Duke 
Nicnotas had taken away his helmet, leaving in its stead a plain 
white cap in marked contrast with his otherwise handsome uniform. 
The CzakewitcH was immensely amused at the pleasantry, and was 
backing up his relative not to return the General's helmet, but to 
keep it on his own head where it now was placed. The late Emperor 
Nicnoxas, seeing that the warrior was really angry, seemed to be 
pouring oil on the waters a his hat as “‘ fe had no further 
use for it.” The Czar was keeping out of the quarrel by saying that 
he had “‘ lost his helmet too,” while the Grand Duke Micuart, with 
an enormous whip, was evidently of opinion that the best way to settle 
the dispute would be ‘‘ to give them a good knouting all round!”’ This 
savage scene, so different from the picture of our own peaceful Court, 
made me feel that I had acted wisely in a Briton. 

_If I were not confined by space, 1 could nt to a score of other 
highly interesting historical episodes. I could tell how Maxtin 
Loruer and Jouw Knox quarrelled with one another—the first de- 
fending himself with an enormous pen, the last with a huge book— 
while poor Catvin bitterly lamented that he could not with justice 
to himself enter into the argument, because he had failed to bring 
with him a ‘‘ really serviceable carving-knife.’”’ I could hint that 
Louris Pariiprr’s intense melancholy was caused by the reflection 
that he was next destined for the melting-pot. I could suggest 
that Sir Waxter Scorr’s unreasonable joy was attributable to the 
consideration that his 
a pnncocrinaneinaintes 
** fleshings.” I eould ex- 

ress astonishment that 

anwaAH Dopss had been 
ut in ‘‘ the Golden Cham- 

r’’ as an addition to the 
“* Napoleon Group.” But 
I refrain, and satisfy Pr- 
self by asserting that ‘‘ the 
Congress”’ must really be 
seen to be appreciated. 
Apparently the Ambassa- 
dors did not meet at that 
Historical Gathering to 
consider the Treaty of . 
Berlin, but to have supper. Then it was that Bismarck, with his 
usual love for rough waggery, tried to persuade the Turk that two 
cocked hats and some paper were usual ingredients of a 
European Banquet. The rest of the company, it is now certain, 
backed him up in this mauvaise plaisanterie, Lord BraconsrteLy 
laughing heartily the while to encourage the belief amongst his 
collea that he was intimately acquainted with the subtleties of the 
4 lan e. But want of space prevents me, and | am silent. 

Madame Tvussavp’s Exhibition is extremel 
however, a blot, and a one, ber rs. I hoped to 
be able to saya good word for it, but after the most superficial glance 
at its unsavoury contents, I was forced to give up what would have 
been a pleasant task in despair. The proprietors, for their own sakes, 
should close it at once. It is not only nasty, but demoralising. 


0d Jeep bald nas, Getler 7 
nit Teas 


€ 


amusing. It has, 





“‘ Bas-Retier” yor Tempte Bak Mewoniat Pepestar.—T«k« 
itaway. ‘ For this Relief, much thanks.” 
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“LES ENFANS AU DESSOUS DE SEPT ANS PAYENT 


“Om, you speak Enoiisn, po you! AND WHAT Is your Acz, Missy!” 


“Viom Ack! Maman says I nave Two Aces, Ven I am 
Six AND A ALF ; AND VEN I am aT Ome, I am Ercat!” 





LECTURETTES. 


“ At the annual meeting of the Worcestershire 
Union of Clubs and Institutes, Sir Epuunp 
pa HMERE suggested lecturettes in the place of 
ectures,’”’ 


We know that lectures are a bore, 
And often make folks fret, 

But now it seems they ’ll soon be o’er, 
For here’s the Lecturette. 


Long letters take too long to read. 
We ily forget 

What they contain, and so we plead 
For Lamn’s Epistolette. 


*Tis very hard to read at ease 
Long columns, therefore let 

The leader henceforth, if you please, 
Be just the Leaderette. 


And lengthy sermons take up time, 
With scant attention met. 

Oh, preachers! here’s a thought sublime! 
Give us the Sermonette. 








Novel Anticipations. 


The Sour Gooseberry. By the Author of 
Cherry Ripe. 

Between Two Paving-Stones. By the 
Author of Under Two Flags. 

Photographed at the Creation. By the 
Author of Taken at the Flood. 

Old Boots. Sequel to Dead Men’s Shoes. 

Walk to Skye. By the Author of Run to 
eThe Black Bottle. A 

ottle, companion to The 

Love that Kills. 








NEW SONG. 


‘* Wivrer Begins,” by the Composer of 
** Autumn Leaves.” Also 
‘The Bungler,” a companion to “ The 


MOITIE PLACE.” 
Bugler.” 








In ze Rarmway, I 4m| Two Oppostrion Exection AGENTS.— 
| ** Par Nopsis-y Fratrum.” 





z 








SCHOOL-BOARDS OR FOOL BOARDS ? 


Tae men who undertake to teach or regulate the teaching of the 
multitude, should not require teaching. It should not be possible 
for an im ial looker-on, like Punch, to write them down asses, 
and something worse. Who is the Rev. H. M. Sorntey? An infiu- 
ential member of the Tottenham School- Board, ating the educa- 
tional affairs of Would-be-Green. Would-be-Green is or 
cursed, according to the view you take, with a rival educational 
establishment, or sink of iniquity, called the Alexandra Palace. 
This palace, unlike most palaces, pays enormous rates and taxes, 
instead of consuming national money, and employs a number of 
children. How does it employ them’ The Rev. H. M. Sorter (it 
ought to be printed “‘ Suxty”) thinks very badly. He und 
“that one young child came on at the Palace as Mr. Gladstone, 
another as Jord Beaconsfield, and a third as Napoleon Bonaparte. 
They ought to be eceing to spell instead of being allowed to repre- 
sent pn exalted individuals, the doing of which would have the 
effect of puffing them up with such notions of ir own superiority 
that they would come to the conclusion that they could do without 
education altoge.her.” 3 

Surely the spirit of the late lamented Bumble inspired this 
8 . Isthere no “ n ” in the School-Board scheme of 

ucation?’ Has the ’ Mr. i i i 
the aid of another Reverend, i 
master to avoid all historical and political teaching, all allusions to. 
Jutros Casar and Otrver Cromwett, for fear of 
yee Has he been told to go back to the rustic simplicity of the 

‘three R’s,” and to avoid everything which the School-Board was | 
established to teach ? 

There are School-Boards and School Bores, the latter having been 
dragged from Vestry-Halls and obscure pulpits to administer a 
system they neither understand nor appreciate. Having brought 


| lar, they are now | their best to strangle com 
0 


Local Self-Government into contempt, and made the Gospel unpopu- 
education. 
life, of human nature, of the struggle for 

existence in the homes of the multitude. They count the 
crammed heads, and care nothing for the empty stomachs under- 
neath them. The famished child may come and go as long as he can 
aspirate his h’s. They are great at prosecutions, and unflinching in 
the ——_ of their bye-laws. They have no elasticity—no give 
and take in their disposition ; and if they fail in exacting fines from 
the poorest of the poor, it is due to the superior — of the 
Stipendiary Magistrates. If Compulsory ueation is to live and 
move and do its work, it must first be applied to the minds and 
hearts of its Directors. 


They know nothing 








THE MEMORIAL OBSTRUCTION. 
(Discussed Thursday, October 7, in Court of Common Council. ) 


Says Mr. Beprorp, ‘‘ Cost? Oh, I expect 
Five thousand, say, or six, to be correct— 
At least so states the City Architect.” 


They call the City Architect, and then 

Says he, “‘ This work of Art, O Council Men, 
Cannot be done at all for less than ten.” 

Some loudly re A ** Rescind the Resolution !” 

More shout, ‘“‘ No! that’s against our Constitution ! 
We sinned at first, we know ; to that we’re pinned, 
Never shall it be said that we re-sinned.” 








Form oy TeLecRaM TO Your SHoEMAKER.—Make me another pair 
exactly like my last. 
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A REGULAR TARTER. 


Yankee (who had “‘ cleared off” all the Pastry from the Counter). ‘‘ 1 GUESS THE NEXT 
FELLOW THAT COMES ROUND, Miss, "LL G&T SOMETHING FRESH—WHA-AT ?”’ 








“OH, SWALLOW! SWALLOW!” 


An esteemed Foreign Correspondent sends us the following extract from the Jornal do 
Commercio, the leading Lisbon journal :— 

“Pesta pz Banaquetnos.—Na festa dos banqueiros dada no palacio Alexandre, de Londres, con- 
sumiram-se : 720 duzias de frascos de 4guardente, 470 duzias de garrafas de vinho, | : 600 duzias de garafas 
de ale, 350 barris de cerveja, 30: 000 chavenas de ch4, 22 toneladas de alimentos, 60 : 000 pasteis, grande 
quantidade de saladas e “3: 000 pies. Esta estatistica faz honra 4 robustez dos estomagos britannicos.”’ 


“The Bankers’ Festival” evidently means a Bank Holiday. This Festival the readers of 
the paper are informed was celebrated at the Alexandra Palace, where it is supposed the 
Girws, Lupnocgs, SCHILDS, and others met and imbibed seven hundred and twenty 
dozen of brandy, &c., &c., and twenty-two tons of eatables. Then the writer naturally com- 
pliments the English Bankers’ capacity for victuals and drink. Why, if their readers swallow 
this—Bankers and all—they ’ll swallow anything. 





OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION, 


Our Commissioner, What are the duties 
of the Town Clerk ? 

Zown Clerk. Very arduous. 

Our Commissioner. I am sure of it. Name 


them. 
, Town aay Rag) tobe at the office at 

eleven e x e. 

Our (tle "Teer fellow ! 

Town Clerk, He has to stay there till he 
leaves. 

Our Commissioner. Very hard. When 
does he leave ? 

Town Clerk, As a rule, when he likes. 

Our Commissioner. What tyranny! 

Naga Clerk, Thank you for your sym 
pathy. 

Our Commissioner. What else is required 
of him ? 

Town Clerk. He must be able to read 
aloud distinetly, write fairly, and spell 


sufficiently for all practical , 

Our Commissioner. Requirements in- 
volving immense study. Continue. 

Town Clerk, He must be ready to dine at 
any hour with any City Company, and to 
say ci of everybody in a neat 
after-dinner . He is eupected to 
represent the City as one of its Ornaments 
in the best Society, and, as extra work, 
to attend all first night theatrical perform- 
ances. 

_ Our Commissioner, You have not men- 
tioned any holidays or vacation. 

Town Clerk, ! I have not more than 
three months in the year at a time, though, 
of course, my onerous duties compel me to 
take my Saturdays and Mondays and some 
other days for absolutely necessary recrea- 
tion. 

Our Commissioner. I had no idea that 
so much was required. And for this stu- 
pendous labour what is the salary ? 

Town Clerk (in tears). Only two thou- 
sand five hundred per annum. 

Our Commisnoner (hardly able to re- 
strain his emotion). Only that! Bless me, 
is it possible! (Aside.) I know an active 
oy in my office who’d be glad to do it 
or half. (Alowd.) Very much obliged to 
you for the information, You may stand 
down. 

(Town Clerk having stood up for him- 

self pretty successfully lately, stands 
down—tili he ts wanted again, 


After the Antique. 


THERE were some Cits of London town, 
In fit of wisdom rare 
They pulled an Ugly Nuisance down, 
And cleared a shonvndiiiene. 
But when they found the road was cleared, 
‘ We I ay ee 
D ier Nuisance uprear 
And blocked it up again. 





By a Naturally Sharp Agent. 


A surre of apartments over a recently- 
built Musical Publisher’s shop is to let. It 
could be appropriately advertised thus :-— 


To Lar 


A FLAT. 





A Curmp or Mottine’s. — What does 
Sanan Bernwnardt live on’ French réles. 























agave 2 








[Ocroper 16, 1886, 








abl - PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





ROYAL AND ACADEMICAL. 


Impertat Policy (Mr. Horiie- 
SHEAD’s) has dictated the production 
of Mr. Rexce’s Half-Crown Dia- 
monds for the Imperial’s Matinées. 
The Diamonds are brilliantly Reece- 
set, and the Reece-suscitated. 
Scissors have used, but no paste 
is apparent, and the puns, some of 
them brought from ever so far, are 
veritable 

Miss Farnen, Miss Vavenan, and 
Mr. Roycsr, in their different lines— 
and every line is given admirably 
and not a point lost—are the life an 
soul of the fun. The best thing is 
the trio to the tune of “* Naney Loved 
a Sailor,” in which Miss Farren’s 
rendering of her verse is quite enough 
“Karnteew Ma-Vavonan- Of itself to get the encore. There is 

BEN.” also an imitation of the steps and 
tableaux of the Mas‘wdon Minstrels, 
which will probably figure in every Christmas F'antomime. Miss 
Vaveman’s graceful dancing has sel- 
dom been seen to greater advantage— 
we beg Mr. Reece’s pardon, we should 
say ad- Vaughan-tage—than in the poe 
Crown Diamonds. Mr. Royce is lov y 
as usual. The stalls at the Imperial are 
—_!-. 7 when « visitor can sit 
comfortably, he is more easily—beg par- 
don, we should have said noe Reece-ily 
— pleased. The Royalty stalls are also 
comfortable; but on this subject gene- 
rally we will not forestall—not even by 
one stall—the report of our Inspector 
who is going the rounds in disguise. 

Mr. Bynon'’s Bow Bells is a varia- 
tion on the same “ i Tradesman” 
theme, which he has been so fond of 
harping —or ‘arping—upon since the 
St Oe Eee d ecaN? “Cover wn Caxro™ wien 
with the Butterman’s difficulties as to 4 “ FABREN” Accuwr. 
his angeates; and so is Mr. Toorz in the Upper Crust. What 
suits Mr. Davrp James and Mr. Toore does not seem to fit 











— yap in a 2 ; or porte Se, Gaston, funny and 
well drawn as it is, is beginning to u -goers. The Third 
Act is the best; but = unfor- ase 
tunately, the interest seems to com- 
mence, instead of culminate. There 
are “‘ Our Boys’” Dick Sycamore, well 
layed by Mr. Franx Cooper, and 
ed Latham (Mr. H. Kesey), and 
“Our Girls’” Effie (Miss Lawier), and 
Bessie (Miss Bouma Rrrrer); but 
they are feeble folk, at the 
mere shadows of their former selves. 
Mr. Byron, with bushels of ideas to 
are, seems to have just sketched out 
this one, and then chucked it away. 
Mr. Wrarr is artistically made 
up, as Sloggs, the surly Gardener, 
with a high light on his nose, that 
wants toning down. 
©  ——— Mrs. a 
(Miss AGGIE BRENNAN), er “Tus Roxce-TEeRex.” 
brother, the bogus Captain, (Mr. 
Partie Day)—who assumes a manner and tone rather suggestive of 
how Mr. Baycrort might play a Swell after some severe attack of 
rheumatism which hed flected his legs and bear a striking 
resemblance to the Adventuress and fer military brother in Home, 
the English version of L’ Aventuriére. 
By the way, the swindling, Captain Basil Bagot’s real hame turns 
out to be that of our old villanous friend of ancient Melo- 
drama—the familiar ‘‘ Brandon ”—some oy doubt, to Black 
Brandon in Poll and Partner Jo. How many People in melo- 
dramas and novels have been ehristened Brandon ! y? What 
is there so specially criminal about Branpon? Yetsoitis; and the 
mame of Branpoy, until some daring Dramatist {pluckilyjeconverts 








ae Se 
Tae Rieu?’ vw 1x THE Wrone Piace. 


hime from the exes of Bi Dats, o00 Sore Sia ble 
society as a virtuous hero, will be associated with all that is worst 
in human nature on the Stage to the last hour of its existence. 

What Popsy Wopsy (libretto by Mr. GrunpY, and music by Mr. 
SoLomon) is ike we must discover another time, as on this occasion 
a distinguished foreigner insisted on our him to the Oxford, 
which our friend i ined was somehow or affiliated to the 
University as an Academy of Music, Undergraduates, however, are 
not in the habit of behaving themselves as decorously at entertain- 
ments in their University town, as do the audience at this Music Hall. 
They are not taking their pleasure sadly, but soberly, and seriously. 
A mixed but generally respectable audience sits, smokes, and re- 
freshes itself contentedly, thoroughly appreciating Mr. ArTHuk 
Roserts, who, in his iar line, is a real artist. He sang five 
capital songs, assuming and sustaining a ee ee of character 
—caricature of course—on each occasion. He was ily applauded, 
but Ropers and Reeves don’t approve of encores. s 

‘Then came on an imitator of birds—the best we ’ve heard since the 
days of the famous Herr Von Jozi, in the days, that is the 
Green days, when Evans’s was Evans’s—as, haps, it ma 
be again on certain very necessary conditions, of which we sh 
probably hear cmeting ot licensing time next week. In the 
public interest—not in interest of a st are decidedly 
in favour of giving every su to y superintended and re- 
spectably conducted Music Halle—and we cannot arrive at any satis- 
faetory solution of the problem why a lieence for should be 
refused to the superior class of Masic Halls, and granted to the in- 
ferior. The tive Magisterial wisdom is bk poodaly 
inspired to draw some fine distinction um 
Tweedledee—or rather between Bumbledom and Denote, and the 
more there is in future of Bumble dumb the better for the Metropolis 
and its amusements. 
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Gacques Oflendach. 


DIED IN PARIS, OCTOBER, 1880. 


Leanne Be te ioe him! Muse of Music he possessed, 
He of melod — > 3 us sing him to his rest. 
When he took our hearts to Sars Pal sae Cereutibe’ 
our e sung to us 
Tell him— Dites Lui,remem! 
we recall the storm 
Of the nights Napoleonic, aad 
wt jewelled Grande Duchesse 
WY and fancy free 
Struck to song by golden 
Scunezper, and to wit by 
quaint Durvts! 
Classic days of merry music on 
em remain 
With Zur Orpheus, 


ice, and 
i John Styx, and Belle 


( ois in ‘in high Olympus revelled 
on the mimic stage in France, 
When King Jove let loose his 

thunder, and Queen Juno led 
ns dance 

agic charm was yours, my 

master, for we tripped at your 

command 


Throagh the dreamy valse, the 
, and the maddened sara- 


cried jovial Bacchus, little’Cupid loosed his bow, 
In the Paria ithe Emspize, in thetare of lone: uno. 


Ah! my Gipsy maiden, Périchole with Spanish ey: 

Sing your > ethers song; then take us to the tender “ Bridge oot Sighs,” 
Where romance was set to music; ah! but sweeter let it flow 
Chanson matchless of Dz Musser ! song of young Fortunio ! 

With a répertoire classic fable, folly, fun, 

Cruel Thanatos gave signal, and the overture was done— 

Still he won in competition, but but his equal where and when ? 

For his life’s success was Parie—yes, Vie Parisienne ! 


Drape the orchestra in , wreathe the violin and bow, 
Leave the baton bag - he _ it—tis the final beat, you know ; 


Gather up the a come, dismiss the band’ you can, 
Death is now the Tambour wr Major and he rells his rataplan. 
And t the Gacing for a 


take ae pees, SS cabs, 
a dreamland, his 
ended ' and a spirit full of me y hes fed 
tee a land of sweeter music—merry Gevamaaen i is dead ! 





Art-Class. 
Inspector. What is a ‘‘ Landscape Painter”’? . 
Student. A ter of Landscapes. 
Inspector. What is an * Animal Painter” ? 
Student. A anise of See 
peaater, What is a “‘ Marine Painter” f 


inter ote Marines. 
! Goand tell it them. Call next Class. 
[ Exeunt Students. 





TWINS. 


Tue El) vtion Oomaniniate chow that to the matter of betbesy nd 
Corruption Liberal and Conservative agents are alike as two peas ;— 
in fact, quite Corsiean Brothers,—Lowis and Fabien dei FRANCHISE, 





FROM LORD SH-BR-KE TO W. E. G. 


Wur is a Bycicle like the Queen’s Prerogative / 
Because it’s a power to wield. 





TABLE-BOOK. 


Tae most useful book for the table is one from which you can 
always take a leaf. 





NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


ar 


faverit, ~4 
when he was 


ears opun, an 
soon heard 
ere 
nad got schools, 

z l was xtrar 
civil to some 
Masters of 
Kumpennies, 
an knowin 
their week 
mominx, soon 
my boy 

to a school 


where he 





? Broww says, 


are 
iat geet ’em a crust of bread 


and I agrees with him, that if 
he wants somebody to butter id for someboddy else to lend 
him a knife to cut it with. They’ self ence and no 

reverens and no 

I sumtimes wunders what all this hereytalk about Eddicashun 
means. Wass So pum to do for us? Shall we all be ha cae 

7 better, or miserabler and wusser? Will Gents be more lib 
nats Waiters, or wisey wussey? Will Waiters be mor 

and kontented, or prowder and ortier? That’s 
pon ll as the man says in the Play. 


Most of my noble hy in 
the City haint had much on it, so I = but LT. to get on 
werry well without it. Broww and me quite sh 
one of the Lunnattix as has gone mad on the subjek, such as a School 

er, or a Littery mae or sommmat of Cat sort, get up to sa 
somethink after dinner. Lor, what a diffruns that makes. Insti 
of a short sharp jolly sort of speech, that all can injoy, Waiters and 
all, and as sets us all a grinnin, we has to lissen to a parsel of 
stuff that veney few “ us a and noboddy cares a bit about, 
as yas can = by _ ven ’em. 
dicated man allers es a long speech. 

One as ain’t, allers makes a short one. 

One to us as ain’t! 

A eddicated man is allers dissatisfied with ev ink, Institoo- 
tions, Kustums, pene, Gills, Waiters, every thi y 

One as isn’t, isn’t 

One more to us as isn’t ! 

The natteral hinfrince seems to be, that Eddicashun means 
Change for everythink, and, As you are, means Contenmunt with 


OThe I ia os Toast—" Thinx as they ar, root and 
en I for one proposes a 4 as ar, an 
branch, and may the ey flurrish for ever !” 

I don’t know much about Rates and Taxs myself as | never pays 
none, but I’m teld by them as does, that there’s no 
Bread tate ad auiecittie Wh ——-t- 

ool Rate, and ote rite too 

they likes, and wh 7 should a man be made to pa apo ee 
day mak man-servant and and even his 
pe Fey dee poy ctype Le nose ? 

Proper Eddicashun don’t 4 
whether Waiters or otherwise, and 
good Livin, as the poor Ourit aid to hie Dichap. 


I sumtimes takes my walks abroad in Common Garden Market, 
—which were it as it ort to be, wot a dies it mite be, but as it 
is its a horful the M when | stands a 

t th and the very early 
lish Pie 
says te 

them 


Nappels at two Ginnizs a 
who it this 


myself, says I, ; knows 
ble: evnin. 
Rosert. 














ee 





- + romain 





oenERE aeed we waRaeE. ane 


Se 


22 te ee 


mena 


ot 2 


ae 


ee 
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UNSETTLED POLITICAL CONVICTIONS. 


EvER SINCE HE WAS SNUBBED BY THE TWO DvucHEssEs, Last Season, ToODESON HAS BEEN AN ADVANCED LIBERAL, AND DEVOTED 
HIMSELF TO THAT FarR Demoorat, Lavy Cuana Ropinson (wée Vere pe Vexk), WHO TAKES SUCH AN INTEREST IN THE WORKING 
Man, aND WHost GiLpED SaLoon Is THE RENDEZVOUS OF ALL THE TITLED RApIcALs oF errHeR Sex, AWD Tae Geyruses aT WHOSE 
Fesr THEY MAY BE SITTING. UsFORTUNATELY FOR POOR , a WHENEVER HE RECEIVES AN INVITATION FROM HER Lapvearr, It 18 
NoT To MeEeT tHe Trriep Rapicats anp Co. in THE Gitpgp SaLoon, sur To TaKe Tea wita THe WorKING Man AND BIS FAMILY 
IN THE GARDEN, AND ‘‘ HELP TO AMUSE THE DEAR CREATURES,”’ 

He #eR10USLY THINKS OF TURNING CONSERVATIVE AGAIN, HANG IT ALL ! 











at yy Tr r | Witness. I put some on Robert the Devil—— 
PURITY OF ELECTION, | Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. If you dare to swear at me, and use that 
Tue Brihorough Election Commission commenced yesterday before | >#4 language, I'll let you know where you are! 
Mr. Bumpriovs, Q.C., Mr. Batxor (C.), and Mr. Box (L.) | Witness. It is the name of a ome, i. 
The case having been shortly opened, Mr. BaLuor said the first Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. Then keep your low stable jargon for some- 





witness he would call would be Mr. Toapy. wae, Rt die with that money f 
0} : : : sn | ness. ug r, Sir. 
an x said his friend might call Mr. Toapy till he was black in Mr. Dungtion, @.C. thet Aad ove wun ast cibsined of yeu 


Mr. Batuor said he was perfectly aware of that fact, and should = —_ ba ae ae box, and say you’ve drunk two hun- 
pounds worth o rr 
cee < Se sige © Se eg a Re auld Mr. Ballot. He means that he bought beer to bribe Liberal voters 
>TIOU } i : : “dn? with. 

a a weal, 4 pag it Seek ee ban year —_ cam PO i ne I Lar against my learned friend’s putting words into 
Taapy ? is witness’s mouth. : 

town hearin these Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. I don’t want your protestations; and I can 

ir pus Rosertead that be hed oi the - g of assure —_ Bauwot, I can understand the meaning of the Eng- 


ings. 
Mr. Batiot would like to know who instigated him to that das- lish language as well as you can. This man has spent two hundred 


tardly course of action. pounds in beer. He is evidently a notorious drunkard. He is not 
Mr. Box wanted to know what his friend meant by that ? sober now. , 
Mr. Bator said if the oap fitted his friend, he might wear it. Witness, If you please, Sir, I am a teototaller. 


Mr. Bo sostain Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. Of course you are—of course. I don’t 
m .. otis nen pe rs aaa. persons who would be think, Sir, you are to be believed on your oath. , Leave the Court, 

Mr. Bacto appealed to the Chief Commissioner for protection. moe t 33" — here again. 

Mr. Bumrrious, Q.C., threatened to commit everybody unless ee ee ee eon ‘ . 

’ : Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. It will be very hard labour, if you don’t go. 

memes 5s eS one. Ho wasn't going to sit there all day. He Mr. Box. With your permission I will ask this witness a few 

Mr. Sire was then called :— é ; Pr Tenptieen, Q.C. Oh, all right—don’t mind me. I am no- 

Mr. Battor asked him if he had received £200 from the Liberal body here. Ask him a thousand, and I wish you joy of his answers. 
Member ! ; Mr. Box. The two hundred you received from the Liberal Member 

Witness. Yes. was a loan ? 

Mr. Ballot. Yes? Oh, you have, have you? Now then, be very| /V+tness. No, it was not alone. 
careful. What did you do with that ? Mr. B :llot. You hear that, Sir? It was not a loan. 
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RIVAL ROGUES. | 


Commrsstoner Poncn. “GENTLEMEN, YOUR CANDOUR IS CHARMING. NOT A PIN TO CHOOSE BETWEEN YOU. 
YOU BOTH DESERVE—PENAL SERVITUDE. (4Aside.) AND I HOPE—SOME DAY—YOU'LL GET JT!!” 
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Br Bumptious, Q.C. Do you think I am deaf, Mr. 

SaLLoT ? 

Mr. Boz. It was not a loan! 
—was it, or was it not, a 

Witness. No, it Aga alone, because there were some 
other sums wi 

Mr. Ballot. aol x the risk of offending the Chief 
Commissioner, I m te my friend on the 
admirable manner 7 which he has conducted this 
examination. 
cua Bumptio one) Q.C. But you have offended the 

ie 

Mr. Boz. And | I don’t want your congratulations. 
_ them for yourself ; they must be rather scarce with 


ee. Ballot. I would ask the Chief Commissioner 
whether that was the language for one gentleman to use 
to another ? 

Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. When I hear one gentleman 
use that language to anether gentleman, I will let the 
persons engaged in this case know. Are you going on ? 

Mr. Box. Now then, Mr. Stiume, what did you receive 
from the Conservative Member ? 

Witness. A little over five hundred pounds. 

_ Box, Five hundred pounds! And a very nice 


me Ballot. If my learned friend is going to give us 
his J yg es on arithmetic Ve shall be here for ever. 
. Box. I will not ut down by the envious 
ante of an , eee a Now what did you do 
at money ? 


itvess. I spent it in beer. 

Me Bumptwus, Q.C. I will not stand this any 
longer! Do you mean to say on your oath, Mr. Srime, 
that you have had seven hun pounds’ worth of beer 
in a public-house ? 


itness. Not in one 
Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. 
lg = Twenty-two, Sir. 

Dungtions, Q.C. Twenty-two. Twenty-two 
eae seven hundred is naught naught, and seven times 
two is,—what is seven times two —oh, fourteen, and 
carry one, fifteen. You declare, on your oath, that you 
have drunk beer to the value of fifteen thousand four 
hundred pounds ? 

Witness. I hadn’t adrop. I gave some to the Conser- 
vative public-houses, and some to the Liberal, for the 


You ma down, Sir, you may step 
} apa 


Q.C. You 2 mee donsthing of the kind, 
like know who is the Chief 
Commissioner here—I, or m two. How came it, Mr. 
SLE, you took money from both sides ? 
Witness. U'knew the town well, Sir, con't ou know ? 
Mr. Bumptious, Q.C. How do I kno never saw 
you or your town You have Am I. to say, 
en 
Mr. Ballot. As a matter of logic—— 
Mr. Boz. Sen eae we don’t want to hear my learned 
friend chop 
Mr. Bemptous, Q.C. No, nor logic chop. And that 
reminds me that my chop will be overdone if I listen to 
we fellows talking any r. m going to lunch. 
he Court is edleunal I want pM. refreshment. 
[£rit Mr. Bumprions, Q.C. 
Mr. Boz. Ratepshenante | And what of refreshers, 
Battor, m best 
Mr. Ballot ve bn Box—likel And 
we had better lunch, too. ere ’s the 


Now, be very careful! 


blic-house,' but several. 
Several? How many ? 


to last. 
st place. 
Exeunt omnes. 
(Thirty days, passed as the above, elapse.) 
Mr. ae age ae Pe —_ 4 9 Box, the 
uire in @ circum- 
stances of the mthe Beloorough Election have reported that 
Sterna and Fin ribet eeecaited upon both sides.— 
Papers. 





Oh! Oh! 
TENNENT is an Irish name. Did an 
an O’Tennent? There’s 


often a 
might call himself the Owe Landlord. 
seems a very popular title just now. 


one ever hear of 
Tenant, who 
O’ Landlord 
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“ DISTURBANCE!” 


Country Banker (to shaky Customer). ‘‘ ARB YOU AWARE, Mr. SooLivay, THAT 
YOUR AOCOOUNT IS OVERDRAWN A HUNDRED oR #0!” 

Soolivan. *‘ CemRTarns_y I am, Stn. Don’? BOTHER ME ABOUT SUCH THRIFLES |! 
I DON’T GO HOWLING ABOUT THE COUNTRY WHEN You ’vE A HuNDRED OR #0 OF 
MINE! YOUR INFORMATION IS SUPERFLUOUS EITHER WAY! GOOD MORNING, 
Si!” 





— —= : 


A FELLER IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. 


the two eters of Frast Lorp of the Treasury and Cuan- 
CELLOR of the ExcuEequenr as well, Mr. GLapstons obviously resembles a performer 
at a Circus riding a pair of horses. That is as much work as can be expected of 
any Statesman. It would maee ly be possible even for our Paemren to ride, as 
it were, three horses at on therwise, it were to be wished that Mr. Grap- 
stone had also aloo undertaken. the Chief Commissionership of Works. Then he 
would not have sanctioned or suffered any subordinate indiscriminately to fell 
about a thousand magnificent trees that were lately goow near the Kound 
Pond in Kensington Gardens, teste ‘‘ T. C. F.” in the Times e (my 
few trees out of all that number that required to be removed, because the 

were decayed or damaged, he could have dealt with himself in person sufficiently 
well, during intervals of recreation, by oe occasional exercise of his abilities in 
the capacity of an amateur w an. As sueh he would have cut down only 
those trees which, by their rottenness, were typical of political and social abuses, 
That Woodman would, of course, have » all those other trees—the sound 
and healthy timber corresponding in condition to our truly valuable and vener- 
able poctiations, which Witi14M, as sincerely as anybody, desires to keep 





Iw dise’ 





FoR HIS oping 


ute 


A PEN NIGH 


Tae Marguis pv’ivayr, a contemporary 
Qoere, ‘the libretto of which is frou hie» his own 
doesn’t Dr. " AurEUR SuLiLivaN buy a dozen 


completing another 


a clever pen! Why 





Ww make the New Law into for Memorial Obstruction 
an? Then ee nent “ Patients on « 


Sufferers? Then the figures 
Monument ”—only not smiling. 














—— 
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AT OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Iw Bewtixy anv Son’s List two 
advertisements appear in curious 
proximity. The first is Adam 
and Eve, by Mrs. Pann—surely 
it ought to have been by Parr and 
Ma !—and immediately following 
it is Thoughts in my Garden. 
Evidently an undesigned coinci- 
dence. 

Messrs. Warp anp Lock an- 
nounce the Twenty-First Season 
of Breaton’s Annual. A 
hardy annual thie—anverqreceed, 
though always beaten. The same 
firm publish, among its *‘ Health 
Manuals,” a treatise called Sleep, 
and How to Obtain it, PriceOne 
Shilling. Can this be an adver- 

‘olytechnic En 


POPULAR POLKA. 
Ir is called Le Premier Pas. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 3. 







SY 4 y ?, It is not a dance specially written 

4 ZY 7 for Mr. Giapsto but is Le 
Z Zu Premier Pas ques don’ 
this ** Kick Coorg ”— 


pronounce 

published under the flag of Ad- 
miral Hopwoop anp Crew. How 
appropriately a Naval Demon- 
stration would come from 
this firm. and Trywry’s 
/2 band is in this Crew, we believe ; 
7 and, if the Crew were asked the 

4 






ff, ty ; 
4 Vi 
Ved Yip 
uestion and wouldn’t reply, then 


Ke there ’d certainly be a Mute- 
% 'Z . Tinney among them. 





- Hard upon H.R.H. 


_ Tue Old Temple Bar Memo- 
rial, it is now said, is only to be 
a column—nothing more —- with 
the Prince of Wags on the top 
of it. But why connect the Prince 
with Obstruction on a column. 





Secretary and the Juvenile 
— when caught in a new | 
ct, 





By our Double-First. | 


‘Tar “ Scholae Cancellarii” at 
Lincoln. “It is ,” said | 
the Bishop of Liycotn, while) 
expressing his sorrow for 
o at the Universities, ** to | 
supply the deficiencies by such 
institutions as the ‘‘ Scholae Can- | 
cellaru.” Literally translated, | 
these evidently are *‘ The Schools | 
for What ’s Cancelled” at Oxford 
and Cambridge. 


—¥ Surely, if this is so, His Royal 

a Highness will consider himself 
much columniated. The Turtle- 
Soupers will of course change 
the Prince’s mottoof ‘* Ich Dien!” 
to *“‘ Ich Dine!” 








Oxford Electors’ Chorus. 
Ou, my colour is so red, 
And my heart it is so blue! 
I’m a cheating | cove— 
1’ll be bribed by Two! 





a0 


4.4) 
\ 





4 


4 GARDWICH MAR, A Srartine Pornt —a pin’s, 


WiLL BE BB THE ONLY ONE LEFT To sRAKE Hanps with mIMsELF, | when sticking out of a young 
AND SAY TO HIMSELF, ‘ Em-2RAssez mor’? Lady’s girdle. (Yes; but when ?) 














THE ITALIAN 


(From your Military Correspondent.) 


Havrye at your special request, and at great inconvenience | Organi Grindieri, whom nothing 
the Military Manwuvres of Germany an u j 1 
France, I thought I might as well 2 down South, and see how the their uniforms, though gf rr are 


Dear Sie, 
to myself, at 
Army of Italy was ¥ 
| y progressing 


he and les Francais reached you, 
 SThere stands. 


to be depended upon. 


remain standing in it. This, for safety, I send by hand, and the 
edie an ince, as 


made of wood, and surmounted by a little white image. Each bat- 
talion has a distinguishing mark, some wearing, as an image, the 
portrait of the King, others a boy bearing a basket of —- and 
others a fac-simile of the Venus de Milo. Fine dashing men are these ; 
but for troops that are as steady as our own Guards, give me the 
will make move on. Indeed, for 
d | refusing to stir I give them the preference over our own Line; but 
; hon A — their — is, 
do trust that my reports of Die | without any exception, detestable. e amends are, however, 
but forei : are seldom | made by the bright little rivandieres who accompany the Grindieri— 

oma the mad generally | dark aa maidens, clad in the picturesque garb of Southern Italy. 

ittle 


Thad a 


MANCEUVRES. 


& post, 


“4 


flirtation with one, and her quaint answer, given in the 


will wait for an answer. Travelling , a8 befits your | rich mellow Lingua Toscana, so tickled =, that I must give it you. 
1 


Representative kostet sehr theuer, 
a iative heart— 


! your appreciative head, your 


and I 


5 


your head, | 1 had been admiring her eyes, and she replied, archly, “ Arrah, get 
= heart, | along wid ye! sure Foe ive fhiathering me.” Fine bold soldiers, too, 


and your strong right hand—please don’t cross it—to reimburse me | are the Cipaisis, the sight of —_ es 


at once. 


You have doubtless read accounts of these Mancuvres in the daily | men on the hottest day feel cold. 


look like blocks of tin standing on ) 
Of the minor corps I will not 


papers. From internal evidence, I don’t believe the writers of those | trouble you with an account. But, assuring you of the extreme 


six 
his , or, to be more accura 


on both heels, and 
is the niggardly disposition of Italians. The boy will wait fi 
answer 


I will not trouble you with the military details of the Mancu 


and affection in which I hold you, and reminding you that 


» regard 
Mancuvres, not the ely aideoed were | the boy will wait for an answer, 


Ho l’onore d’éssere di sua Signoria, 
L’umilissimo e divotissimo Servo, 
MarLBornoveH WELLINGTON. 


fe 
E 

is 
BR 


Ii giardino di Attonio, 
Ii montagne di Saffronio. 
[Our confidence in our Military Correspondent is somewhat shaken. We 
never got those letters from Germany or France. We pass over the military 
terms—they may be right. But Jmagieri, and the description of their 
helmets, remind us of the Italians who sell plaster images— 
us; the others are organ-grinders, and the Cipaisis are the sellers of 


Ese 


§ 
$ 





tly doubting your ability to . Buffice to sa 5 : We have looked for the address, but cannot find it. 
that the main body enfiladed on y= wing throwing out Working it + - the | oo man Ago ‘ee pom to the per ter am that it is 
wo bastions as the left, f into unes, permitted the ad-| « Hatton Garden, Saffron Hill”! We have been hoaxed. The boy may wait 
vanced ee make a i. hy ny T= = this for an answer, but he will be an anserous boy if he does.—Ep.} 
it was done Soooght ion from all The 


IDIOMATIC. 





the IJmagieri, so called from their head-dress, which consists| ‘‘ By the pow’rs!” has hitherto pom ¢ peetiecty ieih exclama- 


ike to our own Lancers’ head-gear, but much larger, | tion. Henceforth it will be adopted by the Tur 
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you like? Black Sea Fleet to anchor off Pera? Revolt in Roumelia? Massacre 
of Mussulmen in Macedonia ? 
Anything to oblige. 
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“BUT ALL HATH SUFFERED CHANGE.” 


The General (back from India after forty years’ absence). ** Dasa iT Ally Sie ! 
Your GRANDFATHER USED TO FIT MEK BETTER THAN YOU po! 





THE CRISIS IN THE EAST. 


From our own Special Correspondent, at present floating somewhere about the Adriatic 
on f beer-barrel. This he calls “* demonstrating,” and sa She ’s keeping up the dignity of 
Europe but we doubt it. However, his information can always be relied on as scrupulously 
correct. 

I wave the very best reasons to believe that the following telegrams and 
despatches, or something uncommonly like them, have recently between 
the Powers. For obvious reasons I suppress names ; and | need y say that 
I give this information under all possible reserve. 


The Sultan to United Europe.—Why this Demonstration? Do I deserve it? 
— the nasty thing away, and 1 ’ll do. everything you want, or rather ~—- 
hing that ay mee to me to be right, which of course is the same thing. 
oubt m 


rou —s promises, or my intentions ? 
Gl-dst-ne to bm B-sm-rck, y ie is monstrous! What are we to do 
we 


Prince B-sm-rck to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—Haven't the slightest idea. What do 


you propose ? 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Prince B-sm-rck.—Obviously three courses open to us. 
Blockade horus, bombard Constantinople, or—cave in. Former much the 
best. What do you say ? 

Prince B-sm-rck to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—Last much the best. No end of torpedoes 
in Besphores. set's have another Conference ! at do you say to Balloon 

Demonstration above Constantinople ? se padi for discovering North Pole. 

Mr, Gi-dst-ne to Prince B-sm-rck.—Can you be serious? ‘“* How ill grey 
hairs,” &. Let’s consult Austria. 

Baron H-ym-e to Prince B-sm-rck. — Quite in with you. Conference 


evidently the onl Nothing like talk when you don’ t want to act. 
bats in do ay Camere Lets consult France. 
: Hele to — pa — Oh, ans ask me P mye it 
sour own way. ’m going to pu my finger in t @ pie. What's e good 
ees France—poor, trodden, mutilated France? Besides, we’re 
ay watching Germany. Russia. 
rince G-rtch-k-ff bo Prince B-sm-rck.—Ready for anything. What would 


Combined attack by Roumania and Servia? 
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‘Pri B-sm-rck to Mr. Gi-dat-ne. —Hm! What do 
you think of Russian alacrity ? nw hy P 
Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Prince B-sm-rck.—Not a bit. The 
d by a good conscience—that ’s 
goed gods!” as I observed 
ht thing. 





At Bis pent, I’m sorry to ay, my bee -barrel floated 
away from the wires—I’d been tapping them, you un- 
derstand, but don’t mention this on any account—so must 
stop now. Hope to “ gather up the of my com- 
munication” very soon again. 





YE SCAVENGERS OF ENGLAND. 


And 

Where tho ckrargie reges all des 
e sae ong, 

here the struggle rages all day 


The Duke may wish yen farther, 


The question 
Bu py fae 
t prove his Grace’s 
And should he, by some chance, go 
Himself, he’d swear you're slow, 
As yo ovssp Caney Se bee 
et yt wy Dy UE 
re rages all day long, 
From King Street up to Bow! 


We boast we need no ate 
Our pee ts to keep ; 

Yet, if we wi to purchase plums, 
We do it—ankle deep ! 

And though we often, through the Times, 
Our i tion show 

The we while we roar, the loads still d taal 


and from 
And the le lasts the whole dny long, 
From King down to Bow 


Te jfirty sty Seago of Mudford 
meet —— kag 
0 ~ or use ve 
cA eae, 

wu e ven, 
fry 24, show 
Where 


and thank ~ ody Aen ive made a sweep 
From King Street up to Bow! 


Muprorp, K.G., 
AS HE OUGHT TO BE. 





4 Memsvane vy. Wanp.”—Lord Cotentper’s Genevieve 


in princi; Dramatic Authors 
have the em e remedy in their own ols, as they cnn erie 
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THE BEADLE! 
on, 
THE LATEST CHRONICLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 
BY 
ANTHONY DOLLOP. 


CHAPTER XIX. 
ConcLustoyw. 
wr tale is now done, and it only remains for us 













to our readers. 

The Archbi of Canterbury happening to 
visit the Westminster Vivarium one even- 
ing, saw Canon Matrix going 
some ‘ fixing on the 
hanging from the roof by a 
not wait to witness the lormance of 
Zazzeeuia flying Canon. He 
had seen quite enough for him ; and re- 


h 
ze, and 
. He did 


mem. :—** Canon Marrix last seen hang- 
ing on to a slack wire. No more rope. 
MaArrix suspended.” 

As for B Downrs, he 
was followed by hi i 


fl y his Grace at once wrote out the following 
IW) 
4 


he was unable to elude her 
vigilance. The scandal, how- 


jéster ; and partly owin 
to his wife’s influence, an 

— more to ~ nay 
ex wish to get this 
excellent ety. — of 
. ‘ F country, the Bishop accep 
a Chaplaincy on the Guinea Coast, where the fees are never less 
than one pound one. 

_ Mr. AnaBLe makes a capital Bishop, and MokLEeena appears de- 
lighted at being his wife. What her real sentiments on subject 
may be, it is impossible to ascertain, and, at the end of a novel, need- 
less to inquire. The sorrows, sins, and virtues of our heroes and 
heroines are your delight, my public! Nothing is so difficult as to 
finish well. “Tis true of a novelist’s work to say. 

“* Nothing in his work became him like the leaving of it.”’ 


And if some critic who can out this up will only cut this finish 
down, I shall be obliged to him. But I don’t see my way and s0, 
ha told you about most of my I will simply add that 
Mr. Stwony Sucpren still lives happily in the cath town, 
playing the imaginary Hebrew harp every night; that Sir Isaac 
ALLPHEEZE was never paid his bill in full, and often comes down to 
Small-Beerjester in the hopes of getting some of his fees, but at 
present, as the Aged Card-Sharpers still keep up their ice at 
the Jeremy Deedler’s Hospital, it is Sir Isaac who comes out of 

ket and out of spirits, 
eaving Mr. Srupver all the 
better for his visit. The 
OVEEWAYTESs goon much the 
same, and have a row every 
night. Once Dr. OvERwarrTE 
playfully pretended he was 
rehearsing the last Scene in 


WAYTE, jumping up quickly, 
brought the Pp ow down on 
his head with such a thump 
as made him sue for pardon, 
and promise never to try the 
same amusement i 

Of Mr. Jouw 





THE BEADLE OF SMALL-BEERJESTER. 


to pull the threads together, and say farewell | 


turning to the shades of Lam Palace, | 


ever, was too much for Small- | 








LE SPORTMAN. 
As sung by Alphonse with terrific applause at various English Country 


Houses. 
I peaRty love Britannique 
sport— 
J’aime beaucoup your 
crusty port ; 
Parfaitement 1 can stalk 
zee fox— 


I am first-rate to fist le 
e. 
I ont zee faisan, poach zee 
At steeplechase, I drive a 
pair ; ‘ 
I play zee crickets very 


And drink your portare- 

biere—pellel 1. 

O yesse! I climb your 
gay polo, 

I back your odds, quite 
comme il faut : 

So ‘mine your eye,” | 
say, ‘‘ ole chaps,” 


— | > : Ven I put on my handi- 


caps 

I am a yotman, brave you 
now, 

Your fourhand yot I often 


row ; 
I scull your tandem very 
quick, 
Your skiff I drive, just 
, like a brick. 
I paint zee badger, box zee cock— 
I ride zee ’ounds like one o’clock : 
I learn to reef zee shandy-gaff 
I love zee foaming aff-and-aff | 
O yesse! I shoot, I ride, I row 
I bawl out, ‘‘ Well pull! Tallio! 
O yoicks! Dis is zee time o’ day, 
No eel-taps! Bravoo! Ipp-ooray!!” 








ROD VY. QUOD. 


To the Rite Onnerable Sir Wir11am Harcourt, Secretairy of 
State for the Ome Department.—Onner’d Sir :— 


As the Parient of a uncommon wicious Child I am appy to say I 
fully approves of yee ideer of orderin wot yer 8 jewvenal 
offenders, insted of being Quodded, to be wel whipt by a Boby with 
a Birch Rodd. But I begs to state T don’t no ways appruve of the 
notion, weather you as that hallso in view or not, of infliction of a 
fine to be Levy’d by distress on the Goods of the unappy Parient. 
I ham quite agreable to anny amount of birchin as may be neces- 
sairy for to kepe my Orfspring Out of the Paths of Wice. But me 
to be fined for his jewvenal offences I say isn’t fair. Bein the Father 
of a evie disposed Sun I ain’t the same responsible as if I was the 
owner of a savidge Dorg. I can get rid of the Curr if I likes, but I 
can’t get rid of the Kidd, so the 2 don’t nohow.go upon all 4’s. Wen 
the Missus had twins, we was foced to keep both on ’em of which 
this here bad un is the surwivor wus luck, and her Faverit in course, 
but now it won’t be no use for her to think to bull the P 
man wot will be sentenced to charstize im for thievin or doin 
mischief. 

In course nobody won’t give anythink for a good-for-nothink Boy, 
but if you could put me —e eny way of getting im orf my Ands, 
you would wery much oblidge, Onner’d Sir, your most obegient 
umbel Sarvant to Comand wot they calls a ytaryian, and my 


name it is Sam Capmany. 
Muggins's Mews, Mickelmus Day. 


— —— - 





GUY'S HOSPITAL. 


Head Nurse—Miss-M t. ‘* Remember, remember the 
hog of November,” and difficulties be settled before. that 
te. 





@@ >To OCosamsronpants — The Bdtior does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or 


for Contributions, In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by 4 


Stamped and directed meciope thouwid be kept. 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
A Gresham Lecture. 


Ir is no secret that of late the City Institutions have been very 
roughly handled. The Com have been accused of spendin 
too much upon eating an , and too little upon technical | in 
education. It has been said ‘ae have squandered their enor- 
mous funds upon the most useless o cote; that, i 
utter! 

es, I attended a 
the corner of 


valueless. H in some to ve these h 
: oping agave te > dispro 


Basinghall a few nights since, I 
le in the hall of the Co’ ently impatientl 
seemed y ol to see me, = { 


me to the ery a tone 
me miss a ba of the Lecture to 

i I rushed up the well. 

by another Beadle. 

i pointed he 


—- 
of Gresham College it rejoiced in 
y-attired antes eas ~ 
ta Lectare a 


the of St. artin’s-lo-Grand, was| cannot 
by majority ty at he Briish Peblie te ca over- 
There were about twenty 

I entered in a solemn 


plethora of 

the theatre) was 
October er evening, 
not considered 

whelming a’ 


College cap was 

beside in In fact nothing | speee 

aa ve been more impressive than 

phat me? term his ‘‘ upper man.” It 

oaly just, waver, to pdmit that the 

eta was ghtly marred b a habit 

g his hands in the 

A fh 

It ma Meet a little h 

upon such 

— sat the Leo Soe ot baler with i r,t not the 
oe the stri ng with the c of his 
pepe -; AT the bearing of the learn tleman 

py. 8 ion of Yate in an atsncephere of “* Oh-anything-will- 
do-for-thie-bort-of-thing-dea't- ‘ou-know.” The ancient origin of 
the Institution was represented by the Academical costume, and the 
comfortable ‘little certainty ” by’ the dégagé attitude and the light- 


coloured trousers. 

The Lecturer was ad rather a mixed audience. There 
were two or three I lads with MS. books, more or less successfully 
a to take notes. One was very industri- 
ous, and I really was forced to wonder what he 
could be writing. The others were re and 
only grew excited when they got hold of a date. 

In the midst of these lads sat a very old man, 
whose education possibly may have been neglected. 
I a. Mme ” as, from moment of my 
y departure, es scribbled away as 
if his hte pm ded upon rving every 
llable that _ from the ee, his his instructor. 
e seemed to be making up for lost time with 
yt oy nth as if he could not die in peace until 
he had learned—something! There was a ca tora 
minded female in one corner, and a pretty I — irl in another, 
and a few uninteresting | were scantil over the back- 
ground. These last re of ther crowd of idlers who 
make it_a daily task to march ellington Barracks to St. 
James’s Palace to the martial strains of the Guards’ Band. : - not 
think that any one of them cared about Khetoric—particular ~ 

ont ane for ee audience, and now for the lecture. The offending 

removed, ed, the orator resumed the thread of his dis- 
aanns pee spoke in a low and melancholy = and cqpuesty 
had some difficulty (at times) in collecting his thoughts. 
ally he seemed to syeaking in Me deep. As I settled down into 
my seat, I understood him be iengatinn with “‘ Mr. Hattam” 
upon some point or other, ‘while he claimed for ‘‘ Honses of Malmes- 
bury” a high place in the literature of the Past. The subject, how- 
cunaenll' aa bee bam of capating Yea, king, he once 
confused the modern author with the ancient writer, calling the first 


me ee ee 


in fact, they are | stand 
umilia- 


The | tolerabi, 


red | The haran 





. “Mr. Honses of 
drank a glass of water. 


lain ‘‘ Hattam,” and the last, 
almesbury.” ae he paused, 
Having partaken of this slight refreshment, he continued with re- 
newed energy to talk about “what he had said last night.” But 
the “‘ spurt” was soon exhausted, and he quickly resumed what [| 
may term his ‘‘ trance” state. Once more he seemed to be lecturing 
sleep, making long pauses now and then, as if he had entirely 
tet what he was speaking about. I tried my best to under- 
him, and have reason to believe that he jumped from ‘“ Mr. 
Hoxsses of Malmesbury” to the — of the time of Henny rue 
sie tid oe — i peas hat disappointed y- | - by dis- 
missing reign wit no oratory of that epoch 
fe heen handed, down te him. He then came to Henry ture 
IGHTH our hopes of learning something “‘ really good” —_— 
again aroused. The more sanguine of us may have even expec 
t the Lecturer would now throw off his gy, pull Aer 
together, ae igs of white chalk upon the black 
board that stood inviti him. But, alas! it was not to 
He merel that he “should say nothing about the 
oratory of the ie of rice THe E1entn.” y he elected to be 
so sternly reticent, did not appear. Perhaps it oe because there 
were e8 t! We forgave him, however, the disappointment 
he had ca renee | because he had secured 7S 
tion. He so very bored and tired. 
Seale a task which he nobly intended to 
help to lecture for an od Probably in 
furtherance of this this design, he kindly i intimated that he was ing to 
read us a speech. “It is forcible. in style,” he observed, “ and 
intelligible.” He added, that it was delivered by Sir 
eyed Heer 9 to the “ oe ag * The crimes of the jor 3% 
6 con ‘were something like agrarian outrages.” en he 
paused, and corrected himself. He F ony not quite sure that this was 
exactly accurate; but, after all, the crimes of the Levellers had 
, | nothing to do with Rhetoric, and he would pursue the 
. | subject no further. 
It oceurred to me once or twice d the Lecture that the learned 
tleman was “not sure” tales and ra shrank 
continued :—** This 


wg my into S rdhe ge 
ong Eaves of 3 of Kent.” Then he paused, 


and aan a himeel was not strictly a speech, 
because it happened to be a Secale Still, it might have been 
spoken if any one had liked to read it aloud, when of course it would 
have been a speech ! 

Having settled this point to hie own satisfaction, he commenced. 

have been “* forcible” in style when originally 

addressed to Levellers, but on this occasion it certainly did not gain 
much by the estivery, The Lecturer read slowly on in « perfunctory 
manner—once ] his place, and “‘ trying ”—until he came 
the line, “‘ a marve' y tanned commonwealth.” Here he paused 
with an air of " stemph—he had caught a pun! He re- 
minded us that the “ speech or proelamation”’ had been addressed to 
the followers of a Tannen, and that here was an allusion to a 
‘* tanned Commonwealth.” The play upon words was as obvious as 
it was pleasing! Fora cena seemed to be inviting us to join 
him in a wild burst of almost delirious merriment, but no one 
laughed, and he almost immetieny relapsed into his normal air of 
melancholy. But I could not We ate 
ing that he was ‘‘a little hurt,” after 
reading two or three words more of the 
speech i _ a tone oF penance ———- 
ment, he o , ee, See 
“T need not continue th further. w 
As he ee mg Be: ‘to consider 
leisurely wha should do next, I 
seized the moeteany to turn round 
and regard the audience. Judgeof m 
horror and my shame when 
that there were slee present! As I 4 to recover from so 
severe a shock to all my better feelings, I noticed two of the 
audience making stealthily for the door ! 

They had scarcely Tyethered the Rate whee others quickly fol- 
lowed their example. from this that there was somethin 
going on o the iaform — % yy = a y causing geelonnd 
emotion. found the orator reading 
cae Toes ore at length discovered some- 
thing that exactly suited him. In a moment more the mystery was 
solved. ‘The Lecturer on er (with the assistance of Bishop 
nae was preaching a 

sl hurriedly left, the First Fact "Beadle, cheery to the last, informed 
ols “it was generally over by about seven.” But no, I would 
not stop—I had had od enous! I may be » but I cannot help 
fancying that quantity, rather o- uality, is the eee ug 
characteristic (in some instances) of Lectur 


= ey om ays 





Tae Reat Owe ve Covoenz.—The Debt on the Cathedral. 
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THE METROPOLITAN MINSTRELS. 
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AWAY Wye<— 
i —_S AY WON Cw es « 
First Common Councilman (sole)— While the Mud-Salad carts fall of odorous wares 
| Obstructionists dis is our plan, Keep in de middle ob de road. 
Keep in de middle ob de road. 
we Second Common iets (solo)— Chorus. 7 
From a Duke to a Common Councilman, So we'll block up de middle ob de road, 
Keep in de middle ob de road. So we’ll block up de middle ob de road, 
Duke of M-df-rd fool — Just find a good place, ‘ 
| With bars I'll block the ways from my Squares, And we’ll bar all de space 
: And make ’em all wild with “* No Thoroughfares,” Oh—right in de middle ob de road. 
¢ ———$——————— 
“Drink! Drink! Drink!” Hooray: Old Times Revived! 
A Conresrorpert signing himself “‘ Witrrip,” sends us the We’ . , . 
, : we e’re to have the Four Men in Armour at the Lord Mayor's 
following advertisement cut from the Standard :— Show this year. Why not have Real Knights? They’ve got ’em 
; p'so™ ANTA.—A Gentleman REQUIRES the LOAN of 5001., for |in the City. The Gallant Sir Mowcx-Town-Crerk, and the Magni- 
the extension of this good work. | fieent Sir Caantey! What ho! Narsan, Costumier, thou son of 
rg Isaac of York, bring out your reach-m wn armour, and your 
i Evidently an Anti-teetotal Crusade is afoot. A good deal in the ‘flat King John helmet!” Let the two warriors have the run of 
way of extending Dipsomania can be done for five hundred pounds. the gauntlets. Whatho! Within there! 
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THE RIGHTS OF AUTHORS, 
( Vide Correspondence in the Times.) 


Miss Gewrvikve Warp, of the Prince of Wales’ Theatre, 
eut out from the play Forget-me-not the character of Rose de 
Bressac, a widow, whom the Man considered useless, and 
the Authors essential. Lord CoLERipog gave judgment against 
Mesers. MenrtvaLe and Gove. 


Dip ye hear of the Widow Bressac, 
The sack 

She got, and she’s not been put back, 
Good lack ! 


Did Geyrvitve 
A small salary save 
By bidding the Widow Bressac 
To pack ? 
By omitting the Widow ont ? 


The Authors ae aad’ *- they might, 
» quite. 
With Genevitve they did Digit 
For right, 
But Cotznipes thou 
That they shouldn’t =. fought, 
That is, judging by Ais legal I light, ht 
righ 
He hoped ’twould be “‘ all ae at night. i 


Let law books remain on the shelf 
With delf, 
Each dramatist writing for pelf, 
Poor elf! 
To Miss WaRD can say, 
** If in want of a play, 
You may sit down and write it yourself, 
Yourself ! 
You may sit down and write it yourself!” 








Wanted, Immediately. 
Taxre is already in existence a ‘Society for the | 
of f the Irish Language.” Might we - 7 
gest the fae formation of another ‘‘ Society ’’—for the 
the Irish Landlord ? 








ADDING INSULT TO INJURY. 


‘* MaMMA, ISN'T IT VERY WICKED TO DO BEHIND one’s Back WHAT OXE 


WOULDN'T DO BEFORE ONnE's Face?” 


A Prvt.—So the Cesarewitch has been won by Mr. 
a Very appropriate, in the (second) Old October 


** CegTaInLy, Errie!”’ 
“ Wet, Bany sir my Fovezr waren I was LOOKING ANOTHER Way !”’ 








THE COMPLETE LETTER-WRITER. 


(Containing specimens of Letters suitable for all possible or 
impossible Occasions.) 


By Jonun Rusxry, Esa. 
A few extracts are subjoined :— 


To the Secretary of a Working Man’s Constitutional Association. 
on being requested to become President of the same. 


My Dear Sr, 

was I politely inquire of yas what, in the Devil’s name, you 
by Fe ing youn a “Wi Man’s Constitutional Asso- 
ciation ” You are oat ro as such have no more to do 
with the Constitution—of w working men by the bye, T. C. and myself a are 

guardians and supporters eft in road Eng 
opaiiie myself—than you have to do with the fine old sport of 
bear-baiting. J am a Constitutionalist, and the best of the lot ; but, 
dash my buttons, if I see what right ne an to put yourself on a 
th me and T.C. Read m = If you say you can’t 
em, I LA, remind you ‘that by abstaining for five 
and tobacco, you will be quite able 
ae you goon ig at 


y im cap eo ope k falls b 
sy eee By ny dy AR he it'l 
y say mind must be as defective as that of those 
peer ervaturen G24 pstong and Disrarii. Ten thousand demons! 
Wet eedoniend ont But I will be quite calm, and subscribe myself 


Yours most faithfully, 





To the President of a Conservative Club, on being asked to stand as 
a Parliamentary Candidate "for a Borough. 


My pear Srp, 

Wuo the deuce are ey a, passing over that 
question for the present, I be; bo cumene pant that you have about as 
much right to ask me to as you have to make 
the same request of the Princo of Darkness himself. But I will 
stand, and you can consider your ayy little hole-and-corner 
borough honoured by my consenting to represent it. Mind, if I 
don’t get in, I’ll bring down a Commission, and disfranchise the 
place. You are far too corrupt to deserve a tative; but if 
you return me triumphantly, why—deuce take it !—I’ll say no more 
about that. 

N.B.—Not more than £30 a head for watching poles. That -= 
to bring me in at the Aead of the poll. Do you see the 


stupid f Yours devotedly, 


On being mvited to accept the Freedom of a City. 


Mr ~~ Ma. Mayor, ' 
JoNFOUND your impertinence 
way, was quite a gentleman—is modest 
with your entirely dastardly im 
freedom of your City! Let me 
too free in making such a request. 
ed for two characteristics—unbl 
ae ae artistic imbecility. Besides w 
sonally believe in the Sey ps pseudo-science 
Economy. Political poeaene, ee indeed !—Political Lunacy, Political 
Suicide, Political Death ; ! Take oe and your city and 
Io freedom away. Pack yourselves all off to the only place fit 
oy Ca See 2 believe me to 


Always affectionately and cordially yours, 


Beelzebub—who, nae Ss 
unassumin 
Ask me fo tale the 
ou I = you a doosid deal 
our city has always been dis- 
mercantile 
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WILLS'S MIXTURE; OR, ALL IN THE DOWNS. 
(At the St. James's.) 


Wits’s Mixtare is not The Messrs. Hane and Kenpar 
wanted a new version of Dovetas J ay old play, and they 
— the LK the deed. _ he oa has re- by but 

as not sue in giving the public a povenslenaey os in 
the new drama. Mindful of the success of Okria, Mr. WILts was 
very naturally selected by the late manager of the —— . — 
for similar work, under similar conditions ; but P 
undoubtedly is, he is no more a practical 
of The Falcon, and rather less of a humorist than the Laureate. 

whose rollicking fun fun and poate yr — in the 
ie ll” were the theme of universal admiration. 
than it is, and its fate would have been sealed within a week, 
= spite of the hy of a first- 
mental sobs ~~; evidently influenced essional criticism. Why 
will not critics determine to avoid a night, when, at certain 
chest } 1d events, it is absolutely impossible to form an un- 
1 ent ? 

The First Act is dull; and even the touching episode of old Doms 
Green asking after her dead son is only one snivel more, 
unnecessary, as having no bearing whatever on the fortunes the 
piece, and, therefore, a blot—unless— heavens! it has just 
struck us—this Layo was intended by Mr. WILts as “‘ the relief!” 
Where an ordinary dramatist brings in the laugh, Mr. Writs finds 
relief in tears, But the snivels are fully discounted in the opening ; 
after the Green episode, the fountains dry up 

Never, emphatically never, has Mrs. Rewset been seen to greater 
advantage. She is the We Wi of Susan, black-eye’d, or blue- 
eye’d, the honest sailor's wife Without gush, without » 
without even her little mannerism of a jerky walk F (hich must have 
been born of high heels and put off with them), she is the realisation 
of the Tar’s sweetheart, the heroine of all nautical ballads from 
Drepry down to the author of thee ly ee ” Bhe looks the embodi- 
ment—the full embodiment, too—of all that is 
In her last two scenes she is admirable, not a gesture too much 
not a tone wrong, not a note all true to nature, all the 
<-> of the art of domestic rama. ‘ 

er in the last scene is a mistake, because so evidently 
a. in for the sake of “Going something”’ in a situation where 
literally nothing remains to be done, where the less said the better, 
and ggg ~ — py + be ht seid’ Habe it v- 
possible t seems as e managers i ! 
we've laid out so much on this scene, and made it such a perfect 
model of an old man-of-war, it’s a it to chuck it away in two 
minutes, before the audience have time to look I 

it. But what can we do? Mat Ta have a dan 

°° o— Pe eealihen ’s have a 
Now, Mr. 7 y Reanote pages. graven 
And so down much as his 
namesake did in Sin Tuacrenar's when he 
begged iteously—** me say my Cate- 
chism, which my poor mother taught to me!” 

Mr. Kewpat is dressed as a sailor, but looks 

ey Aye a - gentleman. He is a Junior Lord 
. Admiralty in disguise. He is the ideal of 
the Wilham of romance—a rs or 
AHrrou mw rae perfect Lat by the jp of the Tar’s wife, 

Navuticat Daama. the i 

n”’—in fact, taken do odie eof one of his own mesma 

e dances and sings “like a Angel.” is dancing, too, is so 
evidently the result of lessons at a e.. a quarter when 
was a boy, and his style of singing shows that he 
half-hours with the best masters, a, & all probability 
at the Opera. The song itself is 
drawing-room song, and ought to oe 
a young lady at a piano to accom- 
pany it. Did William wear a beard 
in Netson’s time? And such a very 
little pigtail? Why, William's minia- 
ture pigtail must have come from a 
very little pig indeed—the wee pig that 
“wouldn't go to market””—but it can 

glasses. 


b: 








one. We are 
to take our own view of what that unconscious humorist, Mr.W ah | 
meant by introducing the Admiral to decorate Wiliam with an ol 
bronze medal which he has had by him for years, and which he 


above-menti 
One whit less well 


-| Pigeon of the first loos” Old Cronies in 


hasn’t been able to > ee rid a onthe till now. We fancy that the 
nameless Admiral is onl The Admiral,” like the title of 
a song, in the bills—merely "made the twopenny-halfpenny old 
medal a cunning excuse for coming on shore to see Susan, of. whose 
beauty he had heard so much from 
the sailors and Captain Crosstree. The 
old sl hago Sy 4 Admiral Sly- 


boots ? — seizes opportunity 
of squeezing Suson’ 8 iret ing care 
to allay any icion by intimating 


that there is a Mrs. Admiral at home 
who has her eye on him. Old Slyboots 
evidently doesn’t believe in domestic 

ppiness own experience, 
and can’t understand William’s pre- 
ference for remaining at home to going 
te sea. Hewouldn’t—no, not for worlds, 

He gives us to understand that when 
Mrs. Admiral, with tears in her eyes, begs him to - he on shore, he 
buttons up his coat, claps his cornered hat ¢ arm y on his head 
and exclaims, “No—I must go—England expects &c., &e.,” and 
he is off, leaving Mrs. Admiral with a cheque for the next 
te | month’s expenses, and promising to write to her from Gibraltar. 

Mr. Banwes’s Captain Crosstree is decidedly good for such a 
brutal character. Mr. Writs takes care to impress us with the fact 
that the Captain’s passion has been bubbling up for three years, and 
now in two Talnntes it boils over—and there ’s an end of him till the 
last Scene, when, with two very evident dabs 
of powder on his cheeks to represent a state 
of convalescence, he rushes on deck, and de- 
livers the stolen letter and Wiliam at the 
same time. 

The villain 7ruck (who is Hatchett and 
Raker and Doggrass—three single villains 
rolled into one), oe ig pares by 
Mr. Wrenmay, is, Captain 





“Navat Demonsrration.” 


another dress, retaining the same mannerisms 
with a spice of villainy and an unconscious 
imitation of Mr. Joun Ryrper’s peculiar ac- 
tion with his right hand. A very impc t 
imperso in the piece is Susan’s to 


oom we have ¢ alluded above— K 
“ And the youngest he was little Billee,” 


whose appearance in the first Scene is strong’ gly Sewane Sema Re. 
cugpeetive of what Master Bardelil, in Pickwick, might have been 

he joined some nautical Garibaldians, and been treated to a red 
shirt. ‘The back view of little Billee becomes a trifle monotonous. 
Only once we were permitted to see the cherub’s full face. Susan 
has brought that boy up admirably ; and his discretion during the 
interview was wonderful for his years. 

There is a trifle too much of Rule Britannia in the music, and 
it must have been a very queer sort of day when Messrs. Gorpon 
and Harrorp painted their heyy fe tha view of the sea from “‘ A Common 

ty as the . seem, ering pastags t Raving 

a very rough time of ‘it overnight, appears to 

be dreadfully upset, and inclined to take an up- 

hill course in the direction of the stage left. Per- 
nape & the cloth was not correctly hung ba j— ~ 

y how the two artists toge’ 

beheld it. Phenomenal of course ; con "the Ben wad 
should have been described as “Un-common near 





Deal.” Perhaps it isn’t Deal a at all, but I-deal. 
& One last word about Little Billee. When his 
Q father and mother have sent him out of the cock- 
v pit, and he makes a dignified exit in the care of 





“ Nor perone True the re Lieutenant, there is heard, immediately 
Bor.” after his disappearance, a tremendous ex plosion. 
1! The of the ancient weasels nothing to it! * What 
is it?” asks startled audience,—and a Sines pase 
round the stalls, “It’s the Boy!” “the Boy!” Boy!” ker on 
—~ their breath, shudderingly. ‘“ Y is the very natural 


yo =) ie hw ean in the rev, ane blown up by. the 
miral.”” He oan 9 ow in disguise. Sym- 
pathy for the untimely end of Little Billee behind the sotnes distracts 


attention from the sorrows ma Wiliam as Sapp Susan in the cockpit, 
and were an snet Ges he Pay segeease oe amicable terms with the 
Admiral in the last scene, no a would ever go home satisfied. 
By the way, what becomes of the villain 7ruck? Perhaps he be- 
comes Captain Crosstree’s butler. Nobody knows—and nobody cares. 





Tue “ Heatre Crarevorayts.”—On the of this 
a very superior person observed, “* Healing Bosh! It’s more 





case, 
like ’Anwell.” He was right. 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 
VIL.—Tue Merry Youre Warer-Grat. 
Arr—Obvious. 
I warrep last Monday at Medmenham Ferry, well— 
Anxious for some one to a ny o'er: 
‘a e man was at dinner, and I 
] could tell very well 
He would not return fo an 
hour or more. 
So I sat me down and smoked 


80 steadily. 
What should I do?—Icould 


not tell readily. 
A maiden rowed by who had 





But only to think, as I pondered there wearily, 
And gazed at the Abbey, and 4 


thought it a bo 
She leant on her seulls, and she coor 
offered most cheerily 


charming an air 
Teed testhewel hear cauiiie wits qnch netiuass end came, 
This Water-Girl was so delightfully fair ! 
For once I’m in luck—there is not the least doubt of it! 
80 soon 
The skiff’s the shore, and 
fadowky toh out oft 
And wish the fair damsel “ 
afternoon.” 


good 
I raise my hat. and she looks 
80 ! 
I thank her much, and de- 








part unwillingly! 
She smiles, and she ripples her 
soft sunny hair ; 
This Water-Girl was so surpassingly fair ! 


SS 


And leaves a heart broken beyond 





THE SOCIAL SCIENCE CONGRESS. 
(From our Edinburgh Correspondent.) 


In the Fine Arts Section Mr. Doopix read a Paper on Hearthstones 
as materials for Public Buil Mr. Doone said that when they 


looked around and saw the , begrimed condition of London 


Mr. Noopie wanted to know how he was to look around in Edin- 
h and see the London houses. _ 
. Doone said he wrote his paper in London. 

Mr. Noopte apologised. ; rs 
Mr. Doopxe continued, that when they saw the dirty condition 
London they must come to the conclusion that brieks and 
marble and granite were quite unsuited to London air. London was 

Vv irty. Look at the 
. Fooprx had looked at the blacks. He had seen them at the 
Aquarium throwing is, and he quite agreed with his honour- 
able friend, Mr. Doopix, that if they got throwing their assegais at 
public buildings, the blacks would be very destructive. 
Mr. Doopix said his friend had misunderstood him. He meant 
eee Bt ome 2 eee 7 
Mr. Pooptz said that if a black came on his nose, he would knock 
him down, i or no 
Mr. Doopre didn’t mean either. He meant things that came 
down from the sky. , 
Mr. Foopie that if his friend had said balloons at once, 
a lot of time. 
his hearers to think of blacks that came out 
nose. 
7 true. A black fell on his nose the 
other day in Regent Street just when he was passing a very pretty girl. 
Mrs. to hear it. 





Mr. Doopix asked to be allowed to 
hearthstones were the embodiment of 


Be 
ff 


E 
: 


a| ever, it would be more to the 


Mr. Doozey wanted to know had become of Mr. Boozer. 

Mr. Boozey was understood to say that whenever he wanted to 
do full justice to the reading of a Paper, he always lay under the 
table. Would any gentleman sing a song ? 

Mr, Loozey volunteered, and the meeting hastily broke up. 


In the Fiddle-Faddle Section, Mr. Jomvzr read a paper on London 
Fogs. The reader said that it was impossible to overrate the evils 
which these November visitors t to the Metropolis. He him 
self lived in the country, and the 
he went to London were enormous, 

Rr... Borwer wondered why Mr. Jonrer didn’t stop in the country, 
en. 

Mr. Jonver said that London Fogs were extending to the country, 
that they had reached as far as . 

Mr. Cormvzr would take the liberty of sa’ * Walker!” 

Mr. Jormwer said that Mr. Comzr t_ add “* Hookey” if he 
liked, but it would have no effect on him. The fact was undeniable 
that hundreds of aged persons had been killed last winter simply 
through fog. Now, wasn’t that a fearful thing? 

Mr. Morwen, having lost a grand-aunt, from whom he had in- 
ae property, last winter, implied that he didn’t think it was a 


Mr. Jorwer said the remedy was in Londoners’ own hands. He 


of] should propose a heavy tax on fire-places, and the substitution of 


gas-stoves. 
Mr. Corwen said he would never give up his fire-place, and he 
a ag A pone + RS gau-stove, and everythin 
r. MormvgR remem a g 
cooked on it tasted of until luekily the beastly thing blew up. 
Mr. Louvgr also remem having tried a stove ; only owing 
» a Lege of confidence between himself and Company, they cut 
e gas off. 
Mr. Borwer said that as all persons with taste were now abandon- 


ing b ae eneng wax, eaaceey © Wine Bases likely that they 
ould exnsent poisoned by stoves. d 


Mr. Power thought if a few directors of gas companies were hung, 
it would do some good. 


friend, Mr. Jonrer, that no 
one could be in a greater fog than he was at that moment. 
The meeting then broke up angrily. 





‘‘Tmovem Lost to Sirs to Memony Dean.”—Temple Bar! 
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AT BULLONG. 


Mr. Pelleville (who likes to air his French besore his friends). 
Fair Perfumer, “O yes, Sane! VE HAVE ALL z@ Excuse Suewis!” 


* Avvyvoo LA Parromg pu—rr—pv Jocxgy-Cius!” 











A FEW LETTERS. 


1. H—n M—e to G——e W—d.—Got a splendid piece for 
| you, one of the best even J ever wrote, and you know what that is. 
| You are the wife of a Colonel of Hussars, and a Bi is madly in 
| love with you and would persuade you to elope, but for the timely 
| warning of a pious Bargee. Safe to be a hit. 
| &2@G e W——d to H——n M—-e.—First-rate idea. Send it 

along. 
3. H——n M——e to G—-e W——d.—How’s the piece going ? 
Grand ” 

4. G—e W—d to H—n M—e.—Superb business. There’s 
millions in it! 

5. H—n M—e to G 














| 
e W——d.—How’s it going now ? 

| 6. G——e W—d to H—n M——e.—Better than ever. We 
| have cut out the Bishop and the Bargee and the Colonel of Hussars. 
| No end of salaries saved. It’s going splendid. 

7. H—n M——e to G——e W——d.—You just put the Bishop | 

| and the Bargee and the Colonel of Hussars back again. You ‘ve | 
spoilt the piece. 

| 8. G——e W—d to H—n M——e.—Shan't put them back. 
The audiences say they prefer the piece without the Bishop and the 
Bargee and the Colonel of Hussars. 

9. H—n M——e to G——e W——d.— What! are the audiences 
so sunk and degraded that they have not torn the house down at the 
vmission of those splendid characters of mine? I'll go to law and 

| write to the 7imes. 
[ Does, and doesn’t seem to get very much by either proceeding. 
But—ha! ha! “a time whee come! Geneviive, be- 
!” Ezit to Write. 

















A Sirver Mve ry tae Sxy.—The face of the Moon. 


THE NEW {COLONY. 


’Trs a scheme that is truly gigantic 
Tom Hvueurs has just started, for he 
Is now taking across the Atlantic, 
To settle in far Tennessee— 
A new colony, people by dozens— 
Male settlers the young and the old 
With their wives and their sisters and cousins, 
Are all gathered into the fold. 


They ’re to sow on the fair mountain ranges, 
To reap, and to trade in the mart, 
While through all Fortune’s troublesome changes 
They ’re still to be English at heart. 
Quoth the wily American, *‘ Thank’e, 
Though now of Old ~~ 1% you ’re types, 
In a very few years you ll be Yankee, 
And swear by the Stars and the Stripes!” 





Grievous Want at Guy’s. 


From a letter, penned by Mr. R. Crementr Lucas, Assistant 
Sargeon to Guy’s Hospital, it appears that the Management Com- 
mittee of that institution does not include even one medical prac- 
titioner! Such a Hospital Committee exhibits a pretty close 
resemblance to a Bo of Admiralty, once possible, consisting 
exclusively of landsmen, who, in their official capacity, must be 
necessarily often at sea. A Committee charged with manage- 
ment of a Hospital ought to be in some measure capable of under- 
standing matters of medicine and surgery; but how can it, when 
it does not comprehend a Doctor ? 








Morro ror rue Dcxe or M-pr-np (a propos of the barriers on 
the Mudfurdbury Estate).—** Bars magna fui.” 
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“A DANIEL COME TO JUDGMENT!” 


Suave or O’Connwett. “‘ EVERY MAN WHO IS GUILTY OF THE SLIGHTEST BREACH OF THE LAW IS AN 
FNEMY TO IRELAND. NO POLITICAL REFORM IS WORTH THE SHEDDING OF ONE DROP OF 
BLOOD.” (See Justin M‘Cantuy’s History.) 
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OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION. 
Exciting Scene in Court! Examination of a Sheriff! ! 

Our Commissioner. You I believe, a Sheriff of London ? 

Sheriff. I am a whole of London, and half a Sheriff for Middlesex. 

Our Commissioner. Good gracious me, how ’s that ? 

Sheriff. I must sages you to ask my Under-Sheriff; he isa lawyer, and 
bears me answers all bothering questions, and takes all my fees, 
and keeps ’em for his trouble. 

Our Commissioner, Are your fees of large amoun 

Sheriff. Somew! here about a “ thou” more or LS a 
the suljest, and I don’t believe any Sheriff ever is. 

r Commissioner. Have you any salary ? 

Shor Yes, the allows me about £300 a year, some of the items 

ing rather curious. For instance, the Common Council in the time of Purr 
and ty kindly gran ted the Sheriffs of that day 20s, which amount we 
still receive. In 1577 £77 they ted for Wax, Herrings, and £5 68, 8d. 
I don’t use wax myself, 1 don’t like herrings or sturgeon, but I receive my 


half of the £5 6s. 8d, 
Our Anything further of a curious 


att Commissioner. What strange items! 
1n 
Sheriff. Yes, I am also kindly presented with some very handsome Fire 

Buckets, which, I believe, are pare Bw to enable me to extinguish any fire thet 
might be accidentally caused, shortly of m pores home from one of the 
many sumptuous repasts I have to attend offi 

r Commissioner. What paternal care the City Fathers soom to display 
woe you. Anything further 

Yes Serer tate Stata pe feo Lenten 

Briden sauthnn id ental on ridge now, 

Our Commissioner, Yes, quite so. Very natural, further ? 
Sheriff. Well, php tL becoming,— 
pom to a srallow 8 great con pl green fat with my turtle. 1 ride ina 

waited on by domestics arrayed more 
forgery than ia thse of "Toya ite iteclf, lam allowed to address the House of 
I go to Court, attend State Balls and 
and have always before me the possibility of a Knigh thood. 
ay what are your principal duties / 
you i 7 more in detail ? 
Whenever and wherever the Lord Mayor dines, there I 
a goes, there I go; whatever the Lord ai says, I 
short 1 am the Mayor’s shadow. ‘* We come 
” TI emerge from obscurity into the brilliant sunshine of 
Corporation life. I bask in that sunshine for twelve short months, and I then 
return into the obscurity from which I emerged, I trust, a wiser and a better 


man. 
Our 7 ot Never mind the rest. Very instructive. 


retire, Mr. §) 


You may 





THE WAGS OF WATERLOO. 


a... London and South-Western is usually esteemed a ‘‘ safe” railway, both 
as regards its dividends and its exemption from accidents—the Nine-Elms 
notwithstanding. Nevertheless, the Directors of this Company may 
i ustly be considered as holdi Lp peedhge egy ney SA 
he mention of a few of the witticisms expended upon the traveller by them will 
indubitably confirm this assertion :— 
_ 1, The Waterloo Station is so constructed that no voyager of ordinary 
intelligence can determine the precise point of his d ure. With rare 
humour the Directors have so arranged the various lads ‘orms that it is quite 
possible to be at Waterloo and yet to be some hund of yards away — = 
spot whence any particular train will start. A oraftily-devised, med —— < 
barriers, bridges, ways, and iron ways ee oe ee aze 
the stranger in the Waterloo 
‘or pontine is to propitiate one of the 
loss to determine the right 
m, Beveral of ‘ooularity the Directors 
of these resting-places 


ba Manage ng may As ms himself economically 
odours. TTae ally of the Seas’ cnt arefailee it may be 
y adorned with the announcements of other panies. 
xplorer will discover guns % few time-bills of the pated and South- 


nooks and corners. rom the Loop “tine 4 eve wae ase} The 


in 


munism. is ve 
cir f Ladies 
ject 
in a oo : caring, and st bara ane 
wi t the unnecessary or a estern 
Directors their és humorously treat 

waienthioninna 
3. It is evident that the Directors must be t rabbit- 
fanciers, for the number of hutches over oe 
PA is enormous, a only by sypemanee Bet a 

veller can appreciate  irrepreesible 

when he finds out that 


of the South-Western 
these hutches are not for ite, but for human 

and that they are technically wn as “* Country 
— Most of ‘them are adorned with B pin but every 
one a pigeon- or reception o customary 
tribute. A wait in any of the South-Western 
hutches is A the most cameening jeste which any 
Company of Practical Jokers could practise. However, 
Christmas is co so Clowns in want of a few comic 
scenes would do "to o visit this rare field of Waterloo. 





THE BREWERS AT ISLINGTON, 


A Brewers’ Exhibition, one would think, 
Should be a show iar to the Trade, 

Chiefly of every sort and kind of drink 
From malt and hops through fermentation made ; 

Beer under all its forms, of local 

Or popular by individual name. 


Burton and Kennet, Welsh and Scottish ales ; 
Barclay and Perkins’s Entire—the best 

Which they and firms whom space to mention fails 
Brew likewise— Hanbury, and the rest, 

Merchants of porter, heavy wet and stout, 

Aloft the sky whose tavern-legends flout : 


Materials used in brewing too; those twain 
In making genuine beer employed alone. 
None of your shams; no produce of the cane, 
. - quassia, b true —_— Brewers apes. - 
fi) no save pepemente of pure ’ 
Sound, unadultersted, and sincere ’ 


Matele and plone of *‘ Plant” yor might expect, 
mops 


In —- 


fame, 


gear, 
a\ det all thas good thet — Sesbiog beer ! 
And corvell os or moulded forms of Brewers’ men, 


Go Deegan Sanat Be oomake ong, 
aad ts Hoe ig Browerm tothe U Ten 
The 


‘or ws Brewer rm, belong ; 
ive Brewers, 
The lone in Britannia’s all 
But who, at any Brewers’ Exhibition, 
Could ever have expected to : 
All manner of beverages in competition, 
As non-intoxicants, with Brewers’ beer, 
Such as of late may have been viewed, on call, 
In Islington, at Agriculture’s H 
Onn, Brewers have taken Tem mapsnae Dyas tv 
to suit taste of such 


Ged folk as those malt liquor that eschew, 


And te Bae Come, Sas) ie 8 Sree See wack 
ds wall as bone do breweries 








A “ Retrevine Orvicern.”—General Roserts. 
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THE KURDS IN PERSIA. 


Or course . Y has epee to 
everyone—at events, we have 
received a bushel of jokes on the 
same subject, more or less ok- 
kurdly expressed—namely, that, 
coord ing to latest advices, *‘ the 
Persians are giving whey to the 
Kurds.” Also, “ What is the 


among the Kurds ?— Whey!” as 
** The Kurds ought to mend their 
wheys,” is ano’ favourite one. | 
We have also received two 
hundred and fifty plays on the 
words “whey” and “ weigh” 


Pepiet to the same subject. | 
. e Kurds,” writes another 
esteemed correspondent, “‘ are a 
hurd in hoping they ll be speedily 
urd in " i 
con-kurd. o—no more to-day, 
Baker — take them away — we 
have only re-kurded the fact, 
and so make our kurdsey, draw 
the kurdin, and retire ac-kurd- 
ingly, for what can’t be kurd, 
&c., &e. Avaunt! 





r 


a 
. 
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Our Own Patent. 


New Invention to assist the | 
present Ballot-Box System, which | 
will record the vote and take a 
portrait of the Voter. Albums 
of Votographs will thus be kept 


Aypeane 


i 
My 


| 


| 
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WHO’S GRIFFIN ? 


Tue Bronze Griffin which is to 
surmount Temple Bar Memorial 
was last Wednesday fixed in 
position. The 2 P. M. Gazette 
adds, ‘It has been executed by 
Mr. C. Bracu, A.R.A.”  Exe- 
cuted! Serve it right. We saw 
the scaffold, and poor thing 
was covered u the execu- 
tion, of course. The Griffin is a 
fabulous ani and cost a fabu- 
lous price. This is the first ap- 
plication of Bracu to a juvenile 
offender. Alas! poor Griffin! 
(Since the above was in type, 
our ran round and in- 
forms us that the Griffin is still 
> there. Im ible! What! after 
execution It must be his 
double !] 


A Nod’s as Good as a Wink. 


Crry of London School. First 
stone laid last Thursday. Mr. 
Watrorp, Chairman of the Com- 
mittee, stated that ‘‘the School 
originated from the gift of Jonwn 
Carpenter, Town Clerk of the 

— City about 1442.” Hallo! Sir 
== — | Jonny, Town Clerk of 1880, here’s 
= a chance of immortalising your- 
self now. Why not do likewise— 
and then apply for another ~ 
per cent. rise of salary, eh? (No 
commission on this suggestion.) 





} 








nother for negatives, toe ¥ “7... 
or negatives. oto- 

ic tus uce BARON HENRY 'DE WORMS. APPROPRIATE ADDITION TO THE 
an exact fac-simile of Ayes 7 ° : Crry Anms.—A (Temple) Bar 





and Noes of every Voter. 


Barr ror Balt; GR, THE RIGHT MAN IN THE EIGHT PLACE, 


Sinister ! 














THE SOCIETY FOR THE EXTERMINATION OF 
MUSIC AND DANCING, 


Tuts Society held its one hundred and thirtieth Annual Meeting 
Soo pustianay ef Copein Santa. whe wns suggested to! Neder 
presi ORLEY, was y Major 
Lyon, Mr. Suarre, and about fifty out of four hundred other Med- 
dievex Magistrates. The i of the four millions of 
Londoners appeared with becoming humility before this August, or 
rather October, assembly, and asked meekly for permission to occa- 
sionally sing a song, or play upon the flute, or dance a dance, or 
— others dancing. " a . lied 
e Society, not being quite clear as to whether its powers appli 
to’ the public as dancers, or the public as witnesses of dancing, 
wisely fenced with that part of Se Gene, Ds Cnensocens 





scruple to every entertainment. This last idea was received with 

enthusiasm ; but no suggestion was made as to who was to pay 
or the Soldier. e Press were ordered to take notice of the idea, 
and we obey the order. 

After a fruitless attempt to get the Royal Aquarium into hot 
water, and to prove that the only thing fishy about it is its manage- 
ment, the were given another year’s grace; but the 
fown Hall of Shoreditch was warned that it had committed a 
crime by ing the Stabat Mater to be played on an Ash Wed- 
nesday. When it was pointed out that the Meddlevex Magistrates 
had no power to bar such a performance, or any performance, on 
that particular day, Mr. Saanpz, who is as as vinegar 
a to indicate that the will of the Magistrates was above all 

w— 

You mustn’t do sich 
Near the bells of Shoreditch, 


though you may do it at the Albert Hall, and on the Surrey side of 
water. 

After a - of dozen mate | —— ned ilnafkonsiste -e Hnsnee 

”—the new of t essio! i icence 
was refused to the Tresedore Café, and a chance lost of partly 
clearing the top of the Gaymarket. Such is the difference between 
coffee and café. Evamns’s was once more res to life after a 
year’s trance, but the owner was not to have the privilege ac- 
corded to the late Paddy Green of entertaining duchesses unawares. 
It is now to be a strictly monastic institution. 

Having inflicted as much inconvenience as possible on the public, 
the Meddlevex Magistrates adjourned for a year. The beauty of 
Gite Licensing Eyota bs Gat & cay wane is Sone it cannot be 
remedied for a twelvemonth. On other hand, if any licensee 
abuses his licence, he cannot be punished for atwelvemonth. The 
Act of Parliament (25 Geo. Il. cap. 36), having been jane about 
1750, is admirably suited, of course, to the wants of 1880. '- 

Will these Meddlevex Magistrates meet again next October n- 

i y. Will it take twenty years’ agitation, a riot, and the 
magne ap hundred Shomset poe Se Westenionies be gohend of Oe 
societ ut our Licensing System i 
i ?  Probebl . The ancient Assyrians worshipped the Bull, and 

nations have adored a variety of animals. In England we 
worship the Jackass. 
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“LISTENERS NEVER HEAR,” &ec. 


Old Chickory (of Crutched Friars) had lownged into the Garden with his cigar. He was on a visit to his brother-in-law, and had been potting 
about his Preserves for a day or two with the Keeper—(the Squire wouldn’t go), He hears voices rownd the corner—it was 


William (talking to his Master). ‘‘ Wa GOT ON BETTER TO-DAY, Sir. Bur a Caoxe-Bore AIn’r NO USE TO HE—HE WANT A GUN 


AS’LL COVER A WHOLE Bary, Siz, HE Do!” 


[The Alderman returns to London at the end of the Month, a wiser if not a better shot | 














THE CLOCK AND THE DRAGON. 
A Dialogue in Fleet Street. 


Clock (expressing as much astonishment as a blank countenance Dragon. 


is capable of ). Hillo! why, who are you ? 
Drago Oh! I’m a Dragon. 
Clock, "teh t ! didn’t twig you with that canvas bag on. 
Who stuck you there ? 
Dragon, Those City sumphs. 
Clock. How funny ! 
Drage, Ah! and I cost a jolly lot of money. 
Clock. What are you going to do ? 
Dragon. Why, stand and ramp, 
Ex to London soot, and mud, and damp, 
Till dirtier than my types in ancient time, 
Who fought and wallowed in primeval slime. 
Clock, Disgusting destiny! As bad as mine is. 
Dragon. Ah! I was going to ask you what your line is. 
Clock. Ah, I’m a clock. 
Dragon. The deuce you are! How curious! 
oe we with no hands ? 


I’m Fleet Street’s butt. 

Dragon, m sure J am no use; 
And as for beauty, Mr. Street's abuse—— 

Clock. Don’t mention him, ’ve cause to doubt his taste. 
Who fashioned you? 

_—— A Mr. Braca. 


Of honest metal! Burren deserves the 
An ugly useless pair, our fate is odd. 
That . a a type of Civic folly 
uts the on progress. 
Dragon 4 ° Melancholy 


What waste 
rod. 


don’t! You make me furious, 


ree regnant pair. And you are Lagten’ - mock, 
eous, handless, time-ignoring Cl 
No i to us, for could wo choose our ie 


Clock. Mine were oblivion. 
Mine the melting pot. 
[ Left lamenting. 








A Cologne-ial Grievance. 


Wuat do the papers mean by announcing ‘ The Opening of 
Cologne Cathedral,” as if it were a startling novelty’ 1’ve been to 
Cologne five times within the last five years, and always found the 
Cathedral open. Once, very early in the , as | was returning 
from an evening party, I saw the ‘‘ Swiss” the Cathedral by 
himself. But there was no ceremony of any kind on that occasion, 
except a mere pening nod on my part, which he he acknowledged most 
civilly. If you don't t believe me, I refer you to the little English 
Coleeney of residents. Yours, 


Newcastle. CoaL Owner, 





Sweets for the Shameless. 


Ly evidences given before the Gloucester Election Committee, the 
other day, a witness incidentally men that— 


“ The paren name for bribery y money was * Sugar,’ and a place where 
it was distributed was known as the ‘ sugar shop.’ ’ 


Not alone in Gloucester but in corrupt yee hs generally, 
amongst electoral rogues, ** Thieves’ Latin,” synonym 
for a pecuniary bribe, is “ ’ In this commie of Free Trade, 
the sums aaeeel amongst corrupt constituencies to ounel voters 
- the onl ments which can be pointed at with the finger ot 

disgust un 7 ‘the name af * ‘Sugar Bounties.” 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


ure enuf, one of the best 
dinners as I ever assists 
at is what calls “‘ the 
feast of Love and Peace” 


: on the street of 
the LaMar S| 
hs nent Sates ae 

: think Bike a Beek, fon ke 

' *em not to make 

. such of themselves 

again, to take the 

od 208 eee She other 

ask each othr to dinner 

| every year like Xtian 
f Gents. And so they did, 
Te . and so they have done 
| bi ever sinee, I think the Master id 508 Ulenee cael, and Op they dove 
now, and so I hopes they ‘ll keep on doing till Waiters is no more! 
: The Master of the Ski replied like a Man, that he hoped both 
T Kumpennies would shew their sense and usefulnis by givin as 
iy many ers as posibel, A that’s the sort of Master for my 

: Brown whispered to me, “ Amin to that sweet . 

eer ipo Aneien Ashentios she was Same Oe, AT wes 

t blowed if that jolly fight mustn’t have took place Kristifer 
Tt Klumbus diskuverd his grate Country, and he wished as all batels 
| was follered by such jolly results, only it might i people 
: to go to war if it came to be known that a little scrimmidge in 

/ Cheapside had perduced nearly 800 scrumpshous dinners such as this 

one.” 
Ah! how many things is changed since that time! Hempires is 
cum and gone, Taverns is changed, and Eddicashun is e 





ginrul. 


Brown says, in his i 





What I loves, almost as much as Old Madeery, is to see the 
shin and effectionet Loyalty as is shown when any of the Royal 
Tt amilly dines with the Copperation. 
and stares at ’em with hor and admirahsun wile 

mperent way, ‘‘ The Swells does that 
the Snobs ;” but, drektly they goes, there’s such a rush of 


It isn’t only that they stands 
ey’re there; for 
as well as 


: aoaly 
| to the Tables when Royalty has had its dinner, as almost draws 


: tears from my eyes. 
y They sits on the Chairs where they sat ; gobbles up the bits 
‘ of fruit left on their plate e Flowers they smelt 


at, and runs off with the 


us bad taste, says it’s all 


1s ine Loyalty to the Throne and Haltar; and while them 


tdeness ao thoy bas 


his 
Flunkyism; but I says it’s true 
noble 


andeld. Brown, with 


: rincipals is thus shown, Old England has nothing to fear from 


swearing Demi-Gogs. 


Master of a Great 
entertaining, say, a 
of Bishups one 


i praps a ‘ea or a 1. — a 
| away, and thoroughly enjoying 
him and I says, says I, please 


next Toast but 2. Oh to see 








Pmt nd th Dl A r 
very Middling Classes to have to go through 
Compenny. I wonder what his i 


ing to one 


asa 
feelings is after 
and e-ccuplocd Down, end s brace 


Royal 
y, and the next day having to serve in his shop. 


I don’t know a better bit of fun than to see some imnint Swell 


all, and 


Sir 


_—- | 
u goes to 
you will te rien to the 
suddin 


. for No more larffin for them, I can tell you, but 
—_— fun for Brown and me to watch ’em. 
octiee Deed ram 20 Se weal Se 0, [isnot ond So 90 covagp os 
Bares if they ain’t called on. Only the other at the Manshun 
H House one of the Guvernmint ed me what he would have to 
do, and when I said nothink Sir this evenin, he got up and went 
away quite pail with anger. 
Such is Life! Them as wants somethink don’t get it, and them as 
gets it don’t want it. (8 Rosert. 





HYGIBA. 


(A Sanitary Lyric, imitated from Edgar Poe's *‘ Ligeia,” and dedicated 
to Dr. Richardson.) 





Hrorka! Hygita! If a mortal ft ata - 
ost exigent one ! Could such vigi eep, 
I have an idea He would ne’er eat or drink. 
Thou pokest thy fun. | He would ne’er toil or sleep. 
Oh! is it thy will d ' 
To make noodles of us, _ Sanitas sanitatum 
By urging us still Is all very fine ; 
Concerning our bodies, Is this—I must dine ! 
What ’seaten, what ’s drunk, | And if I , ca 
Until we ’re mere noddies Till all’s fair and a 
In chronic blue funk ? I shall do nought but “ tubbing ” 
For many a year. 
Hygiéa, thou ’rt clever ; ZEse us’ daughter, 
ut, ’twixt you and me, With I saree, 
To fidget for ever Pure ait water 
Is fi de-dee. Are to me ; 
We mustn’t eat this, But worry 
And we mustn’t drink that, ’Bout stomachs and nerves, 
Lest sound health we should miss, | And this, that, and ’tother, 
Grow too thin, or too fat, No good purpose serves. 
Must go in for analysis ** Nine Systems,” Hygiéa, 
Of all “ grub” about Pusee | ae, 
Lest we court cramp, paralysis, | Though I’d an idea 
Fever, or gout ; The number was less. 
Mustn’t travel by rail, But to square work and feast 
Must shun riding in cabs ; By the rules thou art giving, 


Must,—but time would quite fail 
To tell half of thy “‘ fads.”’ 


Would take nine lives at least, 
And not one much worth living. 








FRIENDS IN LEEDS. 


Srx,—You told me to go to Leeds, and I told you to go to Jericho. 
You didn’t go to Jericho, and I didn’t go to Leeds, 
Who needs 
To go to Leeds? 


when he can do as I did, and always intend todo in future. I 
simply—very Sn Aly in my little second-floor back-room, with 
one end of a Telephone fitted up to my study-table, the other being 
attached to Dr. Antuur SvuLirvan, who went off with it to the 
Leeds Festival, and took it with him on the platform. Did you 
ever hear of a Telephone being attached to a person? They do, [ 
assure you, become deeply attached—like cats, however, more to 
laces t persons. Of course it was a brilliant idea of mine— 
= Sir, never thought of it)—to put the Telephone into AntHuR 
ULLIVAN’s head—in at one ear and out at the other—because, as 
everyone knows, he is such a perfect Conductor of sound. It 
succeeded marvellously. I heard everything; and was charmed 
with Barwerr and Bennett, and April Fool and Shipping the 
Builder, and that ancient Conservative musician, the Hoary Tory 
O! Where all was so good, and so much was Oscoop, and where 
one thing was os as another, as the Telephone said—(i heard 
by Telephone all the jokes, made sotto voce on the platform, but 
an’t tell of one of ’em)—it is impossible to discriminate. Dr. 
SULLIVAN’s somerigtems, or an opening symphony to a tonic, were 
most successful. The learned author of Pinafore did the words 
of the Martyr of Antioch, and the Telephone » gare me a few par- 
ticulars which the general public was not privileged to hear. 
The great song rather reminded me of in Trial by Jury 
and Pinafore; it is called “Z’U tell how I came to be a 
Martyr,” with chorus. The refrain the next most popular 


number is “ In spite of all temptations 
From some denominations, 
I remained a Christian. 
(Triumphantly) I remained a Christian.’ 
with the magnificent accompaniment to which it is set, 
a profound sensation— 
‘* A most profound sensation 
From the grand instrumentation 
Of Doctor Sullivan— 
Of D-o-0-octor Sul-ul-ul-i-van.”” 
Well, if Sir AnrHuR—(is the Telephone correct, or did it say Dr. 
Anruvur? Odd! I thought it whis “* Sir,”—but perhaps it 
said *‘ Sir” by me)—if Ly Azan ULLIVAN, a>. ~ yn 
the result of our spirited telephonic experimen oug . 
But if everyone can hear musical festi by Telephone, why go to 
Leeds, or anywhere else ?—except as an excuse for an outing—out 
on the Leeds. Adoo! Bouncer. 


created 








@@ To Comsusrompawzs.— The Bditor does not hold himself bound to acknowledge, return, or 
stamped and directed envelope 


for Contributvons, In no case cam these be returned unless accompanied by 4 
should be kept. 





ee hota hes we! S ee 


=_s ' 


“— 





Ocrozer 30, 1880.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARLI. 


























/ 
4 


—— 


at 
/ / : f : f oo. tf! “% , Ja 
/ by ‘f’- Ni 47% . » 

: yy lip & Se pis 
a ug SP Sen te © A aud pe ! bj 
i We Seay ee 7" pO 

» ' “f° 


Lon a en 


DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. , 


Young Shaver. ‘‘ Ber yer Torrence, I’m nome Finest !”’ 


‘ 


QUITE TIP-TOP. 


THE Topographical Society met a 
the Mansion House on Thursday, the 
Lorp Mayor at the top of the table. 
The arguments were entirely super- 
ficial. All sorts of Topics were dis- 
cussed, and several sorts of Tops 
exhibited, ineluding Humming-Tops 

a and Whipping-Tops. But among 

S). |all the specimens the Turnip-Tops 

7 curated the mat —/ On 

ops Sir 
ecemtipeing Tope read 


Vernon 


an in had he been pre- 
sent. “Campeteat rte to when tt 
had been private ced 


. WS it “a 
. °F ” 


e 


xe, 


” * Top-dress- 
by a Ver ble 
Lorp Mayor 
members 


the 
and the meet- 


- 


°@ 
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MYSTERIOUS WIRES. 


A very slight idea of the dissensions at present i 
Her Mace Ministers can be gathered from the fillowing tale. 
grams, torwarded to us by an esteemed Conservative dent. 

Ve don’t believe for a moment that he would send us any informa- 
tion that wasn’t strictly authentic ; yet as he has only just returmed 
to Town from Dartmoor, and his imagination sometimes is 
to ran away with him, we are a little bit surprised how he has got 
hold of the subjoined most important documents. However, we 
suppose it’s all right :— 

Earl Gr-nv-lle to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—Very sorry to bother you, but 
unless I clearly understand how far you intend to carry this idiotic 
Naval Demonstration, I really must resign. 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Earl Gr-nv-ile.—Can you clearly understand 
pg hipaa ?’—that ’s the question. Everything will come right. Leave 
it to me. 

Earl Gr-nv-lie to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—Just what I refuse todo. Am 
I Foreign , or not? Usurpation of three Offices by the 
Head of the Government is an unheard-of and unconstitutional 
anomaly. Wire back whether I’m Foreign Secretary or not, and 
whether I can use my own discretion in Eastern business. 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Earl Gr-nv-ile.—Of course you’re Foreign 


Secretary—look it up in Whitaker. Use your own discretion by all | 


but come to me before you doanything. That’s all. 


means, 
Sir Ch-rl-s D-lke to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—I don’t like making a fuss, | 
but really must resign unless we punch the Suitan’s head instanter. 


G-MB-TTA quite with 


me. 
Mr. Br-ght to Mr. Gi-dst-ne.—Rumours of Coercion and Bom- | 
back if true. Iftrue, I resign. Can't stand quite | 
all that, you knew; must keep up appearances, “peace at any 


ment. Wire 


price,” &c, 


Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Mr. Br-ght.—Jast so—‘ piece”’ (of Turkey) | 
y 


“at any price”—quite agree with you. We'll get it too—jol 
i Austria. You leave D-.KxE to settle 
well, couldn’t be better. 
to Mr. Gil-dst-ne.—Unless you call Parliament to- 
gether at once, and get Habeas Corpus suspended all over Ireland, [ 
really must think about—resigning. 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Mr. F-rat-r.— Et tu, Brute!” Ireland not 
half so bad as you imagine—distorted imagination—wait for Irish 
Land Bill—prosecute Parwett, &c., if you must do something. 

Mr, F-rst-r to Mr. Gl-dst-ne.—Am I Irish Secretary or not? 
Which is most likely to know about Ireland, you in Downing Street, 
or I in Phoenix Park ? 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne to Mr. F-ret-r.—I guessed your riddle at once. I 
wnhing Street, of course. Try another. 


in Do » 
Lord S-lb-rne to Mr. Gladstone.—I say, how about the Land? 


No revolutionary ch plage. Don’t mind Carans’s old bills— 
but, a step further! po ; 4 

Mr. Ch-mb-ri-n to Mr, Gt .—Hope you’re going on with 
Land Bills for next Session. Give it the lan s hot. Don’t mind 
old S-tu-nwe; he’s a i . Bay up all the land in the 
country—that’s the plan— it again to le. Buy cheap, 
and sell dear ; thus yeu Tae Te endl? and true commercial 

rinciples. If you don’ do I need hardly say that I shall be 
orced to—resign. 

After this, the Paemrer quitted Downing Street hastily, our Cor- 
respondent informs us, and left strict injunctions that no letters or 
telegrams were to be forwarded to him for the next month. His 
peowet whereabouts is unknown, even to his nearest and dearest 





OCTOBER 20, 1880. 


/ Ger out all the warmest of wrappers, 

Soft sealskin, opossum, racoun, 

The animals hunted by 
Each fur in the winter a boon, 

For skies they are “ashen and sober” 
(E. Pox has suggested that rhyme), 

Here’s snow in the month of October 

Too early a time! 





Is this the commencement of winter, 
With snow and with sleet and with 


fog? 
Ho! Gardener, bring in the splinter 
Of oak, for the festive Yule Log. 
And surely @s triplex et robur 
His heart must encompass, who’ 


dare 
To calmly behold an October 
With snow in the air. 








Sad Tale of a Comet. 


A Screntiric Contemporary says :— 


“ Hartrwio's comet is now not far from 4 Ophiuchi; it is receding from 
the earth and becoming rapidly fainter.” 


Poor creature! ‘‘ Becoming ly fainter” ? Why doesn’t it 
et some relief from the Milky y? Or—why doesn’t Haxtwis 
ook after it himself! Dash hiswig! But ps he hasn't got 


one or a heart either. Then why himself Hantwie? Bah / 
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THE SIX-MARK TEA-POT. 


Aisthetic Bridegroom, “ It 1% QUITE CONSUMMATS, 18 IT NOT!” 
Intense Bride. “‘ It 18, UnpERp! Oa, a | LET Us Live Ur To IT!” 





BY ‘SPECIAL PHOTOPHONE. 
(Ray-reported from Olympus.) 


Mercury. “‘ Nothing new under the sun,” eh, Phabus? What do you think of this ? 
Phebus (screwing up his treble string). Pooh! Mole-e ed overlook a on fact 
for a few jthousan years, eae then, accidentally stumb over it, crow loudly about 
‘progress”’ and “‘ novelty.” A snail, slowly and slimily trai over a garden, blundered 


unwittingly against a strawberry. Heavens! how clever am I!” cried the snail. You can 
make the application for yourself. 
Mercury. Well, 1 know Prometheus is getting proud of his protégés. And I say, 


Fen — "t they jut a making use of you? tian) St 
enus. Disgusting reposterous pone, Man, is too impertinen i 
a= makes at dy take portraits ian ol toon trial tag-rag, from protemional en to endimanché 
— - 


now, forsooth, you’re to for traders those solemn idiots 
called—what is it—diplunatics { y oe 
Mercury. Diplomatists, my dear Goddess. You are confounding deliberate burlesque 





with that whieh i is unconscious. The latter 
is - — 00 

enus (crushing an unoffending amaranth 
blossom with a rosy but restless foot). To 
you, cynic, not to me. Too heavy! I can 
stand OrrenBacn’s souffiée, but not Bis- 
maRcK’s “stodge,” or GLADSTONR’ 8 Cabinet- 
pudding. But, Phebus, trés cher, why do 
you let the mannikins make a sort of tenth- 
rate Mercury of you? Why don’t you 
serve them as Jupiter did t forward 
minx Semele ? 

Phebus (twangling the air of ‘‘I am an 
Artless Thing”). Hamph! It amuses them, 
and doesn’t hurt me, you know. 

(Sings.) Let Episow and Bett 
Do as they will, badly or well, 
Tama genial God ! 
Tama genial God! 
Ma vd ‘ot! le jeu ne vaut 
Pas la handelle, pas la chandelle, 
Although o tapping * Phebus de omnibus 


Perchance seem odd. 
Man’s proud of his Photophone ; 
Let the poor little midget alone. 
To coil and reflector I’m not an | eam 


I am such a genial God 
Mercury. Doubtless. But that’s hardly 
i ye ae | o—- mene, our “* mid- 
at presen n the contrary 
they ‘dink you get less and less genial 
season—in London at least, 
when indeed they see P 


little of you in the 
summer (?), and no- 
~~ i at all in the 


CE 
Vy 

"Phebus. Bah! The 4) 
latter loss at least is Cyr" 
mainly the fools’ own ; 
fault. nui in 


ness 
the form of London Y 
fog—‘‘even the Gods 4 
fight in vain!” Let 
Prometheus’s latter- 
day pet, Science, teach 
them to make a better use of their stolen fires 
and banish darkness as well as utilise light- 
Venus. Pooh! Men are born Cimmerii, 
all of them, and fog is their native element, 
ne'est-ce pas? I once saw a London 
‘* Beauty ” in November, with red eyes and 
a smut on her nose! Eugh! 
[ Rubs her own tenderly — organ 
nm unconscious sym 
Phebus. Well, if the Coe = ‘don’t soon 
set themselves ‘seriously to the task of 
banishing the Smoke Fiend, I shall not be 
of much more service to them 
Mercury. a! may light, thoy m will 
lighten the town as th 
i - he Ree-soupy fog: 
o’er it 
Phebus. Precine y. —" 
I really don 
Their stolen fire shocld f light their pyre, 
I am a genial God, &c. 
But ’neath the yoke of smoke 
If they will choke—nor Science paveke, 
It’s no use to hall eas pollo, 
Or ask Jove’s n 
I’m willing quite my light 





Should carry their messages right, 
If they only weal won't clog up its pathway with 
og— 
I am such a genial God! 





BY JOB TROTTER’S BROTHER. 
Wauevxi » 4 possible to mistake a horse for 





ah 
When eo take him for a canter. 
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NON BEN (LOMOND) TROVATO. 


Rory (fresh from the hills). ‘*‘ Hzow, Mon ! 
Aungus, *‘ HAUD YER » Tonous, YE p Fav ! 








DIARY OF A BURGLAR, 


Monday.—Y esterday’s rest and attendance at iA favourite place 
of worship, has wonderfully refreshed me. fit for an = 
Lay ina ittle more gunpowder, as people are rotting a oe a — 4 
suspicious and will insist on keeping loaded firearms in their bed- 
rooms, a most dangerous practice. Also inspect my jemmies, 
knuckle-dusters, and skeleton-keys, and clean my favourite revolver 
for night-work. Think about awh prsenasing some dynamite. Would 
it assist me? Fill a ke ments for the week, which 
magpere same t epost of business in the suburbs. 

oiip taphtone yes' Rather unpleasant work, though. 
Found ft five bull in the ae who flew at me. Shot them all, 
a with last barrel was obliged to shoot a youth, who very injudi- 
ciously displayed Gooctens to my being in his room at 2 a. 7 rm 
4 ver and blackened mask on. No accounting for tastes. 
co-pals say I look extremely well in the mask. What shall. it be 
to-night? One of the new steel-plated burglar-proof villas at 
: Wednewtay teal Pe t into the b lar- f villa 
y got into the burglar-proof villa—pretty 
= inside, Tastefully furnished, called ‘‘ Rose Villa”—pretty 
, too. A curious incident . I had collected several 
wouten, clocks, valuable pictures, bracelets and other jewellery, on 
the gr plot in front of house, when who should come by but 
a man! Never so astonished in my life. Hadn’t seen one for 
— Sate taken aback. He immediately evinced a desire to 
among Sate r acquaintance—which, considering how occupied | 
ay was in excessively bad taste, | thought. How- 
overs put two bullets in his leg, carried off ‘my booty in a cart 
was yes 5 ~ -" ret fo sy —_ who was driving it !|— 
ond arrived at hom rather tired, owing to the 
labour of collectin " ‘Shall rest to- -morrow, and 
the poli ome, trial’ Sha number I took before 


Lat is did a very stylish little piece of work. 
yy use! Not so much for the swag, as to create 
Have always been a follower and admirer of his, but | 





Ye 'RE Loasstn’ A’ ver Watrer!!” 
Err" 8 LATT OOT TO STOAP THE LADDIES FRAE Rippin’ Aurnt! !” 





wmepnty have been if I'd known how precious few valuables he 
on the establishment. Nothing but tracts, and reports, and 
‘Notes for Discourses’?! Returned these, of course, after reading 
one or two—es ~apeneey one very eloquent discourse on “* Theft.” 
Returned the w lot,—with compliments on the admirable lan- 
guage of the one I have mentioned »—apo! ing for their temporary 
an Shall really think ‘about giving up my pew—quite 


disgus 





NEIGHBOURS 


“* While cherishing the fact that ‘ his house is s his castle,’ a London resident 
should consider the comfort of others, and remember that he should not con- 
oa himself quite as if residing in the country, with no one within a mile of 

him.”’—Queen, Oct. 16, 1880. 


Mr house is my castle, of course, well then come, 
Little Wrusm, and lay on your whistle and drum ; 
Tap the dish-cover, ie, if you like with a spoon, 
Let the dog loose to-night, ? he howls at the moon. 
i always liked music, and don’t understand 

The objections folks make to a big German 

Give the dear erpengrnees | a paey to Ait ree 

Our piano, of course, will 

Call as loud as you like on rity ~~ Ay. we rejoice 

As a family should, in our loudness of voice. 

Buy as much as you can at the door, while the shout 
Of the vendors of mere t. 

Let us get some more birds, with the earliest light 
They will sing, putting invalid slambers to flight. 
A fig for my 4 y ” nerves, and his ease, 
My house is my castle! I'll do as I please ! 








THE DANCING SCOTCHMAYN, 


Ay institution that ought to have been kept up specially for the 
Caledonian Ball—All Macs, 
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MARY AND MABEL. 

We were tulating ourselves on having seen everything worth 
seeing in Lo just now in the theatrical line, when « couplet 
suddenly whizzed through one esr and out of the other, and 
back again. , It was something about— 

“ She walk in gay attire, 
And hae to spare.” 


We may be in the but the 
of Mr. favre as Louis dei Fremoht at the Bal Meog 
pe Woverte.n’s adaptation of Scnttier’s Mary 
Theatre. Mary Stuart isa Tragedy in Five Acte—the 
the clim-axe—and, with the exception of the cheerful 
ave coen’ "The enly guy thine tae ord Poder 
ave seen. e only at all is in- 
exists but in the — i is , but it is never ell. 
blank verse seldom rises above an it i 
pretentiously stilted nor sentimen gushing. 
As is the di so is the acti roughout. It is well played 
all round, but no one is great. Mopsesxa herself, from 
first to last, enlists our eympathy, but only once rouses our enthu- 
siasm. In the First Act seems to throw away “points” ina 
reckless manner, as though she either disdained the modes 
of dramatic appeal ie Ty or were ing herself for some 
grand tour de force, in that particular et never comes. 
It is not till the 
Third Act that 
Madame Mop- 
JEsKA selects 


] stung beyond 
2 endurance by 
sw Elizabeth's cow- 
“Bersy”’ Jupezp px Mary’s “ Carrerion.” ardly taunts, 
turns on her 
oppressor, and stabs her to the heart with the one word, “‘ Bastard!” 
is speech was magnificently given, and would have told with 
treble its effect had the representative of Elizabeth looked more 
regal and less like a qircus rider, who, having finished some tricks 
with her highly-trained steed, had out of the booth, still in 
costume and with a second-hand whip in her hand, to take the air 
in F my! Park. Betsy would not have fled before Mary’s just 
indignation, though she might have brought down that second-hand 
whip smartly on ester’s shoulders—just to teach him not to lay 
such a trap tor her again. 
It is only in this situation 
that we eonsider Miss 
Moopre’s Elizabeth as un- 
Elizabethan. In the sub- 
uent Act her signi 
Mary's death-warrant is 
just within an ace of being 
a very fine piece of acting. 
Madame Herena Mop- 
Jeska wins all hearts—just 
as Mary Queen of Scots did 
—when she takes that touch- 
ing farewell of her Ladies, 
in which words go for no- 
thing, and the action for 
omraing. It was a diffi- 


following the rule that the 
horrors np to take place “‘ without,” Mary, lost to all thoughts of 
earth, walks slowly off the stage, the * De Profundis,” and 
her voice is heard in the distance, plai y gb hae et 
to the word “ Misericordia,” w that detestable —deadly 
rather than Dudley—acts as a sort of showman of uz, de- 
scribing to the weeping women what is taking place behind the 
scenes on the scaffold. Presently he pauses, turns away, says 
** Mary sleeps ’—or words to that effect—and the audience sit for a 
few seconds, after the slow descent of the curtain, utterly ap 

by the tragic finish which, “long expected,” has “ come at last,” 
though, somehow, up to the latest moment there was still a hope 
that Mr. Wiverretp had tempered history with poetic justice, and 








Faittine Sirvartion ! 








would bring back somebod — Shrewsbury—with a reprieve, 
would then discover that Sir ward Mortimer was no, more 
dead than Captain Crosstree in 
Black- Eyed Susan, would send off 
the Earl of Deadly and Lord Bully 
—to instant execution, when Ma- 
dame Mopyzsxa could have mar- 
ried Mortimer, who would then 
have given her the entire right of 
playing his Heartsease in town or 
country for are. But this does 
not ha and Mary—alas !|—is 
executed. 

Madame Mopyesxa has achieved 
a success, and Mr. Wiverrecp has 
shown up Our Precious Bersy in 
her true colours for once. Mr. 
Jom~ Crayton plays Dudley, and 
looks burly. The Zari of Shrews- 
bury is a strong Beveriper, and Lord Burleigh has his Price, who 
plays most carefully what might so easily so soon be Burleigh- 
esque’d. Mr. Crerrorp Cooper is a Sir Amias Paulet, with 
just a touch of the Lord High Chamberlain of old-fashioned extra- 
vaganza, who always had to “‘ exit dancing.” If he had only been 
allowed to do this occasionally with Miss Grrrarp as Hannah 
Kennedy, there would just be a ray of relief. 

We are glad to see that The World's able critic, “‘ D. C.,” is still 
to continue at his post. We should have been sorry to have heard 
that he was *‘ D. C’’-eased. 

Mr. Hay’s first and last design in his New and Original Domestic 
Drama of Mabel appears to have been to puzzle his audiemee, and 
seldom in these days has success so completely crowned the efforts of 
the dramatist! But much as he has » us, he seems to have 

. puzzled himself yet more, if we may 
faye 





Montmer’s HearrsEase. 


Judge by his own synopsis of his own 
plot which has vome into our hands, 
and is certainly about as complete an 
i ion of the art how not to do 
it as could be seen even nowadays. 
The name belies the play. "Tis a 
pretty, simple, bread-and-butter sort 
of name enough, but good Lord! (as 
honest Pepys would have said) to see 
the load of setae and villainy that 
underlies it! iss Mabel is a two- 
fold youn m—two single young 
ladies ro! into one—a live Mabel 
and a dead Mabel. Part of the time 
the dead one is the living one, and 
S> part the living one is the dead; and 
Anson 18 as Anson pozs. _ the great point of the play is to dis- 
cover when Miss Cantotta AppIsoy, 
who is both, is one, and when she is the other. Quite a Corsican 
Sister puzzle. There is plenty of stuff in the piece (the word need 
not be taken sarcastically), but unfortunately it is stuffed with Hay. 
It is an Olympic game. All Mr. Hay’s characters are burdened 
with a dark, mysterious past ; and this 
past is Hayzy. The comic servants, 
too, are a nuisance—and herein Mr. 
Hay is true to nature, as a comic ser- 
vant in real life would be intolerable. 
There are, of course, some comic ser- 
vants off the stage, but their comicality 
is generally unintentional, and is cal- 
culated rather, in the words of the - 
Bard, ‘‘ to make the judicious grieve” 
than laugh. “Flesh and blood can’t 
stand this mystery!” says the comic 
maid-servant at a particularly excru- 
om crisis, bee | yay! : fast 
verging into wrath, and the audience 
are with her to a man. SX 
Some of the Actors, too, are as 
tiresome as the play. Redmund, a ‘ 
stone-cutter (Mr. Anson), has too much to’say and do. Gainsford, 
the other villain, is a bore, though this is not so much Mr. Vexnon’s 
fault as his misfortune. But w y; Hse | the ~ —— 
wishing to eseape observation, does he array himself in a garb w 
would infallibly insure his being axveted at sight in any town on 
the civilised globe? Miss CaxLorra ADDISON is over-weighted as 
Mabel, re = -. ete ean Towa Gel = = ear = 
oughtn’t she to be at Montgiron’s Supper at the Lyceum ? or 
is it now a trifle too late? Well, well 
How long will Mabel 
Stop in the play-bill ? 
Echo answers, “ As long as she’s able.” 








“ Dre! Vernon!” 
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THOUGHTS BY A SITTER. 


find), but 


hn not een pai , 


Messieurs, the assassins have a moral code 


the shortest notice—(‘‘ More animation, if lease, Mr. Jones ; a 
little more fire in the glance ; thank "en )—yen may understand 
that “* The Sitter’s” lot is not a happy one. 

You can endure for ten minutes, however, what you can’t for 
twenty, and still less for hours; and no one who hasn't tried it can 
conceive the melanchol 


almost inanimate Object oa dy 


re- | 2 
Veneer, R.A.) morning after morn- 


selely. If the mo 
i ever, I doubt 


have sued for it. I}. 


wicked not to go about killing people. Who knows?” 
This gentleness and elasticity in morals is of considerable advan- 
tage to the oe, He weletunes to his studio the Professional 
onarch of i ith 


Beauty ; the 
the same grave sweetness of demeanour 
Public Benefactor and the Eloquent Divine. 


Finance ; the 2 oy 


lavishes on the 
He assists them en to 


gaging in erence. I say torture advisedly. i 

rack may possibly have been worse than that of his orm 
but, at all events, it could not have lasted so long. 

think of it, it reminds me of the old dreadful sentence of to 
death. ‘“‘As much as can bear—and more.” heavens ! 


can anyone who has not his portrait taken 
Solon of the ordeal ? 


by an R.A. have any 


voice 

7 ey trctackariially) to oniphor. 
phorically) to * ur- 

Thareiny ENEER =i be waiting 


the a ve raises, or depresses you (and especially 


, and bring you an 





ing, while he endeavours te 


eye 


iat 
cate 
A i; 


umanity ; I recalled all the 
and the queer people I had ever 
owe or morals ; only, 


Je more animation, 


again. Hence, these “* Thoughts of a Bitter” — 
, of course, than the hasty eaieviions of a mere by- 
somewhat fragmentary Torsos. 





LEAVES FROM A CONTEMPLATIVE CABBAGE. 


So this is Mud-Salad Market, is it? Well, Man is a mystery! 
Nature I can understand a little, but humanity is a conundrum that 
even a Cabbage must “give up.” A Cabbage is by nature and 
circumstance a philosopher. A ean in his watch-tower had no 
better opportunity forundisturbed cogitation than your still sturdy 
growing bbage in the middle of a ten-acre field during the long 

ushed hours of sunny summer days, and starry autumn nights. 
We and the oysters are the only now. I wonder what an 
OMe boy kh my egy i blunder! Man’s civic masterpiece i 

ern Babylon is a bi . ece is a 
huge dirty muddle is not to be blinkered by use and 
wont, and doesn’t care a for ‘* vested interests.” 
A vested preagers AE : tar which its 
victims put up wi they think it part parcel of nature. 
once knew a Cucumber, who would have it thas the pies tube he 
was in was his own exterior t. I have heard of 
gira brought up to believe that they were in corsets. But that 
a cabboge-gacuen jepo—so0r cabbage (s)talk, so to 
Ce es dee” 
c ear- 
headed, cout ‘hotetel Cab' how soon they ’d make a clean 
sweep of it! Are their eyes 4 long winking at favoured 
nuisances, their noses ‘aborted ” (as Darwin would say) by prac- 
tieal disuse? Ob, for the wholesome odour of fresh, moist earth, or 
a whiff of wind blown across wide bean-fields! Essence of ditch- 
i dominant bouquet here. The poor pretty 
flowers haven’t a chance ; their fragrant breathings are as impotent 
the fetid atmosphere as a sprinkle of lavender-water to 


. | to perfume 
:|deodorise Tophet. Flowers, fruits, vegetables, earth’s sweetest, 


poset, cleanest produce, stored for the use of the humanity they 
serve here, where all is dirt, disorder, and disgustfulness ! 
I’ve heard it whispered ogee, has something 
What is a . | wonder? I wi > 

No relief! All is nastiness and noise—stop, what's that? The 
words ring as clear and silvery as tinkling rain-drops on my 
crisp leaves when soft showers came in the summer nights. What 
is that silk-robed step of soft she-beauty doing here? Cheapening 
nectarines, bargaining for rose-blooms! Pretty creature! As out 
f place though, as a Peri in « pigstye! Peri! Dear me! 
is that a add It never struck me before. Oh, 
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vay 


A POSER. 


“It’s wor so mvcw A Dorspte Anticty THaT I BEQurer, Mr. 


Crtsery. I want someTsixa DArvry, you KNOW—sOMETHING 


Coy, AND AT THE SAME TIME JUST A WEE Bir Savcy/” 











ALICE IN BLUNDERLAND. 


Tue Gryphon carefully slid off its estal, and sat down beneath 
the hoarding. Then it chuckled : 
half to itself, half to Aticr. 

“Wall LT cotly tall you” said the Gryphon, “for I’m 

- can’t exactly ” sai e on, * for 
only just ‘finished, ou know, and 1? ’m fresh to it. But there is a 
joke somewhere—t t I’m certain of ; for when I’m up there I see 
em laughing on the tops of the omnibuses.” 

“Dear me!” c. ALIcg, = getting quite interested. ‘‘ Then it 
must be a very good joke ind 

“ Well, if it is idn’t make it—there!” retorted th e Gryphon 

uite annoyed. Then it added, more esghtteny, “* Unless it ’s 

eet. But you had much better ask the Mansion Hanes ‘Turtle. 
22 whos liney © 9 He’s always ’em. He knows a 
thin or two, he does,” added the Gryphon, wi a wink. 

, if he ’s a wise turtle,” rejoined Rate “he's caste teow 
his own joke, isn’t he? We'll ask him.” 

At that moment the Mansion House Turtle from Fleet 
Street, and joined the party. He gave a satisfied look at the unfin- 
ished Memorial, as he passed, then took his place on an 
inverted wheelbarrow. 

“ Well!” he said, p sabtiog ¥ his fins together complacently, “‘ we’re 


a getting on very nicely, ¢ 

mt m sure |’m very glad to hear it,” said Atice. “* But what 
is it?” 

“ Yes, what is your joke?” added the Gryphon. ‘“‘ What is the 
fun of my sitting up there with a shield, staring at the back of St. 
Clement’s Danes, and obstructing the omnibuses ? 

“ Well now, I never!” we the Mansion House Turtle. ‘ You’rea 


grateful one, you are! y, you ’ve never been on such a ’orse 
fr your lif before. Thee’: Queen and the Prince on tier 


you a tebe mann ee cain sont Chaemaian where Strand. 


everybody can’t help running right agin you! 

buses, indeed! Why, yer don’t know what civic means!” 
“don't think they ought to sand tn the maid the road,” 

said Avice, plucking up courage as she gave a glance at the cumber- 

some pile of paffolding t that blocked the already contracted thorough- 


hat fun!” said the Gryphon, | 8™°e" 





fare, “‘ and I should pull all that thing down now—every stone of it. 
I it stupid ; and it is dreadfully in the way!’ 

*** Stoopid!’ ” retorted the Mansion House Turtle, getting quite 
. ‘* Why it cost twelve thousand pound!” 

** Well, that’s stupid,”’ said the Gryphon, “ at all events!” 

* You be quiet,” continued the Mansion House Turtle, ‘and let 
me explain. You don’t understand. ‘Talk of it being ‘ in the way,’ 
why. it will be a relief to the traffic.” 

* You mean a bas relief, | suppose ?”’ suggested Aricr; “and I’m 
sure it will all look very paltry in front of those big Law Courts.” 

** Paltry ?”’ said the ansion House Turtle, «Why, it’s the very 
thing. It will scale ’em!” 

ell, Brncn sealed me,” sa:d the Gryphon, chuckling; ‘‘ and [ 
the | wonder how Ae looks now that job’s done? It strikes me he had 
much better have left me a block.” 

** Yes,” said ALICE, reflecting, ‘‘ I’ve always heard that the block 
system was capital.” 

** Nothing to the block-head system,” replied the Gryphon, giving 
a look at the Mansion House Turtle. ‘ And talking of capital, 
that'll show you how to get through it!" 

** You be quiet,” said the Mansion House Turtle, angrily, ‘‘ and 
attend to your motter. 

The Gryphon chuckled to himself, and looked up at his shield. 

~y prs the bye,” said ALice, makin out the Municipal legend 
slow) “that reminds me. What is Domine dirige nos?” 

t the omnibuses will say when they come tilting on to me in 
a fog,” said the Gryphon. ‘‘’Pon my word, it won’t be safe! I 
don’t like it , 

“ Then, ” said Aticr, with warmth, rising as she spoke, “‘ I shall 
certainly write to the Times.” 

** And so shall I,” said the Gryphon, “for J can tell my own tale. 
Come along, let ’s master the subject.’’ 

It offered its arm to AL 1cz, and they walked slowly down the 





- Humph!” said the Mansion House Turtle, looking after them. 
** To be master of the subjects one thing, but to be master of the — 
ation ’s another. Write your ’eads off if you like, you won’t stop m 

And the Mansion House Turtle waddled off towards the City for a 
plate of his own soup. 
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ALICE IN BLUNDERLAND. 


(With Mr. Poncn’s profoundest Apologies to “ Alice in Wonderland.”) 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. OUR LITTLE GAMES. 


NEVER seed sich waist as on 
it the day after last Lord 
Mare’s Day, wen all the Reel 
Turtel Soop as was left from 
the last night was acshally 
given tothe Pore! Wasever 
Teal ‘Turtal Boop Seales 
urte. Pp 
the Stummick of a Reel 
Gentleman. Why, L re- 
mimber when one_ Lord 
Mare, Sur Tomas Wrre I 
think it was, e a dinner 
to a lot of Sailers frem the 
Noarth Pole, and how did 
they like the Turtel Soop? 
Why they couldn’t eat it ? 
One on ’em said to me “‘ take 
away this glue!” and ano- 
ther of the common lot, took 
the lovely Callepash for 
Biled Snails! No, only reel 
Gents and reel Waiters un- 
derstans and injys Reel 
Turtel. 


Havre nothink to do last 
Thursday Brown asked me 
: ; to go with him to see the 
Common Counsel at Guildhall. So I went. And there I saw lots 
of my nobel Paytrons, but lookin wery diffrint to what they does 
when I waits on’em of an evnin. The first think as struck me 
was how much the Court was oranjed like their dinner tabels. 
There was the Lord Mare in the chair, supported by the Alder- 
men, not so many on ’em tho_as of an eynin, and then came 
the Ofisers in the best places a¥ ushall, and then the Chairmen 
of Committees and the Depittis, and then all the rest of the lot any- “ Hocxry.” “ Desee » 
wheres they could find a place. Brown tells me the Lord Mare is locker. a 
so wery fond of the Aldermen, that he won’t go on at all without = 
some on ’em, and if they leevs, he gits up and goes away. I think ae 
the Depittis are about the finest lookin fellers there, I could pint INNOCENT RECREATION, 
to several on ’em as fine sarmpels of rayther un-common Counsel et 
men. They looks as if they knew what a good glass of old Port wos, To the Editor of Punch. 
and never reffoousd a sekkund. The differing Chairmen seem todo} Howourep Sir, 
almost all the torkin, and so they sets close to the Ripporterers, and| . Which it is not often that I have the pleasure of agreeing 
when one on ’em makes a little joke, he repeets it to the Ripporterers | With Mr. Haxpman, the Beak, having been too many times remand 
when he sets down. from Lambeth to the Surrey Sessions, to permit me to contemplate 

bine, with eng fpeengn exsens om c disdain un and contempt, owing 

I sumtimes goes to the House of Commons perfeshnally, when | itually harsh treatment of me, and his cruel aspersions on 
the Sheriffs goes there to ask for somethink, and gives some on ’em a | ™Y character, and his more than once regretting in open court that 
dinner, And after it’s over I roes into the House and hears the | he hadn't the power to order me a flogging. Ugh! And now the 
dibbaits, but, to my mind, there’s one or two Common Counselmen other beaks want him to sit as a stipendiary, and not for the love 
beets ’em all oller. Whether for action, or for noise, or for long|°f making offensive remarks to an honest man. Bet honour 
words, or for staggering sentences as almost makes your hair curl to | Where honour is due, and often where it isn’t, or there wouldn’t be 
try and understand, they wins in a kanter. The yest part of |S0me coves a-sitting on benches, and other coves a poy | in 
the thing is, that when one of their fellers says any of these | docks; and Mr. Harpman’s suggestion that Horsemonger Lane Gaol 
fine wanderful things, instead of all the others being struck with | be turned into a recreation not so much meaning skittles as 
haw, they bursts out into a rore of larfter. innocent games, is ay # all a and should be thought so by 

Port-soken seems a nice genial name for a Ward. I wunder if [| all English folks. To that grimy old place—I've been 
could pick out the members by their Portsoken faces. If there ain’t Gam, sos it's beastly—a-turned into  play-ground, and all the 
above a dozen on ’em, I think I could. They all seems rather a noisy | dear little kiddies yelling, and hopeiag pts and a-cheat- 
lot, for they keeps a man a pirpus to nock on a book with a big | img each other at marten, sad Ww their little brothers and 
ammer, and call out ‘‘ Order, Order !” and I’m told they pays him | sisters over the heads, well-nigh brings tears of joy 
about £4 a week to doit. Ah! that must be a nice birth, that must. | May Mr. Haxpwaw and his good work prosper, w 
I think it would just about soot my Son WitLiam, that would. [| bear no malice for past injustice and 
wonder what sort of health that ammarin Gent enjys, and wot his| _ Which I hope, moreover, that the good work will not cease here. 
rummidy is fora bad hed-ake. I,wunder also weather he served | 0b, think of them little kids about Ludgate Hill, not far from 
his Prenticeship to a Gold-beater, or weather it was under the | Your office, — no place to play in, Cannot Mr. Haxnman, or 

man, 


reeddi where illi i some other g get that rotten old obstruction, called Newgate, 
supe hy eA en ae ie ulled down and turned into a reereation-ground? Look at the 


undreds of squalid youngsters round and about Cold Bath Fields, 
with no slee-ampeai but the streets, and their healths being de- 
A Chango of Diet. aa, ovens to the seus t eae not being. ay anya 
@ Basis P aq and turned into a garden. w a park w on the 
Gee — reaction against what has been called the ‘Tea-Cup and | Thames Embankment, where that hideous Millbank now stands. 
poe fh. of —_— J omg Be yageees | o%.... P gu nature demands) May Heaven prosper Mr. HampMan, ny I subscribe my mite to 
mage Se ene vee. carry out the anak walk ; and may prisons be turned into 
Tea-Cup and Saucer Drama, which the Daily News impugns, Recreation Grounds is the wishes of 
Meant - bread-and-butter sentiment” and well-assorted “‘ spoons.” Yrs. to command, 
eel — Pr ea ” the Ae yy “peowaad , The Cracked Crib, Seven Dials. Jenny Sweax. 
Soden ates anh dealin then octhedine upao bone, 
Let us all “ sup full with horrors,”—which at least are ‘‘ something 















































No May’s Lanp.—Property in the Emerald Isle. 
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HOW TO RALLY HIM. 


Ir the British Tax-payer hesi- %, \Wy 
tates for a moment 9 some- \S qt 


thing for Greece, why should not > <: 


Mr. Ratu ask him further to 
refi 


of no less importance to the 
Empire than Margate and Rams- 


gate. 
That Greece still is the cradle 
of European 


figs. P 
That once A. a time Ants- 
TIDES was a gentleman. 


That King Gronce is a very 

young man, 

That just now, too, he has 
40,000 troops on his hands, with 
which he must do — 

ouatllien ~ YO 
a u con 
wouldn’t be half bad fun. 

And that really, as the British 
Government have nothing else 
whatever on their hands, they 
might just for once, ‘do the 
amiable and cut in. 





— 


Flesh or Fowl ? 


A “Farety Pozztzp One” 
sends us this rare cutting from 
the Advertisement Garden of the 
Somerset County Gazette :— 


\ ANTED, a FEMALE PUPIL 
TEACHER, in her first year, 
or ready to sit in the Spring. Ad- 


Better apply at Colney-Hatch. ror Himser. 





PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 5. 





“WHEN ARTHUR FIRST AT COURT BEGAN ”— 
(Old Nursery Song adapted to a Pinafore Air.) 


, 9 
dress, &e. Ma. Artur Scuurvan, Mus. Doo., 1s 4 Masrer or sconrra vor an| JUVENILE Orvenpens’ Dert- 
Onomestra. AT LEEDS HE HAS JUST SCORED A BIG Scccess— 


“GOOD SITUATIONS.” 


A CorREsPonDENT sends us 
these advertisements from the 
Belfast News Letter and the Bei- 
Sast Evening Telegraph :— 

ANTED, a YOUNG MAN, 
of middle Greny B has served 

time to usiness, j 
a preferred. . 

A Young Man of Middle Age! 
Lots of ’em about. Here is a case 
where Irish must apply. The 
next is decidedly practical :— 
WyhAsse, by a Useful Man, a 

Situation in a Store or Ware- 
house. Can handle joiner’s tools or 
paint-brush, garden, or so-and-so. 

Or “‘ so-and-so.” Now does he 
mean that he can “‘ sow and sow” 
in the garden, or that he can 
‘sew and sew” in the nursery. 
Mr. So-and-So is evidently a very 
useful person. 





Plimsoll’s Voyage. 
“Mr. Prrsoxrt has sailed for 
Madeira in the steam-ship Patago- 
nia.”’— Times. 
We see Mr. Prrsort has sailed 
for Madei 
Let’s hope to inaugurate there 
no new era. 
He preached against o’er-laden 
ships, but one asks . 
That he won’t do the same against 
filling the casks. 


nition. — ‘* Crewel Work” — 
Flogging. 











“A HUMOROUS KNIGHT.” 


(“It is reported that after the Leeds Festival Dr. Sururvaw will be 
knighted.” Having read this in a column of gossip, a be-nighted Contri- 
butor, who has “the Judge's Song” on the brain, suggests the following 
version, adapted to probabilities. } 


As a boy I had such a musical bump, 
That he enid, * Phoagh pou cian then tengs tke o tre 
at he said, “ ou si songs like a trump, 
mS os a some that will sell more.” 
off to Lei without looking " 
kal seeanall in such i > 
That | sat down with Hawpet and Harpy and Bacu,— 
And turned out “ Trial by Jury.” 
But W. 8. G. he jumped for joy 
As he said, “ the job disma 
Send Exeter Hall a J on is 
It’s the haul with me that’ll pay you.” 
And we hauled so well, mid jeers taunts, 
That we ’ve settled, spite ail 


To stick to our Sisters and our Cousins and our Aunts,— 
And continue our pleasant relations. 


Yet I know a big Duke, and I’ve written for Leeds, 
And I think ( don’t wish to be snarly) 
If honour ’s poured out on a chap for his 
I’m as good—come, as Moncxrow or Cuak.er! 
So the next “ first night” apy hs pve C., 
Let’s hope, if you ’re able to =. 
You ’ll ery from the pit, “ There’s W. 8. G. 
In the stalls,—2with a Kwrent behind him!” 





VALUABLE TO ARTISTS. 
War is an Illustration at the top of a page better than an Illus- 
tration at the bottom ? 
Because it ’s a Cut above it ? 





OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION. 
Our Commissioner. You are, I believe, Master of one of the City 


Compete P 
orshipful Master. I am. 
Our Commissioner. Of which Company ? 
Worshipful Master, The Worshipful Company of Bellows- 
Menders. ; 
Our Commissioner. Are you by profession a Bellows-Mender ? 
Worshipful Master. Oh no; I’ma Dy ter. 
Our Commissioner, And what may a Drysalter be? ; 
ag ad Master. I have heard it described as a kind of Comical 
inger. ; 
Our Commissioner. Do you know anything about bellows- 


mT ofl M N cept that bei thmatic, I 
orship aster, No; ex a ing very asthmatic, 
should like my bellows mended. ; é' 

Our Commissioner. No ribaldry, Sir! You'll find it no joke 
before I have done with you. 

Worshipful Master. So I fear. c 

Our Commissioner. Are there any other members of your family 
Bellows-Menders ? : 

Worshipful Master. Oh yes; I am the Master, my son is the 
Clerk, my nephew is the Solicitor, and my brother the Wine 
Warden. I have two aunts in our , and three nephews 
in our free schoois. 

Our Commissioner. Dear me, what a monopoly! Is yours a par- 
ticular case ? . 

verekiaha Master. Oh, by no means. For instance, I am 
inf at in the Mercers’ pany one family prevails to such 
an extent that the Livery speak of it as ‘‘ Watney’s Entire.” 

Our Commissioner. me, how strange! But how do the 
Livery like this sort of thing? . 

Worshipful Master, Well, not much, I should think. But who 
cares for the Livery? They don’t dare say a word ; they know that 
if they did, we should never put them on the Court. : 

Our Commissioner, Have you any system of apprenticeship in 





Com ? 
WWorshioful Master. Oh yes; but, of course, it ’s all nonsense. 


ee 
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CONFUSED ASSOCIATIONS. 


‘* AND WHERE DID THESE Daurps Live, Tommy?” 
“Tagy Livep in Groves or Oak.” 


“ AND IN WHAT PARTICULAR CEREMONY WERE THEY ENGAGED ONCE A YEAR!” 


‘*Ea— ier Me see—Oa! in Kissinc UNDER THE MistLETor ! ”’ 


A COMPREHENSIVE VIEW OF AMERICAN 
POLITICS. 


Any English Boy. Will you, please Papa, explain 
to me this Presidential Election which is pos od on now 
wD flak Father. With pleasure. dear boy 

ny Eng . . my dear ’ 
Well’ you see, Americans are divided into Democrats 
and Republicans. 

Boy. But I thought all Americans were Republicans. 

Father. Oh yes, of course they are; but, you see, they 
must have parties, or there be no 80 
they call themselves Democrats and Republicans. 

Boy. deal the difference between a Democrat and 


a Republican 

Father. Oh, ah, well, you know, the difference between 
a Conservative and a Li It’s like that. 

Boy. Yes, Papa. And is a Democrat a Conservative, 
and a Republican a Liberal, or is it the other way ? 

Father. Well, you see, one’s one and the other’s the 
other. After all, there is really not much difference. 

Boy. No, Papa. vote ? 

Father. Yes, my lad, of course do. 

Boy. And have they a House of Commons ? 

Father. be Awe two | mame pee ter and Senate. 
PL... ie ich is the House of —the Senate, or 

ngress 

Father. Why, Congress—no, Senate. They haven't 
get a House of There are no Lords there. Repub- 
icans don’t have Lords, and you know that Ameri- 
cans are Republicans. 

Boy. But you said some were Democrats, Papa. 

Father. Oh bother! Hold your tongue! Where's 
Harcourt ? 





**Round About Town.” 


Our Travelling Fellow was so exhausted after the 
Gresham Lecture last week, that he has not yet come 
round. We sent some one to bring him round, but at 
present all remedies have failed. He is just now su 

to be lost in contemplation of the Griffin on the 
emple Bar Memorial, but we trust that in our next he 
will return to adorn his own column in these pages. 





“Just as Iam.” By Miss Brappon. Yes; sensa- 
tional: just as she was. 











Our Commissioner. All nonsense? How’s that ? 

Worshipful Master. Why for instance now, I’ve three apprentices 
to whom I am bound to teach the art and me gry bellows-mend- 
ing; but they don’t want to learn them, and, if they did, I couldn’t 
teach them. One is the son of a Baronet, another of an M.P., and 
another of an eminent literary swell. 

Our Commissioner. Have you any trust funds ? 

_ Worshipful Master. Oh yes. A Mr. Suita left us a little estate 
in the City, some three hun years ago, which produced £20 
a-year, of which we were to pay £5 to the Church of St. Bennet- 
shere-the-hog ; £5 to the poor of Bullock Smithy; £5 for coats or 
gowns for five poor men of St. Michael the Queer; and the rest to 
ourselves for our trouble. 

Our Commissioner. Very good. And what does the estate pro- 
duce now ? 

Worshipful Master. About £2000 a-year. 

Our Commissioner. Dear me! And how do you divide it ? 

_ Worshipful Master. Exactly in accordance with the will of the 
pious founder. 

Our Commissioner. Quite right, quite right? 
porti 1 presume ? 

Worshipful Master. Oh dear me, no! We still give £5 for each 
of the charitable purposes specified, and keep the balance, as directed 
by the pious founder. 

_ Our Commis: . You don’t mean to say that out of £2000, you 
distribute £15 in charity, and keep £1985 for yourselves ? 

Worshipful Master. Oh yes we do, in strict accordance with the 
will of the pious founder. 

Our Commissioner. Pious Fiddlesticks! Think you he could ever 
have intended to give you £1985 for your trouble in distributizg £15 ? 

Worshipful Master. It is not for us to judge of the intentions of 
80 a man; all I know is that we stick to his words. Will you 
allow me to add, Sir, that we all think it very stran t we can’t 

ne. e are all sa we don’t complain, we are all 
loyal and contented oapertn, we loathe the very name of Reform, 
we always drink Church QUEEN at our modest repasts, we are, 


In four equal 





in fact, model Citizens. What more do you want? Do you want to 
make us discontented like mere Irishmen ? 

Our Commissioner. Yes, that’s just what the contented burglar 
would say, when enjoying a successful coup. : 

Worshipful Master. Oh, pray, Sir, don’t utter such bitter truths. 

Our Commissioner. Let us resume, Sir. Do you receive any salary ? 

Worshipful Master. Salary! Oh dear me, no; not a single farthing. 

Our Commissioner. Any fees? 

Worshipful Master. Some few, of a most trivial character. 

Our Commissioner. What do they amount to ? 

Worshipful Master. Not above a poor £500 a year. 

Our Commissioner, £500 a year! What do your relations get? 

Worshipful Master. My brother gets the same as myself; my 
nephew alent £1000 a year; my son, the clerk, a poor £2000; my 
two aunts about £100 a aon oan my three hews about £150. 

Our Commissioner. Bless my soul! that es over £4000 a year. 

Worshipful Master (after a pause). Yes, 1 find, upon calculation, 
you are right, as usual. ‘ eat 

Our Commissioner. Have you no compunctious visitings of con- 


science ? 

Worshipful Master. Thank goodness, I am not one of those pests 
of society, a Generate conscientious man. 

Our Commissioner. | wonder your dinners don’t choke you. 

Worshipful Master. On the con , I find that a good diges- 
tion waits on appetite, and health on . 

Our Commissioner, I think I have learnt enough from you to-day. 

Worshipful Master. Thank you, Sir. But, before | leave, allow 
me to hand you a ticket of invitation for our next Court Dinner, 
which will be a specially qrepe one. 

Our Commissioner. 8 I find any £5 notes under my plate ? 

Worshipful Master. Excuse me, if I say, ‘‘ Ask no rude questions, 
and I ’1l tell you no rude stories.” Come and see! { Exit, 





By tae Way.—It seems natural to speak of the pavement in 
front of the New Law Courts as the Causeway. 
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DIPLOMACY. 
Nurse (to Professional Friend making a call), “* ‘Writ, Nvss,’ s¥z HE, ’I1GH 
AND ‘ORTY LIKE, HE sez, ‘Wor Do YoU THINK?’ sez ue. ‘ Docror,’ I srz, 


QUITE DirrenensniaL, I sez, ‘I’m Quire oF your Orrtsron,’ I sez. ‘Ann I’m 
OF THE SAME WAY OF THINKING, Nuss,’ s@z ne. AND 80 WE SETTLEs IT.” 
Professional Friend (much interested). “‘Lor’! AwNp wort wos HIs OrrINion, 
wow?” 
Nurse, “‘ Burss YER ’ART, MY DEAR CREETUR, IN COURSE HE NEVER HADN'T 
Given wone/” 


WHERE ARE THE POLICE? 


Pror_e are constantly asking this question, and ting no satisfactory 
answer. The following scrap of a diary fard, which has come 
into our possession, may throw some bull’s-eye light on the subject :— 


Quiet two days in the office, yesterday and to-day. All the Inspectors and 
many of the Superintendents dancing attendance on the Licensing Magistrates 
at Clerkenwell. Ought not, perhaps, to use the term “dancing attendance” 
in such a connection, because the Magistrates are rabid against dancing. Took 
fifty intelligent officers from active service and them on to Music-Hall 
duty. Suspect they like it. Plenty of drink and plenty of loafing. Told them 
to watch the behaviour of the hardened criminals who listen to songs and smoke 
tobacco. Told them to report any songs that suggested i iety. Said they 
would to the best of their jud nt, which is not much. ived a report 
from one officer that a hornpipe had been danced at one hall with only a music- 
licence ; also report from another officer that he thought a dramatic eatertain- 
ment was being given at another hall without a dramatic licence, but he would 
like to go to the Dog-in-the-Manger Theatre, end see. Gave him a shilling and 
a suit of plain clothes, and told ‘him tosee. R ed himself at two o'clock 
a.M., having just left the theatre. Said there been a benefit and two Shak- 
speerian plays— drinking going on all the time. This sounded very dreadful ; 
but found they had authority to sell drink as long as the performance lasted, 
even during prohibited hours, under an Act of WiLt1am THE Fovrrs. 

Telegrams from outlying stations, saying that in consequence of the fogs, 
the burglary season had commeneed early with unusual severity. Took four 
officers from Music-Hall duty, and put , Co on to B . Faney they 
grumbled. Another officer reported improper singing at Esthetic Musiec- 
Hall. Made inquiry, and found the song was from the Cloches de Corneville, 
and was being sung at the Chelsea Theatre. Sent to the Lord Chamberlain's 
Office, next day, to know what it meant. Answer from Licenser of Plays that 
he did not think the song improper, and answer from Licenser of Theatres that 





the house was twenty yards out of their jurisdiction, and I 
must apply to the looal Magistrates. Sent to Magistrates, 
and found they had adjourned (as usual) for a twelve- 
month. Another officer reported a rickety staircase at the 
Fossil Music-Hall. Thought of Magistrates, but recol- 
lected they had dissolved. Sent over to the Home Office, 
Messenger treated with contempt, and told to go to Jericho. 
He came back. Recollected Board of Works. Messenger 
went to Government Board of Works. rong again. 
Recollected Metropolitan Board of Works, Sent messen- 
ger. Answer, ‘‘ No power to deal with old buildings, only 
structures in course of erection.” Nextday heard that the 
staircase had tumbled down atdaybreak. Saw a spiteful 
letter in a low paper, asking how gmueh longer we should be 
before we cleared up the Harley Street m: ? Looked 
at the Murder Book, and was cctomiched to nd such a 
lot of undiscovered mysteries — Hart Street, Cannon 
Street, Coram Street, Hosea Been Square, Burton 
Crescent, Harley Street, &e. Teok four more officers off 
Music-Halls, and put them on to Murder. 


THE VERY LATEST. 
(By Our Own Special.) 


Certinse, 9 a.u.—All right. Kreasy Green off. 
Everything set: Dulcigno to be handed over this 
afternoon without conditions. Turkish Commissioner 
just arrived. General illumination preparing. Invested 
in coloured star and two crackers. 

10 a.m.—Hiteh. Albanian found in bazaar with hair 
badly eut. Suxtan protests to Powers. Wi Ws con- 
cession, wants six months’ delay, and pour-doire for 
Commissioner. 

11 a.m.—Kreasy Green back again. Refuses every- 
thing. Suxtaw to be de a Sold erackers for fire- 
wood to an Infant Sehool. Prinee beem out for an hour 
on horseback. Enthusiasm ind ble. 

Noow.—Svuray yields. Krmpy Green off again. Note 
just in. Promises cession on simple conditions. Prince 
to stay half an hour in town, wear fez on Sundays for 
eighteen months, then call again, Have lighted star. 

1 p.m.—All off. Kinsy Green back. War settled. 
Put out star. Prince out for another hour. Enthusiasm 
indescribable. National 75 per Cents. at 1}. 

2 p.m.—Difficulty surmounted. Kirey Green off. 
Duleigno to be handed over unconditionally. National 
75 per Cents. at 1. Infant school blown up. Great 
difficulty experienced in finding Dulcigno. 

3 p.M.—Last telegram from Svttan a hoax. Krrsy 
Green back again. Ultimatum from Porte. European 
War declared. Doubts as to whereabouts of Dulcigno. 

9.30 p.m.—Glorious news! Dulcigno discovered at | 
last. National 75 per Cents., 0}. Figs steady. Krrsy 
Green naturalised. Enthusiasm describable. 











‘* Take away that Bauble!’’ 





@ To Cousssrospsyts. — The Bilitor does not hold hirnself bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case can these be returned unless accompanied by 4 
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engaged, apparently, in a game of rom The son had put his 
ROUND ABOUT TOWN. head on the table ready to cry | one of his tates, evident 
: ' erring blindman’s-buff, covere 
The apres engage at the Royal Academy — — STi teense; while e 
A snort time since “‘ A Musical Joke by Mozart,” og at some = second damsel whi into the ear 
Promenade Concerts, attracted all London to hear it. The thousands} Bij, \e sel’) \\\ i of the good old one of a series 
who delighted in the pleasantry, if they visited Burlington House Wig 1 of “ cross uestions and crooked 
between the hours of ten and four, would find another tour de force J F ‘\ 1 answers” presently to set the 
imi they would have to do would be to ask table ina roar, In the meanwhile the 
7 coer “ When found, they wins make hae’; ‘)} genial old father politely requested 
y termed a ‘‘ piece rial waggery.” : young carrying a to with- 
On x tae of my visit I was aigdly sited C ; a mind’s ae oe draw - into’ the garden for a few 
eye, Horatio”) by the spectrai figure of a typical Roy emician, uF minutes, while e prepared to su rise 
who was good enough to ast as 8 guide. 3 ‘ her with a little ys an ytd 3 I 
‘We have managed to hide the directing placard behind a pillar,” - os was ily admiring this pleasant 
chuckled this amusing personage, as I ascended some stone steps. fi peotaee of ‘Christmas Time at Holly- 
‘When the Public can’t find it, they do grow so wild!” Farm,”’ when I was surprised 
Smiling -naturedly at the joke, I pushed open a door, and ’ 5 natles te composition labelled, for 
found myself in a dimly-lighted passage leading to a dark staircase. ™ some unaccountable reason, ‘ The 
“ You will have to very top before you come to our little Outeast. 
comicalities,” was spectral mor gf It was true enough. And I came to a characteristic 
I laboured up and up until, out of breath, I reached a landing, upon | work by that est of artists, Mr. Sotomon Harr. It was called 
which was p a plaster-cast which I pretended to examine with | “‘ dn Early of Shakspeare,” and was chiefly remarkable 
the greatest curiosity. J for the Reader’s legs, which were of abnormal proportions. Leaving 
“What a humbug you are!” was whispered in my ear. ‘ You|® waxwork group of “St. Gregory teaching his Chant” for the 
know you can’t see it! Do you think we should have put it there if| consideration of some unam- 
we had believed for a moment that you could’ zcelsior! Plenty | bitious imitator of Madame 
more steps before you come to us!” : Tussavp, I came to a pic- 
Again I laboured on, and found snothes plaster-cast, which I| torial protest against the 
learnt was the same as the first—Cupid syche, by Grasow. views favoured by Bir Wi1- 
“ Funny eh?” I heard. “ Pity we hadn’t more of | Paty Lawson. A lady (whose 
them! But as we only two, we put both of them in corners. resent occupation was deli- 
close together, in the dark! Come, you must smile at that piece of | cately hinted at in the tones 
drollery !” of her nose) was rising from 
I stumbled on, and encountered more plaster-casts. So far as I| a wine-cellar, to kiss a semi- 
could make out, they to be busts of nobody in particular, | intoxicated lover in the pre- 
grouped round the of a horse that would have been very | sence of a decidedly ** drunk 
thing for a sign outside a farrier’s shop. _ incapable” Father. 
Ano ‘effort and I was in the Gallery. ng from this ‘‘ Scene from the Two Gentlemen of Verona” (as 
There were three rooms, On my left, | the painful ¢ableau was called), 1 at an enormous picture of a 
amongst some statues, sat the genius of mon, @ few mountains, a couple of boats, and a study of wide- 
the place. He wore a cap drawn down| awakes. This vast composition turned out to be ‘‘ Letters and News 
close over his ears, a horse-cloth thrown | at the Loch side.” The central fish was interesting, but I cannot 


over his shoulders, and a blanket tucked | conscientiously say that I admired the accessories. 
comfortably round his . He wasseated| I next noticed a picture of Mr. Farrm (dressed for a lounge in the 
a 





on a chair, reading a y paper, and| Park) busily engaged in sketching a sleeping crossing-sweeper. 
seemed to be suffering greatly from the| Charmed with this study of real life, I turned to something more 
draught. Beside him (under a towel) was artificial. Ina ‘* Pleasant Corner” I found a wax doll in a ten- 
= a suit of livery, apparently ready te be| and-sixpenny doll’s house. Then came an old favourite. “‘ Whither” 
assumed at a moment’s notice, on the intoatopes me onee again to a portly mediwval Paterfamilias taking 
approach of Royalty or other visitors of distinction. He looked at| a walk in his garden after his dinner. He was still accompanied by 
me as I entered, as if he were unaccustomed to the presence of | his daughter carrying a tin of biscuits. I could hear the girl murmur, 
strangers, and then resumed his reading. as of old, ‘“‘I do so wish Papa would return to the house for his 
“You can see, from the unconventional costume of our custodian, | coffee, as he will wear his slippers!” Then Mr. Hoox showed me an 
that the Public do not patronise us as they ought to do,” grumbled | incident in country life. A man was meeting a woman and a child 
my Speetre-guide. ‘* tn fact, our janitor has the place very much to| in a lane, and exclaiming, on noticing that they both were wearin 
himself. He must_know all our little jokes by heart. I verily | ‘‘ big heads,” ‘‘ What, Boxing Day already!” Lastly, I stumbi 
believe that even the ‘ Battle of Chillianwallah,’ at the end of the | upon a strange-looking person, biting his nails among some moun- 
Galle , by this time has ceased to move him to uproarious merri-|tainous sponge-cakes, while a lion in the back-ground roar | 
ment!’ devoured a baby hippopotamus. I frankly admit I was perple 
Leaving the official in undress behind me, I walked qk into | to make head or tail of it. ‘ 
the last room. It contained an enormous Cartoon of Biucuer| “I knew oar would never guess it!” exclaimed my spectral 
meeting WELLINGTON after Waterloo, hang in such a manner as to| Friend, who had been silent for some time, ‘' But look at the label, 
bring out in full relief the rich absurdities of Mr. Jonxs’s martial | and you will be enlightened.” 
masterpiece. A strange mixture of dying Guardsmen, military| 1 obeyed the direction, and read, to my extreme astonishment, the 
yopaete, and Generals prancing unconcernedly amongst the| simple word ‘‘ Remorse.” ‘This last ap i unnerved me, I deter- 
wounded, formed a striking contrast to a small and compact set | mined to fly before my confusion was completed. 
iece that in the palmy days of AstLEy’s Amphitheatre would have| ‘‘ But you have not seen half the on things!” exclaimed my 
n undoubtedly billed” as ** Exciting Seniete one hundred | shadowy Guide. ‘“ The old — are just as funny as the new; 
trained Auxiliaries, concluding with a d display of Fireworks, | and there is really a world of quiet humour in the arrangement of 
and the trium t Ly a & the gallant British Arms—for this | the back hair of a lion belonging to St. Jerome. It has been imitated 
night only!” two battle-pieces were toned down with a myste- | in the toy-shops, but——”’ 
rious piece of stonework labelled “ Antique Fragment of a Female| 1 angrily interrupted, and refused to go further. 
Draped Figure.” Further on was an arm-chair under aglass-case,| ‘‘ But pray be reasonable,” continued the well-meaning Phantom. 
that seemed to be proud of its anonymity. “You cannot imagine what an absurd effect we obtain by mixing up 
“ We don’t tell them what it is, or to whem it belonged, or how it | the Gibson Gallery with the daubs of a century. You cannot 
came here,” explained the Spectre. ‘‘ We do so like to puzzle |think——” 
them!” But by this time I had escaped, and was once more in Piccadilly. 
I now entered the Centre Room. On one side were the efforts of | As I hurriedly walked away, an old lady stopped me, and asked me 
yt Academicians—on the other the works of more modern Masters. | where she could find the Chamber of Horrors ¢ 
selected the latter for examination. The study of a gigantic hand| ‘In the right-hand corner of Burlington House,” I ied, and 
first attracted my attention. It was worked out in great detail in| although I answered at random, I believe I spoke tru y. 
shadow on the wall in conjunction with the reflection of a nose whieh 
had been introduced most successfully to heighten the effect. The eee 
to Mr. ut I could not discover the roprietor of 
the nose. Not far from this quaint fancy was a merry family party| A “Screw” or Tosacco.—The man who grudges you a cigar. 
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HOW AND wuy 


Tue trembling Grand Vizier, calledjup in the dead of night, 
hastened to the sanctum of his Sovereign. 


*O Sultan of Sultans!” sobbed the unlucky Minister, prostrating | 


himself before the Imperial couch. ‘‘The meanest of thy slaves 
hopes to escape the bowstring! What has he done that his loved 
Master should frown upon him?” 

** Rise, Grand Vizier, and be not a fool,” said the Monarch gra- 
ciously. ** I want thy brains, and not thy head. Quick—pens, ink, 
and paper.’ 

In a moment the now reassured official was seated on the floor in 
an attitude of rapt attention. 

The Scrtaw drew from his breast a paper, kissed it, and then 
returned it to its resting-place. Then he commenced in an excited 
Voice — 

“Know, O pig! that I am about to put my financial affairs in 
business-like order!” 

a Gone i oy hoe | his head in a melancholy fashion, but held 

aa), om Por something of the sort frequently before. 
will do toy pate ” eried the Sutran, enthusiastically. ‘‘ I will 
Ferepeat my debts! And, as a first towards this end, invite the cursed 
Dogs—I should say the Turkish Bond- "holders—to send 
oy to 9 Coasiaationgle to enter into direct communication with 
one Government.” 

** As there are ten ca ies of Bond-holders of different nation- 
ali all with more or less conflicting claims, will not this be a 
difficult task, O Defender of the Faithfal ?” was the Grand Vizier’s 


feeble suggestion. 

“ Dog! ed dog!” shouted the angry Monarch, hurlin 
his slipper a! is offending Minister. ‘‘ That is their business, an 
not mine! another word and thou shalt aut the remainder of 
thy healt ife in company with the fishes of the Bosphorus i” 
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The wounded official, hearing this, kept a discreet silence, and 
waited for further instructions. 

“*Tell them,” dictated the Suttan, ‘‘ that I propose recommencing 
payment of the interest on their bonds by a simple expedient. | 
invite them to appoint a Banker who shall have the honour of incur- 
ring a fresh debt of eight millions sterling —on their behalf—in their 
name!” The Grand Vizier did not raise his eyes from his writing. 

““ Add that of course they must look after the floating debt and 
arrange about the Russian Indemnity. But when this is done—mark 
my words—when this is done they shall have, subject, of course, to 
my general supervision, al/ the remainder!” And the SuitTan’s 
face beamed again with an expression of gratified generosity. 

** What remainder ?” asked the Grand Vizier unconsciously. 

“Pig! Paltry pig!” shouted the angry Monarch, throwing his 
second slipper at the head of his Minister. ‘‘ Dost thou dare to laugh 
at my beard? I haven’t got a beard—but no matter. ‘ What re- 
mainder !’ That is their business, and not mine! Away, dolt! And 
if the Circular i | not to my liking, beware of the torture-chamber !’ 

Within a couple of hours the Grand Vizier once more presented 
himself before his master. Grovelling in the dust, he handed his 
Sovereign a despatch. 

“Very fair, indeed!” murmured the Svitaw as he perused the 
Cireular. “‘ And I have news to tell thee. Hoparr Pacna has 
suggested a new impost. 

** Indeed, my Lord ! I thought every source of income was ex- 
hausted.”’ 

** Faith, and so did I,” answered the Padishah, relapsing for 4 
moment into his ancient language. ‘‘ But, , the Admiral ’s 
found another! He suggests an elegant tax upon Ambassadors ! 
And now away to the Printers, the Pressmen, and the Tele- 


graphers !’ 
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But the Minister lingered. At last he ventured to say, 
‘*O Defender of the Faithful, deign to enlighten the 
nua of thy slaves! Why dost thou issue this Cir- 
| cular ?’ 
| Because I wish to obtain the sympathy of Europe, 
| whatever happens,” was the immediate answer. 
| “ But how, O Lord of Lords ?—how ?” 


! To be sure! Just so! And what caused 
thee, O Sire, to think of such a clever thing?” con- 
tinued the obsequious official, impelled by a feeling of 
overpowering curiosity. 

“This admirable picture!” cried the Sutran, again 
pulling the paper from his breast, and kissing it fer- 
vently. ‘* Down on thy knees, dog, and worship it!” 

The Grand Vizier obeyed, and paid respectful homage 
to Mr. Punch's Cartoon entitled ‘‘ Argumentum ad 
Pocketum,” and bearing date Oct. 9. 








THE CITY OF UNMITIGATED POT-HOUSES, 
To the (Seldom-at-) Home Secretary. 


Srr,—If it is possible for any Minister to spare time 
| from clumsy attempts to regulate the Universe, and to 
| learn that one parochial gutter well swept is worth a 
hundred foreign dependencies over-governed into mad- 

ness, it certainly would be advisable for that Minister 
| to grapple with our Licensing Chaos. The worship of 

the Sacred Jackass is carried a little too far when this 

Chaos is dignified with the name of System. Four mil- 

lions of wretched rate- and tax-payers, doomed to live in 

the most dismal City of Unmitigated Pot-houses on the 

face of the earth, are bound over, hand and foot, as far as 

their amusements are concerned, to an irresponsible Court 
| Official and six hundred of the most ignorant, preju- 
diced—possibly venal, and certainly narrow-minded— 
creatures that a Lord-Lieutenant can pick out from the 
dreary ranks of respectability. This unwieldy assembly, 
with the exception of the Court Official, is set in motion 
by a brutal Act of Parliament that is a notorious disgrace 
to a not over-creditable Statute-Book. Originally framed 
to stop the singing of Jacobite songs, which the Dutch 
monarch of the period feared, but could neither read, 
sing, nor understand, and ostensibly directed in the 
coarsest terms against the “‘ social evils” of 1750, this 
precious sample of antique legislation has descended to 
1880, and administered as it is by a body only worthy of 
such an Act, it now paralyses the amusements of four 
millions of Londoners. Once during its long existence it 
has been amended or tinkered, but in a way that reflects 
the utmost discredit on its timid tinkers. When it was 
discovered, about three or four years ago, that, under its 
heaven-born provisions, a few harmless old women sitting 
at a concert before five o’clock in the afternoon were com- 
mitting an indictable offence, it was thought by those 
who knew little of the cowardice of weak-kneed Govern- 
ments, that the days of this triumph of legislative wisdom 
were certainly num They were thoroughly mis- 
taken. The ulcer was oy cut out, when the body 
ought to have been strangled ; and the 25 Geo. II., cap. 36 
still remains to comfort the true worshippers of the Sacred 


Jackass, 

Amongst the countless pot-houses in this City of Pct- 
houses, there are about four hundred that hold a music 
licence, and perhaps about twenty that hold a music and 
dancing licence. The owners of these houses go to one 
licensing anthority for tobacco, to another for beer, and 
to another for the licence to sell wines and spirits. Thanks 
to the Omnipotence of Gin and Beer in the councils of 
the nation, they have little difficulty in obtaining the 
drink licences if they stand well with the two great 
drink-producing interests. 

Of course the usual hypocrisy is shown in all public 
debates on this question. Every Member—Minister or 
no Minister—carefully ignores the fact that one-third of 
our enormous national expenditure is drawn from national 
drunkenness ; and the unfortunate publicans are snubbed 
and lectured, as if they were cri instead of active 
feeders of the Revenue. Any attempt te temper Gin 
and Beer with Music and Dancing is resisted by the 
compact Mawworm class, who rule the Licensing Sessions. 
Ten applications for Music and Dancing would 
be made to-morrow, if there were anything like 
and wisdom in our Licensing Chaos, don would 





TOO TRUE! 


The Colonel, **‘ Wuat J SUFFER FROM I8 A NEGLECTED Epvcation,”’ 

Sir Gorgius Midas (whose main regret is that he was never at a Public School), 
“‘Neoieorep Epvcation! Way, ’aNG IT, YOU WERE BROUGHT UP aT Eron, 
WEREN'T rou?” 

The Colonel, *‘ Yes—tTuat’s gust ir!” 





become as sober and cheerful as Paris or Vienna. The sot would become a 
singer, the wife-kicker a dancer; and what would be lost in one way by the 
Exchequer, would be gained in another. The million or more sterling now 
invested in London Music-halls would be oxyeces to competition ; but, on the 
other hand, the owners of this property wo feel an unwonted security in 
their investments. 

We mention these ‘‘ vested interests,” because we know the weakness and the 
composition of Governments; but there is a broader ground on which to argue 
this question—that of public convenience. The four millions of people in this 
City of Unmitigated Pot-houses have a right to as many music and 
dancing-rooms as they think they require; and the supply, we presume, as 
usual, will follow the demand. If any one of rooms is mi that 
may be a reason for punishing the proprietor; but it is no reason for closing 
the rooms, any more than the adulteration of bread would be a reason for the 
closing of a bakery. An ignorant and und id Policeman is not the proper 
person to judge and report upon the management of public amusements, any 
more than a sour body of unpaid Puritans—six hun in number—is a fitting 
body to license these amusements, If all the Conventicles of London were put 
under the direction of six hundred Comic Singers, divided into a dozen or more 
conflicting jurisdictions, it is possible that even the Meddlevex Magistrates, and 
the worshippers of the Sacred Jackass would be converted to something like 
reason and justice. Poxcu anp Junqvs, 





A LIBERAL OFFER. 
A chance at last! The Italian Government are 
EMMANUEL, over that amount, and 
ou have the Temple Bar 
w in a statue or two. You 


Hooray! Viva Italia! 
offerir aeieee for a statue to Ves me 
we wi e it upon our responsibility to 
rialising hon, and, not to be mean, we 
pay the money, and you shall take your choice. 
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THE O’DOWD AT THE O’DOLPHI. 


‘Op Materials made up. Jobs neatly executed. Orders punc- 
tually attended to”—not after seven. New card for the 0’ Dramatist. 
This is the story of the O’Dowp :— 

Mrxe O’Dowpn, son of an Irish fish salesman, 
having received a liberal education and graduated 
at ae | College, Dublin, comes up to London, 
takes a liking to the name of W: am, and 


under the mistaken notion that a saeeten 
has a chance in London where an O'Dowd has 





“Mixes,” «tts ters the English tongue that the time the piece 
wno tes ais D@@ine there imn’t, the slightest davour - 


the 
Ceepitogss a b left in him. As he has been born and 
reertr Daxct. by in Ireland, this victory over the brogue is 
us 


t things f talented yout gentleman, gallantly represented 
fy Mr. Hewry Nevitie, who Co teen able to ascom so much in 
so short a time, 

His next happy thought is the humorous notion of borrowing 
money on this capital name of Walsi —Walsingham having 
now become his stock-in-trade. This practical joke he carries to the 
extent of £20,000, foolishly supplied to him by 
one Mr. Romsey Leake—capitall yed by 
Mr. J.G. TayLon—on very ins security. 
The conduct of the fish-salesman’s son is cha- 
racteristic of his origin. ‘‘ Fishy is the word,” 
as Mr. Pareman—who does a great deal with 
the character of Chaiker, the man in possession 
—would say. Romsey Leake finding out that 
Mixe’s father is worth £20,000, comes down on 
him to pay his son’s debts, and save him from 
disgrace. But from what di is the ques- 
tion? His son's friends by this time all 
about him, and have condoned the offence. 
Even the wealthy widow to whom he was pay- 
ing his addresses—the only thing a y 
that he ever did pay—has forgiven te, and Mixes m Issuasp— 
all his old associates have been backing him, $1." * Gees oo 
as O' Dewd, in his canvass for his native ‘ 
borough, which it is his ambition to represent in Parliament. 

Perhaps in the face of a future Election Commission there might 
have been some difficulty as to advancing such a large sum for 
election expenses; but as he has gained the day before the appear- 
ance of his creditor, the £20,000 would never have come under the 
head of Bribery and Corruption. Had this idea occurred to any one 
of them, of course the play would have been brought to a sudden 
termination in the Third Act; indeed, it need not have gone beyond 
the Second; and Mr. BoucicauLr would not have had an opportunity 

of reminding us of Mr. SaHxix 








Taz O’ Down anv tuz O’Dowpr. of el 

want ie 4 it is the recurrence of a situa- 
tion similar to one of which he and bis son Mike had 
heroes a long time “9°. te Roeeeeeans and dramatic authors 
one actors repeat themselves other people too with more or 
eF8 §U CESS. 

‘Weil—that’s all. Few people are interested in Walsingham alias 
O' Dowd ; and all are disappointed at Mr. Bovcicautt’s not being 
a rollicking, careless, Irish peasant throughout, the hero of a sensa- 
tional drama. The piece is admirably put om to the stage. Mr. 
Frew’'s Barney Toole is an excellent sketch ; and Mr, E. Compron, 
reminding us forcibly of bis father’s manner, plays the difficult part 
of a young swell who in the first Act has to ook commie y, ina 


f 
Gi 





thoroughly natural and unaffected manner. He has all the makings 
of a genuine light comedian. Mr. J. Coopzr plays Wilcoz, Lady 
Rose Lawless’s butler, so well in the Second Act, 
that we were not at ised when, on Lady 
Rose going to Ireland, we saw him promoted to 
be the Sheriff of Bally-na-Cuish, and conducting the 
proceedings with the utmost courtesy and impar- 
tiality. He did not seem to be recognised by his 
former employer, nor by any of her guests in whom 
he had penny “ae in constant attendance ; 
but this might be chiefly ewing to his having 
oneetee a new wig, and his having picked up the 
Irish brogue with as great woe | as Mike O d 
had dropped it. Bridget O’ (Miss Le Turine) 
is about as useful and ornamental as the unfor- 
tunate widow who was the cause of the recent 
Merivale and Ward litigation. Mr. H. Proctor 
is suited in’ Colonel Muldoon, and Miss Lrp1 Foore, 
as Kitty M‘Coul, looks less ‘‘ my cool” than ‘“‘ my 
comfortable.” Why does she go about London 
without a bonnet ? Only orange-women and flower- 
Betts, wxo ors girls do this in town; and surely Dotty O’ Dowd’s 
70 tus?» niece wouldn’t have come all the way from Ireland 
seen naaie! like that? If Mr. Bovcrcavit knows she did, of | 
Bsus!” course that’s sufficient; but though a first-rate | 
stage-manager, he doesn’t know everything, or he | 
would never have permitted the sudden appearance of Lady Rose | 
Lawiless’s gorgeous powdered 
footmen, in moustaches, toappear 
for no earthly reason whatever at 
the finish of the Second Act, just 
to distract the attention of the 
audience and spoil the tableau, 
If they won’t shave, and if they 
must come on because they ’ve 
get the liveries, then let Lady 
se explain their moustaches 
as a little eccentric fancy of her 
own. Miss Pateman plays Lady 
Rose very cleverly. But then 
she is very clever in everything 
specially when it doesn’t suit Kirry McCovut axp Dappr-sr-coor- 
her in the least (like this part), DRINK 
and then she triumphs. 
We stayed to weleome Mrs. Mexton in the after-piece, and wished | 
there had been something for her in the drama. . 
The capital little troupe at | 
St. George’s Hall are always 
welcome company There is 
not the slightest danger in 
trusting toA, Reepin Langham 
Place, and the Conwxy Graiy 
planted in the same locality in- 
yanenry ae a crop of plea- 
sant chaff. Tosuit the clerical 
element = Se oomenen the 
management have wisely pro- 
vided themselves with A 
Bishop, and have engaged Miss 
Houpspeta (Mrs. Pae.ps), who 
: developes (or as a reckless pun- 
“Cum GRrawo.” ster might say, de-phel’ps) con- 
Y siderable talent. The aunted 
Room, the latest addition to Mr. Grarn’s repertoire of musical sketches, 
is as good as any of its predecessors—which 
is caving a great deal. The clever mimicry 
of the Village Choir is full of local colouring ; 
and the imitation of the various clocks, inclu- 
sive of the short, sh American timepiece, 
is something to la over and remember. 
The present ‘First Part” of the Entertain- 
ment is illustrated with extremely pretty 
music by Mr. Lionzt Benson, and is capitally 
round. Mr. Atrrep Reep in the 
Second Part is seen to great advantage (in 
more senses than one) as the ‘‘Fat Boy” out 
of ** Pickwick” into a Publie School. othing 
could be better than his assumption of boy 
bumptiousness, cowardice, and good-nature. 
Mr. Reep has long since matured into a 
very excellent comedian, Extremely funny 
too is Mr. Grary as a pri ; 
and Miss Eprra Brawpon is. . to- 
ec St. George’s Hall is (as Guide 
ks would say of the Market Pump) “ well 
worthy of a visit.” 
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TO A MODERN PYRRHA. 


Hu, Prrrwa, say what 
Youth, so wan and 
worn, 

Woos thee with many a 
whisper heard at e’en? 
For whom do you 80 curi- 
ously adorn— 
A subtle symphony in 
sad sage-green ? 
How oft will he your way- 
wardness ’ 
And miss the that 
once were all for ; 
When this esthetic mania 
is o’er, 
And you ’re perchance 
en 


in some new 
whim ! 


But ‘as for me, my first 
love is the last ; 
New fancies and new 
\ faces charm no more ; 
“\ And, even were my youth- 
ful days not past, 
You’re not the sort of 
girl I should adore. 


For whom do you, so very tightly laced 
a ith well fared shoulders promenade the street 
our a uty might have gr: 
A Chinese lady envied those small feet. 


What youth admires that figure so pinched in / 
Whe loves the fashions as they are just now ? 

What wonder that you grow so pale and thin, 
With interesting furrows on your brow. 


When to your natural grace will you give play ? 
’Tis better thus than crinoline and hoop. 

** She stoops to conquer.” Pretty Prarua, sa 
Now, if you want to conquer, can you stoop: 





THE ELECTION COMMISSIONS. 


We have every reason to believe that the following are truthful 
summaries of the Election Reports which will be presented to Parlia- 
ment by the Commissions. 

IMMACULATESFIELD, 

It is impossible for us conscientiously to report that we are satis- 
The fasts about the "a oiion ~ oe a si 
al my ious stranger”’ are very ici 
he was not a bribing agent, why did he perambulate the chief ‘tho- 
senghinnes with © ing of pid ot bie side, teqacsting Se to 
vote for Captain Correnrutt, the ‘‘ Blue” Candidate? , if 
they promised to vote for Captain Correrrutt, did he em 

salary varying from £1 to £10 an hour? 

It is, perhaps, open to remark 
” has not appeared to give evidence 
both sides profess complete ignorance of who he is, 
he isjat all. Perhaps he’s indis- 
is inquiry as yet... . As to Tom 
received more than £20 
ve his evidence was 
lieve that the valu- 
ted to his sweetheart the 
day after the polling, was out of some money which he 
received as an equivalent for his vote—or, as he facetiously expresses 
it, for ‘* his loss of time.” It is only fair to add that Tom Sooxs 
himself swears that this is not the case, but that the watch was 
bought with money saved out of his qusuings during the last two 
ears. As Tom Swooxs has only been in employment (as a rag-and- 
bone picker) for one year, and his weekly wage is about five shillings, 
his story appears to us to bear on it traces of inaccuracy. Still, we 
’ to believe that this excellent fellow has been commit- 
. » « » However, there can hardly be 
in this 
electors is 150 

Candidate 


t in i 
number of 
and that £3000 was contributed by each 
hile another £3000 was contributed by political 
Both Candidates assure us they had no notion that the 


money would oF amiy be ones a any ae 
appear nice gen ws, but it is t 
picions as to the use that was being made of their ue-books. 

r. Trwotuy Hieerns acknow that he had received £10 for 
running messs another £10 to that the other messengers ran 
messages, besides £20 to see that no} bribing went on, and an addi- 
tional douceur of £30 to be sure that there was no treating. This 
looks to us like corruption, though we don’t feel quite sure about it. 
Other cases of a similar nature ocourred, so we oan only end by 
recommending this ancient and most respectable borough to the 
merey of your honourable House. 

Ham SanpDWIcH AND VEAL. 

This dirty and decayed little town, or two towns, appears, to our 
ee ee. be the most corrupt borough in the United 
Kingdom. At we cannot possibly any borough more 
corrupt. There are upon the Register 500 and of these 
we have te report that 495 were either directly or y bribed. 
SF ie semetatas Sve, one te « hopeless Sites, or ee Te tation 
eredibl ey | tl ~~ ae 

y 
election this deluded 
i so-call: 


this 
us as Tak on the occasion of:& Pliner 
individual refused £5 an 

D tious” grounds. 


80 
Bog} tient 
ont we BSG tess te tel thar Uaealidieners will over 


Oxsorover. 
pasty say it 
some- 
English spire seems to be @ direct 


ice,” of course), 
the dark of electoral affairs, to 
i seems to to better 
an ancient University 
whetever to do 
there are great 


ne yee J oe Satelite ose 

to discharge their duty their country, actually con- 
as much as a head to the expenses (of course the 

cee Ay ala e Election ; and when that is not sufficient 

runiing up to town, and getting as much as £3000 from the Head 

Centre of their respective to in—well, necessary 

expenses—as we said before. This devotion to their duty 
commended. 


Save come before us, also of treating ; 
ur i has been uniformly enlightened 
by comic ne. _ Thus Mr. Ya ayn A commas 
ving received £15 for purposes tresting, ex in trea 
ing others, and £12 in trea himself. When asked if he con- 
sidered such treatment of the funds he replied, ‘‘ Oh, yes, 
quite,” which, we need hardly say, con the Court and the 
audience with laughter, as was only natural. 
The “ lay clerk of St. John’s College” (we age aot auite sure what 
a “lay clerk” is, but fancy it ’s some inferior election agent) 
who gave evidence as to his having paid £10 to one man because ‘* he 
was handy with his fists,” appears to us to have somewhat exceeded 
his duties as a “ lay clerk.” Another of the agents, who must be a 
wag in his way, described himself as ‘‘ Chichele Professor of Modern 
History,” a harmless i kled 
that venerable University 
We really can’t find anything 
honourable House, and we beg to 
be disfranchised—which seems 


for | appears to us a more 


dral, and wouldn’t be 





woman who sweeps it out once a 
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en took his seat on a barrel full of back num- 
—= Se bers of the Nation. “It’s loikely ye’ll be 
- _—=— ee hearing a thrifle from me before long. But, 
—— a ZZ whisht!—whisht!” he added, as if an 
ss ———— Se ee ee after-thought seemed to strike him — 
ae ss ene ee ‘* Moighty convanient as is the tiniment 
Pe = SSS oS EES <—— I thrust now it’s no rint that ye’ve paid 

. es ar = =— for it!” 
gg eS Se ‘“* Rint! Begorra! Hooroosh !—divil a 
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He (pulling up short). “1 say, in’T THAT Jack SPaRKES AND Ngliy Sweetive comIne 
ROUND BY THE ROAD THERE!” 

She (unsuspiciously). *‘ 1 THINK IT 18, DEAR.” 

He. *‘Taew supross ws TAKE THE Lanz, En? It’s A BIT FURTHER, BUT—(magnani- 
mously)—‘ Spoons’ DON’T CARE TO BE INTERRUPTED, YOU KNOW.” 

She (innocently). “‘ Dow’? Tury, Dgan?” 


ar ———— 


A “GOOD TURN.” 








MISTHER O’GUY FAWKES ; 
OR, AINSWORTH IN IRISH! 


. . . * * . . . * 


“‘ Awp now we'll lave you,” said the O’Caressy, drawing his cloak tightly about him, 
the other conspirators at the same time following his example. ‘Shure an’ it’s a snug p 
you've got here intoirely,” he added as, casting a glance at the accumulated storage of 
combustible and explosive material, that reached now nearly to the roof of the cellar, he 
gave a familiar nod to the arch plotter who had undertaken to fire it. 

** All right, me boy!” replied the latter, giving a wink at his lantern and matches as he 





hapenny!” was the earnest reply. The 


cloaked figures gave a wild whoop of satis- 
faction, and cut a peculiar caper. Then, 
as if the information had reassured them, 
they stealthily withdrew. The door closed 
noiselessly on the last. Misther O’Guy 
Fawkes was alone. 

It was a dark and disagreeable hole, this 
subterranean vault in which treason had 
clumsily collected the evidences of its own 
stupid project. Nor did the latter add to 
its attractiveness. is on barrels of 
vulgar rhodomontade,—of passionate incite- 
ment to outrageand rebellion, strewn over, 
here and there, with a few scanty faggots 
of free speech,—destined, but ineffeotu ly 
to conceal the mischief beneath,—cumbered 
the ground and half concealed the walls of 
the vaulted retreat. Placed as this was 
under the fabric of law and order, the con- 
spirators hoped that an explosion would 
not only paralyse the executive but shatter 
the Union. Reflecting complacently on this 
situation of affairs, Misther O’Guy Fawxzs 
waited the approach of the appointed hour. 

Bat something had happened on which 
the conspirators not counted. The 
Irish Secretary had received an anonymous 
warning. Some friend, anxious for his re- 
putation, had decided, at all hazards, to 
give him an inkling of the true state of 
affairs. Thus it was that he had received 
suddenly one morning by post a copy of the 
Times. The incident was mysterious. He 
had been conceiving for some weeks past a 
growing distaste for the national stew, and 
was in a condition to be easily unsettled. 
He was upset. Nor was this all. His 
return ticket, good only for a month, was 
nearly up; while he had heard that a new 
Hibernian piece of an exciting character 
had been produced at the Adelphi. This 
determined him. He resolved on action. 
And now the fifth of November was at hand. 

Silent amidst his inflammable parapher- 
nalia, our hero waited its approach, uncon- 
scious of coming surprise. But, as he waited, 
the officers of justice were even now upon 
him. There was a stir in the vault. } 

“Sure an I heard something,” said 
Misther O’Guy Fawkes, peering inquisi- 
tively through the shadowy gloom. ‘‘ Bedad, 
if it’s any a that’s afther the boys 
now,—we ’1I jist all of us have a taste o’ the 
blow up together! ”’ : 

He turned cautiously. He was not mis- 
taken. There were misty advancing 
towards him. His first impulse was to 
consult a solicitor. Then he thought of the 
barrels. But he was too late. In a minute 
more he was seized by a powerful arm and 
called upon in the Queen’s name to sur- 


render. 
* ° 7 . ” 





A Bhyme for the Time. 


Srurte Smon* 

Met a Piemantf 

Going to vote at Deal— 
(Catera deswnt), 


* Can this be Mr. Crompton Ropers? 
+ What, an Elector? 








New Name ror Ineranp.—The Green- 
Acre Island, late Emerald Isle¢. 
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Scenr— Hotel in Cologne. 


Fidgety English Party. ‘‘ THERE SEEMS TO BE QUITE A COMMOTION IN THE 
Horn, Kevuner !” 
Reliner. ‘Ja wout! De DrAlv HAS CHUST GOM IN, KVITE FULL!” 
[Fidgety Party, who is not yet accustomed to the German way of pronouncing 
English, is aghast. 





OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION, 
The Right Hon. the Lord Mayor. 


Commissioner. You are, I believe, Lord Mayor of London ? 

Lord Mayor, 1 am. 

Commissioner. From what do you derive your title of Right Honourable ? 

Lord Mayor, 1 am a Privy Councillor. 

Commissioner. When did you last attend a Privy Council ? 

Ierd Mayor. 1 have not attended at all. Nothing of sufficient importance 
has happened to . my presence. _ : 

= hen was the last time a Lord Mayor attended a Privy 


Lord Mayor. In 1837, when his Most Gracious and Religious Majesty 
Wi1t14M THE FourtH joined his Illustrious Ancestors. 
Commissioner, What are your principal duties ? 
almost too numerous to detail, but I will refer to a 
I have to sign my name thirty thousand times officially. I have to dine 
J d mey ve in the most splendid manner human ingenuity can 
devise. I have to e at fifty public dinners, and ade fifty different 
sets of people to cash up y for fifty different charities; and, far, far 
beyond all as a test of human endurance, I have to listen to fifty Charity bermons, 
without the possibility of one quiet nap, as I feel that every eye is upon me. 
Commissioner. Terrible, i Anything further ? 
. Oh yes, lots! I have to preside at all the Meetings of those 
coaches the Aldermen, and at every Court of that wild democracy, 
I have to entertain Royal or Illustrious Foreign Visitors, 


if occasion offer. , 80 to the place of Maj during Majesty’s 
I have te atten nd Receptions, Garden Parties, 


tem eclipse. 
State Balls, ona Concerta, and bear myself as if to the manner born. 





| 


| 








I have to administer justice indifferently—that is, in 
accordance with the advice of my learned Clerk. 

I have to speak upon Art to R.A.’s, and to dilate upon 
the Drama to Critics and Actors, to entertain Princes, 
Ministers, Ambassadors, and all the Lords of the Council, 
and trust they may have grace, om, un- 
derstanding. 

have to rush about the country—here, there, and 
everywhere—to give éclat, by the pomp and ciroumstances 


of my surroundings, to any local object I consider of 


sufficient importance. 

I have to conduct myself on all occasions as the repre- 
sentative of a long and distinguished line of predecessors, 
beginning with ALwyy, who governed London in the 
twelfth century, and including such names as W HITTING- 
Ton and GresHaM, and to feel that in every circumstance 
of my important position the eyes of Europe are upon me. 

Commissioner. Bless a | soul, my Lord, you almost 
take away my breath. And what may be the salary 
eventos to your Lordship for all this tremendous lot of 
wor 

Lord Mayor. Ten thousand pounds. 

Commissioner. May I ask, in the most delicate way, if 
it is generally found sufficient ? 

Lord Mayor. 1 cannot answer for others, but I should 
think, for my part, it would require about three times 
that amount. 

Commissioner. Dearme! And are there no uisites 
or other matters that would repay this vast expenditure ? 

Lord Mayor. None whatever, except the approbation of 


my fellow-citizens, and occasionally the approval of our 
| | Gracious Sovereign. 


Commissioner. You describe, my Lord, an amount of 
useful and important work, that I confess surprises me. 
Lord Mayor. I do not wish to weary you; but I may 


|add that I am the Almoner, as it were, of the Charity of 


the whole sotvepets, and sometimes of the whole 
country, for the alleviation of any great calamity, foreign 
or domestic. 

Commissioner. Just so. But the one idea that strikes 
me is, could not all this be done without so much of the 
tinsel, and glitter, and barbaric splendour, so to speak, 
that seems somewhat out of place in these matter-of- 
fact days ? 

Lord Mayor. That is a question to which I feel 
scarcely competent to give an unbiassed answer; but, 
if we are to emulate the Republican simplicity of our 
American Cousins in all ceremonial matters, w in 
with the Corporation, where it certainly won’t end ? 

Commissioner. I see the significance of your reply, 
and will only add that as we must begin somewhere, it 
seems natural to begin with that institution that is of the 
least im ce. 

Lord Mayor. I can recognise no institution as being 
of greater importance than the Ne gen 
, - euaaaaaaal Then I will trouble your Lordship no 

urther, 





THE MOAN OF THE “NATIVE.” 


“ Of all the inanimate objects which are inimical to the oyster, 
there is nothing so fatal as sand.” 
Land and Water, Oct, 23, 1880. 


’Tis the voice of the nm, I hear him complain ; 

**T can’t live in this place, here ’s the sandstorm again. 

I was settling to rest ’mid the rocks and the tiles 

They had made for a home, but this sand how it riles. 

It gets into my shell, and the delicate fringe 

That I use when I the ; and I can’t shut my hin 

When the grit lodges there: so the crabs ceme at will, 

Since my poor mouth is open they feed, and they kill. 

I’ve complained to Frank BuckLanD, who quite under- 
stands, 

But he can't undertake to abolish the sands.” 

Thus the ‘ Native’? made moan, then I took up the 


brown 
Bread-and-butter and lemon, and swallow’d him down! 





‘* AN INCREASING DANGER,” 


Unver this heading “F. R. 8.” wrote to the 
last week to show that at any minute the 
wire stretched over the streets might break, and, 
ing with irresistible force, strangle people in the 
beneath. This is a timely warning to Conductors. 


Times 
phic 


road 




















“= 


Se 





ee ere 


a Sa 








214 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


[Novemper 6, 1880, | 








WHERE IT COMES FROM. 


Dear Pewcnu, 
I reap the following adver- 
tisements all in the same Num 
of the Northern Echo :— 


id 1G.—Excellent FOG TO LET, 
Gane to Searieen — Apply. So. 
O LET, Six Acres of FOG.— 
Apply, &c., Darlington. 
© LET, Four Acres of FOG, near 
Redcar.—Apply, &c. 
© LET, Sixteen Acres FOG, 
near Darlington.— Apply, &e. 
YIX Acres of good FOG, well 
watered.—Apply, &c., Witton- 
le- Wear. 


Evidently Fog is a merchantable 
commodity in the North. I think, 
if the Northerners were to come 
to London, we could, just now, 
sell them a few acres cheap, 
** well-watered”’ and otherwise. 
Eh ? old Punchy-wunchy. 

Yours mistily, 
Tue Gay FoeookaruEn. 

‘ogshall, 8.W. 


P.S.—A Northern Farmer— 
Twn yson’s or some other fellow’s 
—has just looked in, and says, | 
“Fog means the second crop of | 
grass.” I don’t believe him. 











Accommodation. 


A Depvration from the City 
Lands Committee of the City 
Corporation requested the Strand 
District Board of Works to with- 
draw their objections to the 





draw their Obstructions. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—NO. 6. 





LEX TALLY-HO-NIS; 
Sensto fur Mamectl end the On, THe Lory Catsy Jostice on nis Hopsy 1x THe Nuxereenrn | it will utterly annihilate. 


proposed Refuges generally. The Cantor. 
Strand District Board could com-| ‘‘ Happy Thought !—write a history of the Chase!” said Sir Atex-| New Reapine.—Dulcigno far 
promise by replying that they | aypgr Cocxsurn to himself on the passing of the Ground-Game Bill. | niente. 
would be ready to withdraw their | The Chief has only two great predecessors in this line —XENOPHON, | 
Objections if the City Lands with-| whom he quotes, and Mr. Jonrocks, whom he doesn't; but, like a 
thorough old sportsman, he takes a line of his own across country. 


PITY THE POOR PATIENTS, 
“ The Governors of Guy’s Hospital 
- have passed a resolution to adhere 
‘ | strictly to the law in governing that | 
| institution.’’ 
Here’s an end then to all the | 
long letters and jaw, 
For the Governors will rule by 
the might of the law ; 
And this y must mean that | 
from bad unto worse 
Must the hospital go ’neath the | 


sa 
Whether, when ill at home, does 
urse still hold sway. 
it causes no | 


surprise 
| That the Nurse, not the Doctor, | 
treats patients at Guy’s. 








Tit for Tat. 


(By an lishman, who has got a | 
| Cold in his head, Rheumatism in 
| his shoulders, Lumbago in his back, 
| siz inches of water in hia wine- 
cellar, and a fervent hatred of the 
Weather Prophecies of the New 
York Herald.) 


A PARTICULARLY nasty, blus- | 
tering, cold, venomous, wicked | 
storm is leaving England for | 
|America. It will reach New 
York the day after to-morrow, 
and will blow it down. It will 
touch Chicago a day later, and 
drown half the inhabitants ; then, 
with renewed vigour, it will get 
as far as San Francisco, which city 











Tue REAL Hero or Cars.—The 
| Winner of the Balloon Contest. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


English Municipalities, §c. (WaTERLoo & Sons). All Mr. Somers 
Viyx's books on Municipal matters and ration compilations 
are invaluable for reference. In the rise and development of Welsh 
Municipalities the extra-ordinary reader will find most interesting 
accounts of the growth of such places as Lianlilwehairn, Yestrady- 
Sodwg, and Ynyscynhairn. 

Mr. Scoonns’s English Letters (Keoaw Pavt & Co.) is a collection 
of special correspondence between 1450 and 1861. These Mr. Scoones 
considers as ‘‘ corresponding times ;” and that he is right ia his 
estimate will be evident from the following selections which, after a 
somewhat hurried per of his work, we make from memory, 
as having « interest for the student—e. g. :—HEnkY THE 
Erenta to Cuartes James Maruews, asking for a second-hand 
copy of Boswett’s Johnson, and C. J. M.’s characteristic reply ; 

y Buiesstweron to Cardinal Wotsey, asking for a seat in Bis 
box for Jomw Parry’s Benefit at the Gaiety Theatre ; Queen Exiza- 
beTu to Dovetas JeRnoxp, offering him her hand and heart if he 
would continue the Caudle Lectures, and JexRrop’s reply, which so 
enraged the Queen that she executed the Earl of Essex, straight 
off, and said that after her death “Caudle” would be found 
on her heart; Dean Swrrr to Archbishop Cranmer on Irish Dis- 
establishment ; CuaRLes rae Frast to Lord Nevsow on the Author- 
ship of “ Junrus;” Sir Watrer Rateron to W. M. Tuacksray 


on allowing pipes to be smoked at Evans's -Rooms, and 
THAcKeR«yY’s answer to the effect that he i cigars more 
teel; Rooxn Ascuam to Hannan Mong, inviting her to a 


masqué after the Opera, and her reply, accepting the invita- 
tion ; Orrver CRoMWELL to Macumane, at the latter's p= a 
os to Mis probable sncseas shoal he, then 8 y man, give up the 
brewing business, and go on the stage; and Macreapy to Crom- 
WELL, c i ae that qh ex more than a 
shilling a nig antomime might something extra 
by aittlag asa model for a Big Heel ws 





THE I-DEAL V. THE DEAL BOATMAN, 
(An Illusion Dispelled.) 


I xnxw him well. Not that I had ever seen him in the flesh— 
but I had read often and often of him. I knew his “ d massive 
face, furrowed with care, and exposure to a thousand storms. Yet 
strong and self-reliant as the face of a man who nightly wrestled 
with death” ( From “* Braving the Breakers.” A story in the Christ- 
mas number of the St. John’s Wood Gazette.) I knew his presence 
of mind, his great calmness in moments of peril. I could see him, 
“lashed to the tiller, with the pitiless storm howling around him, 
and the fiery waves leaping and boiling high over yet did he 
look forth into the night, and guide his be. as nn | as a keeper 
in the Zoological Gardens might direct the untamed elephant.” 
( From “* Saved from the Barque ; or, Worse than its Bite” A Novel.) 
And I knew of his honesty and his courage. Were not their reputa- 
tions world-wide ? 

* . . . * * 
It was very dark now, and the storm was shrieking with increased 
rage across the breakers. 

A crowd had collected on the beach, and all stood gazing out to sea. 

‘* Heaven help them poor souls as is abroad this night,” said the 
old boatman, and dashed a tear from his eye. 

** Amen!” said the crowd solemnly. 

Every second they heard the minute 

Then the doomed ship burnt blue-lights. 

“Splice my bowsprit!” shrieked the clear-eyed old Boatman, 
“but it is the Mary Jane that is breaking up on the Goodwins.” 

The tall figure of the Colonel was in the midst of the 

** It is the Mary Jane, and on board her is my mother-in-law.” 

They respected his grief, and there was silence, only broken by the 


nap Sap & Se waves, 
“*A thousand pounds!” cried the Colonel, who had only been 
recently married, ‘‘ to the man who rescues my mother-in-law!” 
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TRUE DOMESTIC SYMPATHY. 


Wife of his Bosom (after learning that he has lost a fortune on the Stock Ex- 
change). ** WILL YOU PROMISE ME ONE THING }” 

He (repentant). ‘‘ WHat? Never TO ENTER THE CITY MORE?” 

She. ** No, DaRLING—BUT THAT YOU WON'T BE DISCOURAGED, AND WILL TRY 
AGaiIn |!” 








But before the words were out of his lips, Brxt Watmer had hastily divested 
himself of his tall hat, and patent-leather boots, and with a rope in one hand, 
was = swimming the seven miles of disturbed ocean that separated the 
wreck from the land. $ ; , 

It seemed years to the anxious lookers-on ; but seven miles against wind 
and tide take some swimming, even to an experienced boatman like Brut 
Watmer; and it was fully twenty minutes before a tug at the rope indicated 
that he had reached the wreck. Then they began tohaulin. — ee 

And they hauled in Brxt Watmer, who was closely embracing the fainting 
figure of a female. 

** Saved!” cried the Colonel. ‘‘ Brave heart, brave heart!” 

‘*] promised a thousand pounds to the man who saved my mother-in-law. 
Wrtt1am Water, the thousand pounds are yours. Take them!” 

“Sir,” said Water, with a pride that ennobled his homely features, ‘‘ take 
back your wealth. I have done my duty. I need no gold for it.” 


I determined to see my hero, the Deal Boatman, face to face, I would gaze 
into his bold eyes, I would wring his honest hand. I arrived at Deal. I 
hurried to the h. There, on a bench, I saw sitting my Deal Boatman. 
I sat on the bench and remarked— 

‘* Fine weather, my hearty tar.” ; 

_ “Dang the foine weather. What’s the use of foine weather when there 
ain’t no soul in the place.” 

‘‘ You’ve had a good season, I hope? ”’ 

‘* A mangy set o’ scrubs down here. Why, look you, there was a cove adown 
‘ere with a family. No end of babbies and nusses and governesses, and he says 
to me, ‘I am going to stop here a longish time, and I wants a safe, steady, 
’onest boatman to go fishing with.’ So says 1, ‘Iam yer man;’ and we goes 
out together, and he out a couple of letters, and reads them to his wife, 
and he says to me, ‘My man, one of these ’ere letters is from Sir WrItrrip 
Lawson,’ and I says, ‘Oh, he be jiggered!’ and he laughs and says ‘’Tother’s 
from Mr. Porg, Q.C.,’ and I knowed what a Q.C. was, having been in Maidstone, 
but never mind, and I says, ‘What’s his game?’ and he says, ‘Why he’s 
the great man in the Anti-Tobacco Society,’ and I says, ‘Oh, lor’!’ and 
thought what a nice cheerful lot I’d got ’old of.” 





** And they had sport, I hope?’ I put in. 

** What do you think ?—as they thinks it funny to sa 
at Margate. Was Ia going to row out a long way an 
choose a good for a whe hadn’t neither a jar 
of beer or a pinch of bacecy on ? Not me!” 

Somehow or other this conversation didn’t exactly fit 
Sey fi ie? es 
ut as y i » 80 e 

= prophesy weather, and in that case I 
fear we shall be hearing of some more wrecks on those 
sands there.” 

sae the ss “2 aia die . 

wasn't . He yearned for storm, to show 
bis consenn, bis beselaae He longed once again to fight 
the elements. It was his ardent desire once more to 
rescue life. heart! Gallant soul! How I had 


him ! 
wr tinct s to ee if they be decent wrecks.” 

** Decent wrecks?” I inquired. 

“Wrecks, with a bit of stuff about ’em. There was 
one ere the other day; and we went out, and brought 
seven coves ashore; and, bless me, if they weren’t High. 
talians: and all we got was twenty quid a-piece, bless 
tre to think of hee 

“Then you m 

**In course. What should I think of ? Do you think 
I am such a blanked old fool as go off on a beast of a 
night, if there weren’t money ’anging to it? Do you 
think I cares one solitary curse whether them coves was 
drownded or not? Do you take me for a idjiot, as ought 
to Dae Ceatetary Sevens Nie slack?” 

* But your great cou’ , your noble pluc 

* Pluck, Sir; it’s lak ton mean. Some coves has 
luck. I have only had one bit this year. Me and my 
mates was off Ramsgate, and there was a yacht taken 
in a calm as ’ad broken her bowsprit, and a swell on 
board sings out, ‘If you’ll tow me into Ramsgate 
Arbour, you s ’ave a sovereign, my lads!’ ‘Tow 
yourself, 1, I. ‘I can't,’ says he. ‘’Ave got no 
dingey?’ ‘ Do it for ih wd says I, ‘ Go to blazes!’ 
says he, and goes below. en he comes up in, and 
says, ‘A fiver, my men!’ ‘Weare enjoyin the hocian 
breezes,’ says I, ‘and ain’t in nohurry!’ Well, to make 
a long story short, he paid thirty-five at last; and it 
was only a half-mile pull.” 

The world was out of joint. Anything might happen. 

One of my illusions was ‘or ever. My faith was 
shattered. How I struggled to say ‘‘ You have a vote,” 
I know not, 

**In course I have, or, rather, I had. I should just like 
to get ’old of that Mrz. Gotpsmipt, shouldn’t I treat him 
like a conger heel ? ” 

**T didn’t understand you quite.” 

I should pitch ’im on them stones there, and 

his ‘ead. What call has he got to deprive 
honest brave sailors as faces the perils of death of their 
living? We have allus been bribed and allus would 
have but for him. And who is this ’ere blooming 
Mr. Juwz, who says I ain’t to have no certificate ?” 

**He is the Chief Commissioner. But why are you 
to have no certificate ? ” 

**’Cos he says so. I had a five-pun note from the 
Tories, and a beggarly couple of sovereigns from t’other 
side, and they guv it me ’cos I ama est man, and 
they knowed it. But Lor’ love you, a honest, brave man, 
as we Deal boatmen is well beknown to be, has no chance 
nowadays. You aren’t goin’, are yer? You don’t mean 
to say you are goin’ away after all this talk without 
giving me the price of a quart and a screw. What! 
Well, then, a bob. A gentleman would have made it 
arf-a-crown, but an honest, brave man nowadays——” 





N.B. 
“ Trovents or A Sirrer.”’—The Second Thoughts will 
bein Next Week. Great treat in store, Second Thoughts 
being proverbially the best. 3 





HOW THEY READ IT. 


Frencu Republican Motto just now—Liberty, Equality, 
and No “ Fraternity.” 





“ Dry Reapive.”—Not the Barometer for last week. 
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Old Lady (to modest Curate). “ Lon’, Stn, I po LIKE TO ’EAR you Preacu 
EXTRUMPERY !—Your LANGUAGE I8 THAT WON’ERFUL FLUID !”’ 


FROM OUR PUBLIC BOX, 


In a paragraph leader, *‘ The Prince of Watzs,” supplied to the Times 
(Oct. 28), we suppose by the regular Court Newsman, and perhaps edited quite 
in a friendly way, by Mr. Bannrert, the Manager of the Theatre mentioned, 
we read :— 

“The Prince and Princess of Waues, and Prince Joun of Glucksburg and Suite, 
honoured the Court Theatre with their presence on Saturday evening. The Prince of 
Watzs paid Madame Mopszsxa high compliments as to her acting, and expressed his 
ng of the excellent manner in which the piece had been put on the stage by 

r. Bangetr.” 


Nothing could be better than this, for all the members of the Royal Family 
are known to be excellent judges of a good thing, and a published list of their 
several opinions on the leading entertainments of the hour, would not fail to 
be an immense boon to the wary playgoer. 

Moreover, it might even prove a decided advertisement for the performances 

ves. We would suggest the following specimens :— 


216 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





Prince CunistIAn last night honoured the Lyceum Theatre with his presence. 
At the close of the first Aet His Royal Highness sent for Mr. AnTuur Matraisoy, | 
and expressed to him the distinguished disturbance he had experienced at his | 
ghastly deportment. Later in the evening His Royal Highness privately con- | 
gratulated Mr. Invrwe on the exalted excellence of the arrangements he had | 
made for the care of the umbrellag¢. 

The Grand Duke of Hesse and Prince Lrorotp ‘paid Lies afternoon 
a visit to the Polytechnic Institution. On emerging from the diving-bell, their 
Royal Highnesses both conveyed to the Directors severally an expression of 
their dumbfounded delight at the comfortable and roomy character of the 
conveyance, as well as their restrained satisfaction at the sudden appearance 
of the Seal at the bottom. 

Prince Wit14M of Pavssta and Suite visited the Folly Theatre on Saturday 
evening last. Before leaving the house His Royal Highness ex to 
Mr. Tooter the majestic merriment the whole party had experienced in following 
the story of the Upper Crust ay, See Ollendor ff, and two Dictionaries. 


are a few of the e For general purposes, however, 
a aX a sieving will be found the most useful :— 
. % 


y Prince of Waxzs, having lately visited several of the leading 
West End Theatres, has on one or two occasions iled himself of the oppor- 
tunities thus offered him of graciously encouraging inguished artistic merit 











| by a few kind and well-chosen words of courteous 


rivate recognition. It is, therefore, with sedate satis- 
action that His Royal Highness has been apprised of 
the exalted use for advertising pw that has been 
made of his condescension ; a use has to him all 
the double-barrelled delicacy of an exceedingly high 
compliment. 








ARCADES AMBO; 
OR, WHAT IT HAS COME TO! 


Scene—A British Borough at the close of a Parlia- 
mentary contest. 


Candidate (beyond reproach, seanning items of his hotel 
bill). Ha! I see you have char me seventy-seven 
guineas a week for my room. Eleven guineas a night 
for my bed! That’s stiff, eh? 

Landlady (above suspicion, smilingly explaining). Why, 
no, Sir. It’s our charge Sir, at—at—this season. 

Candidate (cheerfully). Ab! Yes, I daresay. Yes— 
but what’s this? Five pounds fourteen for a mutton- 


chop! 

Yondlord, With the , Sir? 

Candidate (brightly). To be sure; of course. I didn’t 
see the potatoe, I beg’ your pardon— But, eh P—This 





? 

Landlord. Fifteen guineas a bottle, Sir? I don’t 
think we’ve charged you more. Allowme. I hope you 
found it a pleasant wine. 

Candidate (cordially). Excellent. Very round in the 
mouth. Very! (referring once more to bill.) Hum— 
Boot-cleaning, now ?—That seems a little high? 

Landlord. Seven-and-sixpence the pair? I don’t 
think we can call that much out of the way? It’s the 
usual charge—at—— 

Candidate ( jovially), At this season—eh ? 

Landlord. ’M—precisely—Sir! But if you would wish 
us to—to take off a trifle—— ? 

Candidate (enthusiastically). Oh dear no! Not for 
worlds! There; we won’t talk about it. Let’s see,—what 
is it? Six hundred pounds. A mere trifle for a man 
who spends his money free and easy like me. Here,— 
I’ve very stupidly somehow left my cheque-book in 
town; but give me a bit of paper, and we'll settle it. 

[ Does so, and is quite happy—till the Commission. 








Dulce est Dis-slippery in Loco. 


Tue Atheneum, in its record of recent scientific pro- 
ceedings, informs us that at a meeting of the— 


“ Quexetr MicroscoricaL, Oct. 22, Mr. F. Crisp exhibited 
an improved form of bottle slide.” 


Of course the Members all dined together afterwards, 
in order to test Brother Crrsp’s latest invention. They 
wouldn’t let such an opportunity slide, even though the 
bottle did. It was very slippery walking home that 
evening; and a meenete eye was required to detect 
various lamp-posts; and ‘‘ Quekett” became a very 
difficult word to pronounce clearly. 





A Novelty. 


We learn from a weekly and very serious contem- 
porary of the existence of— 

“A Nove. Occupation.—France has just invented a new 
occupation. A man goes about the streets of Paris bearing a 
small tray, a pack of cards, a set of dominoes, and a dice- 
box. With this stock-in-trade the man, who styles himself 
‘ L’ Amateur,’ goes to the houses of invalids or idle persons, and 
for a small fee plays games with them.” 


“ Beautiful idea!” said Mrs. Ramspornam, Jun., 
who is not quite perfect in her French pronunciation. 
** Of course he must be one of the gamins of Paris!” 





O Chiminey !! 


‘Tae Patent Ramoneur Co. (Limited).” First rule 
of the Association.—' Every member to make a clean 
owen, of himself on Sunday.” Does the Company still 
exist 





Waar rae Frencn Repvsisc 1s Maxine Itserr.— 
Small by Decrees. 








@ To Counusrorpunts.— Pie Bilitor does not hold himself bound to ac 


return, or pay for Contributions, Inno case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 


stamped and directed envelope. should be kept. 
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TWO COMIC OPERAS. 


Hap the Librettist, in adapting Les Mousquetaires au Couvent, 
remembered the id farce of The Boarding-School, and trans- 
formed the French piece into something thoroughly English, the 

book” might have less objectionable than it is at present. 

In The Boarding - School the characters are drawn with a 
broadly humorous , and there is plenty of scope for good 
rollicking fun of a gen- 
uine farcical area. 
The Mousquetaires 
dull comic Opera: thon plot 
is slight, dialogue 
(after the first little spark) 
savours of vulgarity, 
the whole thing is neither 
sees farce, nor bur- 
1 Mr. Pavtron is 
to high ly commended 
for toning down his cha- 
racter, which, in less 
conscientiously artisti a 
hands, would have becom 
almost as repulsive od 
that of the drunken officer, 
who, disguised as a m 
uses the modern slang of 
a Music Hall, speaks of a 
girl as‘ ‘ascorcher,” which 
much delights the Gallery, 
and behaves in a wa 
as out of keeping wi 

the particular situation 

in which he should preserve his disguise as it is with the spirit of a 
work that, at least, esses to be a Comic Opera! Heavens! Imagine 
Count Almaviva ina as “‘a scorcher,” or Rosina replying 
to some question wi here: ot for Rosey!” There are several objection- 
able lines, but there is one—or there was on the first night—which 
ought never to have been passed over by the Licenser if it existed 
th ‘MS. sent in to him. Its introduction, to say the 
Let us hope that the Librettist 


KNAVE AND Apné—a very Low 
CHURCHMAN. 


Mr. Cexxi’s song, whi 

belong tothe Opera at al all, and is iy 

another composer, 

common and ineffective. The 

au well trained, the girls 
ep , the dresses bright, and 

reg is so ads § dadberarsd 

the remainder doubl 


Tus Musxeterr—anp Noun 
LIKE HIM. 


delivered all his asides, as most 
oncello-player in the corner, who 
udging from his so tticd tedifierence, had probably heard them all 
ony The Comte was the one funny thing in the Comic Opera. 
Miss Cuara GranaM, first as*a mous- 
quetaire and then as a nun, looked very 
pretty and acted carefully. The scenes 
or no special remark. 

The music ’s by VaARwey, 

The words are by Farnre. 
And there ’s an end of it. If it turns into 
a success, we shall not be rised, seeing 
that Olivette has succeeded, though we 
fancy that in this latter case Miss Sr. Jou 
is the chief attraction. It will be some 
= time before we get a rival to Les Cloches 

= de Cornenille, 

gr Billee Taylor, at the Imperial, is quite 
another affair. It i arming in two we = 


PLAIN AND CoLouRED IN on the 
THIs “Storie.” Greases designed bye French bya Frene on id Eagish 
~~ made by a French firm (AvevsTz 
& Cre.), There are a few pretty tunes, some well-executed choruses, 


little. 
represented by a Gentleman who 
as a Confi- 
He steadil 





ingeniously devised accompaniments, and no offence in plot or 
dialogue from beginning to end. Why was it called ‘‘ Bruzes,” 
which suggests burlesque when it is 
described as a “Comic Opera”? This 
is irritating. With every wish to 
give a most sincere hearty welcome 
to an English librettist end composer, 
we are sorry that Messrs. Srepuens—a 
name of good omen so near the Houses of 
Parliament—and Sotomon—who ought 
to inherit a share of the hereditary wis- 
dom—should have deliberately chosen to 
follow so pan tg in the footprints of 
a GILBERT and SvuLLIVAN, as to 
either the idea of bold rivalry or 
inten onal compliment. Had Messrs. 
Srepnens and SoLomon adapted Messrs. 
Gripert and AN’s names & their 
own, and described themselves as Messrs. 
. GILPHENS and SuLLImon, we should have 
CHARITY BEGINS AT Home. — what to ; but though we 
y regret that SrerHens and 
Sotomow should - deem | to enter themselves as pupils in this 
et, as the boys insist on a competitive examina- 
lace them in the first 


[ELIZA 


Phew eal is light and but 
ingly like ** something a. 
which in itself has been found by eminent 
composers a sure element of success when 
combined with original treatment. The most 
original, and Lg A the bast t ting in the 
whole piece is Charity girls— 
not their pb Te, ied, describing 
their duties to which the E cvtkodien plays 
** Amen.” is is excellent. 

Master Soromon has evidently taken a 
great fancy to one of the learn Dr. SvuL- 
LIVAN’s tunes in Cox and Bor — “* Three 
panes yt! > omen us on whe 

it t in Billee Taylor’ 

Billee? Provoking !)—and a Ph ry in 8mm Mivsivine Lane. 
Mr, Srorze’s song, ‘ All for the sake of 
Eliza,” where Master SoLoMON seems 
the original model and su 


soe etait 24 
r. ARTHUR 
8) tells us “how he be- 
he is, just as Mr, 


stage business ¢ th I ] 
at the mperie 
is so over-elaborated as to be nearly 
as wearisome as what we are 
accustomed to at the Strand and 
Globe, where the perpetual mechani- 
eo} motion of the qherne is is now of an 


idioti re 
But even pis zed a J it Mt to~by the 


way little M HAMBERS is charm- 
ing in it—those who are fond of this 
be highly dla in this “‘ school” will 
he oS delighted with Billee— 
(Wh Most worrying !)— 
7 = 4 

of all tions 

foan other asinine, 
will rush to see the Prize Work by Masters H. P. Srzruens and 
SoLomoy, now performing at the [ 


Bitty AND ARRY-BELLA’ ING, 





Come at Last! 


In the list of the Banquet given by the late Lory Mayor to the 
Royal Academy on Wednesda names are Mr. and Mrs, 
Manyers. Don’t we all reco how in childhood’s happy but 
gluttonous hours we were invariably bidden to leave the last piece in 
the dish for Mr. Manners? Mr, Mawwens was by polite fictwn 
always supposed to come late, and here he is at the Mansion Hose 
actually last! What an excellent lesson to the Aldermen and the 
regular City feeders bi od had preceded them. Let us hope that — 

but distinguis had been out provided for, and 
that sing wat iad was sett fo for Mr. and, of course, Mrs. Mawwens. 
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BOUQUET PRESENTED BY PREFECT PUNCH TO THE NEW LORD MAYOR. 
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A Tarrrte raom Biaca.—The Griffia on the (J.) T. B. Memorial | now 
really represents the Third of our Great Civic Guardians, who are | hall, an 





Fog, and Magog. The first and last are within the Guild- 
the second is in full force outside. 
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ENDYMION. 
(A poetic fragment, apparently in imitation of Keats, picked up in the 
athanhenn of Hughenden.) 


A Tur for fiction is a joy for ever, 

Its charm with age increases ; it will never 

Pass into prosiness, but still will keep 

Pall of high dreams, and hopes and ard t breathing 
‘ opes an ent brea . 

Therefore in my retirement am I wreathing 

Af fiction to delight the earth. 

ye _ h, of the mens dearth 

ory voters, loomy days, 

Of all the bungling and word-darken'd ways 

Bright shares : in spite of all, o : 

rig , move away the 

From my calm spirit. Such he whom the Moon 

On Latmos to kiss; a blessed boon 

For simple sh ; such high souls whose wills 

Sway the ‘‘ green’ world they dwell in, and whose quills, 

In the celd shade of ition, make 

Things hot for their rivals, who in office quake 

At the dread Nemesis that o’er them looms ; 

And such, too, is the grandeur of the dooms 

One pictures for a Party not yet dead, 

For all the tales asoemay guaes sate 

Those spouting pumps of washy mental drink, 

Poured daily out for dolts who dare not think. 


I do not merely feel these presences 

When high in power; no, e’en as the scant tress 
That curls o’er ss -_ becomes soon 

Dear as youth’s flowing locks, so, like the Moon, 
Romance’s reflex lustre, though not quite 

The Sun of sway, becomes a iaden light 
Unto my soul, d unto me so fast, 


That, whether skies be bright or overcas 
It always shall be with me till I die. . 


So ’tis with pleasure ul that I 
Will tell the story Endymion. 


7 . 





No more Veterans! 


arrangements comprised in the recently instituted 
“* Army Organisation,”’ is a rule requiring Captains to retire at the 
comparatively early age of forty. greatest Captain of this, if 
not any age and country, fought his most famous battle at the 
of forty-seven. Suppose he had to retire! But it’s absurd! 
He never would have retired when the enemy was to the fore. 


Amone the new 





Intsh Rent Cuance.—A Ball Cartridge. 


hi 


: 
, 


| 


yf 
g) 
By! 


A GENEROUS TRIUMPH. 


‘* WHAT ’s WRONG BETWREN YOU AND SMYTHE, THAT YOU DON’T 
SPEAK }”’ 

‘*Haw! Fact 1s, WE WERE BOTH WIVALS FOR THE HAND OF THE 
SAME YOUNG LapY—A ORLEBWATED Bravuty, you xNow !|—anp— 
WELL, I pon’r WANT TO BWAO, BUT I GoT THR BEST OF IT. Poor 
Suyrae!”’ 

** My DEAR FELLOW, A THOUSAND CONGRATULATIONS |" 

“‘TaANKs AwF'Ly! We Bota PROPOSED LAST WEEK, YOU KNOW, 
AND 8HE ACOEPTED—a—aHmM /”’ 


= 








SIXPENCE A MILE, 


fail 





St. Pancras Station, it was decided to pack it away, and at present it 
awaits another decision of the guardians of Pimlico. 

As the Cabmen’s Shelter Society has now between twenty and 

thirty structures of this kind erected ly in various parte of 

m, it is not easy to see why that erness of Stucco, known 

as ‘* Pimlico,” should deny the sixteen hundred Cabmen 

is little harmless comfort. There is nothing in the new-born 


to | Tespectability of Pimlico to justify this exclusiveness ; and we presame 


the oluer element of the neigh is not consulted on these 

uestions. If the Seldom- t-Home Secretary would carry Molly- 
Goddling legislation in Cabs a step farther, and provide Shelters or 
Stables for cab-horses and cabs, as well as for Cabmen, he —— 
help to justify the interference of Government in a particular . 
m= § help the grumbling Londoner to a superior class of vehicle. 





** Ads” and Ends. 


We have several gems from the Emerald Isle. They are mostly 
applications for Land Agmaiee, Wie in itself would speak volumes 
for the peaceable prospects of the country, were it not for the 
insistance on the applicants’ quali as good s fol- 
lowing is a specimen taken from the Dublin Daily Express :— 
A$’ LAND AGENT, or Assistant in a Land Agent's Office.—An 

energetic Gentleman, trained as above; also has experience in the 
practical working of land ; first-class reference ; good shot with revolver. 


In many districts a Land Agency can scarcely be a comfortable 
; and it may turn out the very reverse. 
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BURGER AND BOUCICAULT. 


Srxce our notice of The Cor- 
sican Brothers at the Lyceum 
we have received numerous re- 
plies to the query concerning 
the origin of the line “The 
dead travel fast.” As the 
words in question seemed to be 


rather an adaptation of an idea 


“*THE DEAD TRAVEL FAST.’— 
In Punch, eng tT 
Mr. lnvino’s of The 
Corsican Brothers at the Lyceum 
The in which is the following 

: * By the way, Mr. Bovci- 
pre ~~ aR Fi say, “ The 
dead travel fast,” w is about 
the one good line im the piece— 
only, where did it come from?’ 
Mr. Irvine uses the version brought out by’ Cuarntes Keaw at the Prin- 
cess's Theatre, Feb. 24, 1852, but in another version of the drama that was 
published at that time I find the following :— 


“* Mont. How can you possibly have obtained these sad details so quickly ? 
P “* Fab. You forget the ballad of Buaesn, Monsieur—“ The dead travel 
ast.” 


“ This answers Mr. Punch’s question. 





“ Loerrep ” 


“ Unciurrep ” 
Lovry. AND 'Lousr. 


“Curnpert Bepe.”’ 


Whose was ‘the other version”? By the way, quoting poetry is 
rather out of keeping with the character of a ad rsican sportsman 
like Furbyang hanks to Mr. Ccrnpert EDE, who is evidently 
flourishing, and not in the least ‘ verdant green,” 








EASY GEOGRAPHY FOR BEGINNERS. 


Question. Now, will you first inlty inform me what, and also 
where, is the Mediterranean 
Answer. With the pretest pleasure. 7 _ Mediterranean Sea is 


where it ee be—somewhere on the ake" '¥- somewhere 
between E en, Ae, eS ~ Af 2 Septet Sa 
Tm not quite sure Ttaly, Gees BRN Sy It > 

ries it washes are a- 
gaged in weshinn Seated teen tie very earliest but it doesn’t 
oe elenetbaiinan 2 The chief use to this most 


convenient piece of water ie punasehy Dat is as a theatre for Naval 
Demonstrations, and other histrionic performances. At the t 
py ete ey lt at bE ‘owers 
take a share. To be followed ** Screaming a in which 
the chief performers will be Turks and Albanians, en titled Dulcigno ; 
w, Don't you wish tit? 

2. What are the limite of uropean Turkey ? 

Z Turkey is bounded on the north by rising Nationali 
the south by broken pledges; on the west by Naval 
tion, and on the east b Black Sea Fleet. 

- Why are these Nationalities that you have just mentioned 
* rising” Nationalities ? 

A. Obviously because of a curious natural habit which they | 7! 
possess, of rising in revolt against Turkey on the slightest provoca- 
Gio a potas et 

at are u 

A. Pachas and Promises. The latter are always broken, while 
the former, unfortunately, are— 

Q. Can you tall mo wiek io the orm of Government in Turkey ? 

A. Of course I can! CA & ee ot hasn’t 
got. = sores of  X sort. wy bet Gove ; on the 
amiable principle of taxing or'proteetion to life 
and y, and then Nevins tthe ona = 


Q. Is there any other Country in Europe with at all a similar form 


of Government ? 
A. Yes—lIreland. 
¢ What is—or ought to lm National Motto ? 


ef word io 0 good 0s my ” and not a penny to choose 
eS 


Q. For what is Greece chiefly celebrated ? 
A. Leontrpas and Lord Brrow. 


d 
ationalities, and on 


Q. And what is the Northern Boundary of Greece ? 

A. Turkish regulars, and a very natural unwillingness on the 
part of the Greeks to come to closer Fespers with them. 

Q. What are the chief products o: 

A. National Debt, huge ironclads, = ton guns, grapes, and 
Garibaldians. But I’m afraid I can’t stop to answer any more of 
your questions just now. You'll find everything you want—though 
not half as good as J could pre # it you—in any Elementary Geo- 
graphy ; mind and get one o atpeuees 5 lig agpe be sure 
you don't mistake Greece for Sicily, and there you are. ! Ta! 





“OLD KING COAL” AND THE FOG DEMON. 


Wett, yes, Old King Coal ¢ tsa jolly old onl, 
And ‘twill be a long time ’ere the worl ~b. ¢ without him ; 
But he needs Constitutional check and contro: 
And so do the minions he’s gathered about him. 
The rollicking autocrat isn’t g Log, 
But his rule’s not all , a thing to remember, 
When finding we meet wi ‘the first of the fog 
’Ere we part with the last of September. 


The Fog Fiend, his comrade, ’s a murderous 
With long patient London is playing Old berry, 
Soot-columns foul, belched from ¢ y and cowl, 
The town in a stench as of long stagnant ooze bury. 
Gets London immenser, grow denser and denser 
Its fog-veil, less easy and wholesome for breathing, 
As though fetid fumes from some demon-swung censer 
The town in miasma were wreathing. 


~~ lengthens, still strengthens, the sway of the pest, 
malodorous puffings still smoke us and choke us, 

Till an of us feels he ’s a flue for a chest 

From Michaelmas right on to March and the crocus. 
Five months of asphyxia out of the zens 

With dark as of Tophet, and one as of sewage, 
Are rather too much. Who will help London clear 

Of the Fog Demon’s annual Seowenet P 


Tis long’ ere a Londoner’s patience will fail 

But ’tis hard half the year to live silent and placid 
In darkness Egyptian, with nought to i 

But cae carbon, and sulphurous acid. 
How long shall we vainly assistance invoke ? 

How long must we bow to this Autocrat’s grim knee? 
Our City disfigured—its populace choke ! 

A prey to the Ghoul of the Chimney ? 


Let Science and Law take the matter in hand, 

The former has ever for vietory a 
And will she sit silent in impotence bland. 

By coal fires and chimney reek utterly worsted ? 
Death’s jackal, disease’s sworn ally, the friend 

Of discomfort, and dirt, and destruction Fiend Fog is. 
"Tis time to take oon and the tyranny end 

Of this blackest of Babylon’s Bogies! 








Satisfactory Solution. 


Aw Extractor sends us the following cutting from The Standard 
in full bloom :— 
A Well-educated young SAILOR (four years as apprentice and two 
ears second mate), a total abstainer from birth, REQUIRES a SITUA- 
in London ; good writer; undeniable references. 


ert “abstain from birth”? This is what ‘‘ Extractor” 
wants to know. on = very wide-awake sailor is one who will 
glue, be ca, the wate Sad aE cclve es mmtey,. That 
is rint for “ solves 

he should be be a second mate does net necemaelly aaaly that he has 
Dy hPa; 





FROM BEDFORD TOWN. 
“ Tuxy may know ‘ What’s what’ in Bedford,” said the id 
old River, “ but I’ll show ’em ‘Ouse ’oo!’” And he overran 
banking account to any extent. 





xo! 
Photographer in New York is ssid to have two hundsed 
-three “* 





” of a Miss Maup BranscomBE. 
a y-thros distinct not take No for an anewer.” 
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THE FOG DEMON. 
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QUALITY v. QUANTITY. 
Gus (to Frank, who is chafing him about his thin legs). 


“ My DEAR 
FELLOW, WE OAN’T ALL BE CART-HORSES. USEFULNESS 18N’T EVERY- 

THING, YOU KNOW; AND THERE MUST BE A FEW THOROUGHBREDS, 
HERE AND THERE, 1F ONLY FOR THE SAKE OF OnNAMENT/”’ 








OUR OWN CITY COMMISSION, 
The Chamberlain. 
om Commissioner. What are your principal duties, Mr. Cham- 


By pent I Jom e Banker of A, Dime rg pe Ky Fn 
0 ir mon ey happen ve any eep eir 
ca laine ol their books—som 


accounts etimes a very difficult 
0 pet aite diitee ah on eneaiie: in fact so difficult that I am 
owed about a dozen clerks to help me. 
“. g. Do cr Corporation require very careful manage- 
men 


Ch. Very am indeed so careful not to allow the candle to be 
barn at Toth ends that {am eld the grea Save-All of the Cor- 


0. C. You are also, I presume, their ceremonial office: 
Ch. No, I am not. I never upon ceremony, St do pretty 
nae as I like. 
C. What other duties have you ? 
Ch. G punish refractory apprentices. I always lecture and some- 
times imprison them ; and I est been told that they would rather 


"Os O° Det mallow a aieks 
Dear pty seems ® 
solution of the ay WS ow ey - ag offenders, I will sabe 
note for Sir Wrrt14m Harco 

Th Y Bees ole peti to ae na Eestese, snd, to give them 
er wig bees miscreants. 

. C. What is your salary 

Ch. j hove 20 enleay. 

O. C. Dear me! salary! 

Ch. No; no salary—only an allowance. 

0. C. st £2 50 eu Olowanse 

Ch, From £1,500 to 








Ch. I have often endeavoured, but never yet succeeded, so must 
dectine any further attempt. 
O. C. Asa fact, what do you receive ? 
Ch. Asa fact, two thousand five hundred a year. 
O. C. Always? 
- 'h. Always. 
C. Then you are always successful ? 
Ch Yes, to that mans. 
O. C. Happy man ! ay give any security ? 
Ch. > » zee, Ihave m.. ot Cuvusn’s best iron safes, with three keys 
to ne of them, and three clerks to nek them 
that ’s something like. 
Ci. % found two last week. 
C. What did you do with them ? 
Ch. Ch. i , -~x ns os - to the yn sud guctay. ‘ 
me ow very I you went your 
ies increased ? 
bw Most decidedly ; but not immediately. 
O. C. Why not immediately ? 
Ch. Well, sometimes we consider it more prudent to ask for a lump 
ee on account, as it were. 
Gao you lately had a lump sum presented to you ? 


0. C. How much ? 
Ch. £2,500 

O. C. Dear me! the Corporation seem to be very liberal masters. 
Ch. They are not my masters. 

O. C. Not your abe he Then who are? 

Ch. The Liyerymen of London, the most important constituency 
in bw whole kingdom. 
C. How so, Mr. Chamberlain ? 

Chi They elect the Lord Mayor, they elect the Sheriffs, th 
four Members of Parliament, and they elect Mz. It takes 
Cog to ciaet an M.P., it takes fifteen to elect a Chamberlain. 

O. C. You speak of the Livery as a model constituency ? 

Ch. Yes certainly. 

O. C. Have I Ho | heard of Long-Shoremen as a part of your 
model constituency ? 

Ch. Probably. 

O. C. Pray what is a Long- -Shoreman ? 

Ch. I believe “‘ Nurrati” defines him to be a : ee 
occupied along the shore of the river, who has utation of 
selling his vote at elections. 

O. C, What is about the present price of a Long-Shoreman’s 
vote ? 

Ch. I am quite unable to answer. 

O. C. What was it when you were elected ? 

Ch. Those small details have quite escaped my memory. 

O. C. What did your election cost you 

Ch. I have quite forgotten. 

O. C. You can ascertain, I suppose ? 

Ch. No; allmy papers relating thereto were unfortunately burnt. 

0. C. (compassionately). Dear me! 

ow ig geen y Quite so ! 

O. C. From what I gather, Mr. Chamberlain, there seem to be 
several little mysteries in the constitution of the Corporation some- 
what difficult of comprehension. 

Ch. Yes—(quietly)—I’m one of ’em. 

O. C. On what ground, pray, did you base your application for a 
grant of money ? 

Ch. The great rise in the e of butter. 

O. C. The price of butter 

Ch. Yes; I have to use very large quantities when admitting 
gentlemen to the Freedom of thet City, wal I have great difficulty in 
ane, ‘* fresh” butter for these interesting occasions. 

', Anything further ? 

Ch. Nothing further 

O. C. You may retire, Mr. Chamberlain. 

Ch. Thank you, I have no wish to retire. 

O. C. I mean you may go. 

Ch. Oh, thank you. 9 

[Goes off to a Meeting of the Society for the Conversion of t 

‘Bale and Bears of Capel Court, 


you fied any suretios ? 


elect 
y one 





ON THE CARDS, 
Pp Prince t,, Mousse bh has prohibited for the Sotape ihe  aoctiog 
0 e in his dominions sportemen efore, 
ae ave no alternative but to make their own, 





IRELAND FOR IRISH. 
A rior thet mest of Brian's Peseentey weal gladly own to isa 
Plot of Land entirely to himself, He’d have no other conspirators 
engaged on such a plot as that. 
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A DIRGE FOR THE DAIRY. 


(After Tennyson—and a Talk with 
the Registrar- General.) 


Mrrx! Milk! Milk! 
Just a drop in thy depths, 0 
tea !— 


Yet I feel that none would be 


better 
O far, far better for me! 


Don’t I envy the fisherman lad 
Who can keep infection at bay, 
And take, with the sailor boy ome 3 

At breakfast, hot rum, ev'ry; 7 
day! 
For, op stetely ships they can’t 


y 
Weeks a fever-ward soon would 
So, it’s 0 for a pint of “best 


Swiss” canned, 
Which, though sugared, won’t 
e one ill! 


Then, Milk, Milk, Milk !— 
a ae a pe tinge we 
noe the chance of my spending 
three months in bed 
Is a little too much for me ! 


\ 
\\ \ 














Two Griffins. 
Tue Daily Telegraph of Tues- 
day announced that— 


“Mr. Leret Grrrriw has arrived 
in England from Afghanistan.” 


He at once drove to Temple Bar 
Memoria! to see the other Griffin. 
The latter stood up uncovered to 
receive him. Mr. Grirrry does 
not return to India until Feb- 
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BY 
Sy HN IRR. 


THE RIGHT HON. LORD MAYOR McARTHOUR, 
M.P. for the Aborigines, 


BRAVO, ALDERMAN! 


— A .. Times’ — of the 
= u Guildhall 
Le last lia 


** After hearing some more cases of 
cruelty, Alderman Norracs said he 
could not leave the Bench without 
calling attention to the fact that all 
the cases which had been brought 
before him that day had been charges 
of cruelty to horses. He had had no 
fewer than eight defendants before 
him, and it was g that in a 
city like this there id be such an 
amount of cruelty. It had now come 
to this, that the Magistrates of the 
City must adopt a different course, and 
instead of fining those who so brutally 
ill-used dumb animals they would 
have to send them to prison without 
the option of a fine, so that if they 
could not feel for their horses they 
might be made to feel for themselves.” 


And mightn’t they have a taste 
of the whip they use so freely 
themselves just with a little kno/- 
tage in it ? 





Improvement on the Tyne. 


“A TrwEstpER”’ announces in 
the Times, that :— 

“* The entrance to the Tyne is now 
a, much improved; there is no 
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No, of course no public-house. 
This information should gratify 
the advocates of voluntary Tem- 
perenes, as well as the United 

ingdom Alliance. 





Rar ot” dak. 





Taz Lap or Luxury (at the 





ruary, when he might take| AND in Fruit CosTUME NOT UNLIKE THE EMINENT TeaceDrAy, Mr. | Agricultural ay ae last one 


Griffia Junior with him. 


J. L. Toour, so—*' THERE YOU ARE, DON’T-CH-YER-KNOW.”’ accomp by 


e winner. 











HOW I BECAME A LORD MAYOR. 


(After a Music-Hall Model.) 


Wuew I was a youngster at Derry, 
I showed early signs of success. 
I was careful of ha’ pence—y: — ; 
And I grew crops of m cress. 
I never left pins in the gutter ; 
Paid cabmen exactly their fare, 
Till my friends, in astonishment utter. 


Suid “* Bless us—he’ll end as Lord Mayor! 


That boy will become a Lord Mayor, 
That boy will become a Lord Mayor, 
So please to remember 
The Ninth of November 
That boy will become a Lord Mayor.” 


The et still, now and then, 
1 am held for (in serious quarter) 
A “light” amon men. 
Be the work in Fijit—spite the j ers, 
I’ve always been game for a share, 


Till my Christian Friends, in white chokers, 
om i “Ob, he must be Lord Mayor 


That it must flare up a Lord Mayor, 


much to discretion beholden — 
‘o the social distinction that tells ; 


so little quoted— 
That the world said, “‘ He’s safe for Mayor! 
That man, he’ll become a Lord Mayor,” &c. 


Though of dear gay Sir WrLFErp’s supporters, 








With my gaze on the perch that is golden 
I shall mix, a whole twelvemonth, with Swells! 
And as friends, who once knew me in Derry, 
See me seated at last in the chair 
They ’ll observe, ‘‘ Well, it’s singular, very— 
But, bless us, McArTaur’s Lord Mayor 
That boy Aas become a Lord Mayor, 
That boy has become a Lord Mayor ! 
So, |“ we ’ll remember 
This Ninth of November 
That made our McArtavae Lord Mayor!” 








WHAT ST. GILES’S SAYS. 


Tae Meddlevex Magistrates, like ALEXANDER THE GaxaT, are 
sighing for new worlds to conquer. Not content with licensing and 
exterminating Music and Dancing, they are turning their attention 
to Convents and Religious Ceremonies. In a short time we may 
expect to see them trying to lay hands upon the Press, and after that 
upon Literature and Art. Lord ALrrep CHURCHILL is the moving 
spirit. With Lord Atrrep on the Bench, and Lord Ranpoirx in 
Focllement, who shall say that the perpetual £4000 per annum 
allowed to the Dukes of MaRLBonoven has fallen upon barren 


ground ? 


We are a great and liberal country. The sun never sets upon our 
dominions. We collect and spend one hundred and twenty millions 
sterling a year, and glory in our pension list. In spite of _ how- 
ever, the sun before alluded to seldom passes over London without 





a statue a 
inscription, were put up in the Regent’s Park. We want a few solid 
—— ~ enieieeee Disgrace to teach us 
perfect. 
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MILITARY EDUCATION. 
General's Inspection. 
LIEUTENANT LONGSTOP HAS BEEN ASKED THE WEIGHT OF THE Sotpren’s Ammunition Boots wirHout THE Laces !—Hz poxsn’t xrow |! 


“* Tableau 1” 














The Licensing Authorities are not always ha ~ 4 in their puns 
tive action. At Brighton they lately abolished a wine-bar on 

Marine Parade, with the view of improving the neighbourhood, and 
the proprietor immediately set up a bone-and-rag shop on the same 


_—. Perhaps Lord ALt¥FrepD CuuRcHILL will make a note of 


The next time (let us hope it will pe & me aa time) that Lord 
ALFreD CHURCHILL and his 
on Music and Dene, Ger _— try, to co copy a Somersetshire 
Magistrate, named Mr. T agistrate replied to 
certain Clergymen, who Caedle to limit thei hoannas of village festivals, 
that he had a hearty dislike for all unnecessary restrictions on public 
liberty. He ex Governments to punish offences against order. 
ag A of interfering ng with ¢ the nae 5 freedom ' Pome an 
e regretted to see the Clergy ed together for 
of hampering popular recreations, and of ‘‘ making those ot ‘<ion 
the Lord has not made sad.” Mr. Rocers’s name ought to be 
changed to Hamppen. 


The Duke of Muprorp is ite; in Mud-Salad Market, but lighter 
active in Mudfordshire. The valley of the Ouse is overflowing wit 
rly three hundred years ago a simple gentleman found 
ertfordshire then the county sapueet, and at great 
cost and labour he brought it toa dirty metropolis. This was Sir 
Hvuea Myppieton, who earned the eternal — of Londoners. 
London has now too much Ducal mud, and the Ouse has too much 
water. What does the Duke of Muprorp do? He calls feebly upon 
the Government to remove the water. WE be ool rose Bo 
Government to remove the mud, and will the Government bri: 
water to wash away the filth of Mud-Salad Market? J edging Seem 
our recent domestic the whole question will be buried in 
one of those vaults of legi Parliamentary Committee-Room 
—with a Blue-book for a tombstone. 


Mr. Rusxrw has joined the ranks ranks of Dramatic Critics, and has 
| Probably shocked the babblers about “Art” by openly preferring 





an Opéra- Bouffe to « mouthing piece at the ery It is rather 
late in the day, perhaps, to discuss the merits of Le Chdlet, but Mr. 
Rusxry, like any other = must learn his business. There was 
once a dramatic reporter who treated Macheth as a new piece tren an 
untried author; but, irs it foun him bey Hd is not always the 
case), he wrote for readers a little than himself. Mr. 
Ruskin, on his return from France, qoubtlone pay the London 
theatres a visit, and address himself to a Metropolitan instead of to 
a provincial audience. 


The Corporation are in a difficulty with the Strand Board of Works 
about the refuge at the foot of the Temple Bar Monstrosity. The 
Strand Board object to the on the west — ay and Mr. Beprorp 

laintively says that this decision would make the structure look 
like a pig wi one ear. Surely the ear on the Corporation side is 
quite long enough (perhaps too ) for all practical purposes, 





A WORD FOR THE SOLDIER. 


“Tt is a positive ant, though it seems almost wa4er that the uniform 
coat of an ordinar nary sol dier is regarded as a bar to his admission to many 
public assemblies.” — Duke of Cambridge 4 at the Mansion House, Nov. 3. 


Is Her Majesty’s uniform such a disgrace, 

That a so wham dvest i th can't anew his neo 
TY ae Sage 4 Yes, ene Seay 

This is what, mp rey le pen he 7 
Bat the chamee, Punch eainel, ual 

Who firas scout the leave aua8 Sie Sine fend we fom foo. 
Who have worn the old uniform heedless 

From the Pole to Equator in numberless — 

They have made it respected when they roam, 
Let them find it is equally honour 





A Reat Case or CenTenantanism.—Consols, 100. Very Consol-ing. 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
Westminster Hall, 


Wuew the edifice is finished in the Strand, and the Courts are 
from West to East, ‘‘ Rufus’ Masterpiece” will have to 


tive insignificance. It was said that the old building is seen to 
test advantage on the of a Coronation or a trial for High 
reason, I saw it at its ‘‘ second best,” i.¢., on the First Day of 


erm. 
When I arrived, the Hall was crowded with a body of highly re- 


i 
E 
a 
g 
; 
? 
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the Civil Power cleared a 
East to West, and all was expectation. We waited 
to see a t that we knew intuitively would touch us to 
uick. e were to behold the Law in all its majesty and 
Thape wen 0 lene pence, and it was difficult to restrain our 
feelings. At last arose a cry of ‘‘ They are coming!” and 
of iprancing steeds was heard in Palace Yard. en t 
i the eager multitude that the Lory C 
on surround 


Mi 


P > 
2 


ed by 
ce Sas enppeced, SS 

a was in to strike terror craven souls 
ak .- and thus save > S- But still 
we t. Forced gave us time to examine a gorge- 
ously i y hed carga SEA Gan 68 
the offices belonging to Houses of Parliament. e asked a few 
bystanders who it was, but nobody knew for certain, and a few sug- 
“" t he might be the Clerk of the House (whatever that may 

), or a detective in plain clothes. As he did nothing in support of 


either character, the few spectators whose notice he had attracted 
soon lost all interest in him. That man missed a big opportunity of 
we yy oy black Court suit red, 

t last a eman ina urt suit appea' carrying a 
cidhiep-eopheiieced pouch. It was with immense difficulty that we 
repressed giving him three hearty British cheers. On seeing him, 
an old lady informed us that ‘‘ she believed the Lonp Mayor must 
be coming, as this was a Sheriff.” We comsnqnenty stqusens him 
with increased curiosity. However, as no one joined him, the enthu- 
siasm | to 
cool, and we 
were falling 
back into our 
old condition of 
wistful expect- 
aney when a 
second gentle- 
man in black 
Court dress ap- 
peared, stag- 


gering under 
an enormous 





. mace. * He 
Fass Maceg-’unry. always ruts 
that out of the 
carriage-window on Lord Mayor’s Day, because there’s not room 
for it inside, you know,” was the knowing old lady’s whispered 
commentary. en the Police touched their helmets, and a digni- 
fied =O an enermous wig, a gaudy black-and-gold gown, 
and knee- entered Westminster Again we wanted to 
cheer, but were afraid. At last some bold spirits in the back- 
yeees eats Se auuiiare isti bat respectful ‘‘ Hurray!’ 

he dignified individual paused, turn voune. and looked towards 

ack 


the door. Something was evident] tin from progressi 
further. In a moment a third rentieman in Court Gites on 
a sword hastily seized the dignified individual’s train, 


and held it up. difficulty in 
mounted, the 

bi . Then came another long pause ; a long pause 
formed the chief of the procession. By-and-by we were satis- 
fied by the abru appearance of « second dignit indi i 
similar costume to worn by the first. Again there was a 
difficulty about progressing, until another gentleman kindly assisted 
in the train. Never were such troublesome trains, not even 
at Waterloo Station! Never were—I should say never wear—suc: 
trains. I won’t—till I’m obliged. 





h 
And then just let me catch the | St. 





gintleman who ’!l dare tread on the tailof my coat. Bedad! I'd floor 
him with the mace. I was told afterwards that attached to the 
office of train-bearer was some trifling salary—about £300 per 
annum. And, taking one thing with casthan, 1 oat not at all sure 
the service was dear at the money! The party of two followed the 
—— four, and then came a miscellaneous collection of more or 
ess dignified individuals attired much after the same fashion, but 
appeventty resenting the fact that they had no one to look after 
their trains. Trains without any guards, drivers, or stokers. For 
this reason, probably, they did not attempt any order, and were, 
caneoat tly, rather mixed. There was another pause, and a body 
of full-bottomed wig-wearers entered the Hall, Car bya 
surging mob. There was a little cheering and a good 
and the ceremony was over. 

As I hurried away, I heard the same old lady I had listened to 
ees) Seger pe to her friends “ that in her yo days there 
were s of music, re in va _ ye of fisgs. oa added, 
as @ comforting second thought, “‘ but per ter all, they ma 
have left them outside !”” te 4 

I was carried with the stream into one of the Courts. It was 
crowded with a portion of the audience that had just quitted the 
Hall. The Members of the very 
Junior Bar were in full force, but 
now they seemed to be haughtily 


y 

“Down, down, fluttering hearts! 
Away, away all — feelin gs! We 
are on duty ! id us in our brand 
now wie and +g h ~— ba a 
representi the Bar of Eng- 
land! ad By-and-by two judges took 
their seats upon the Bench, after 
to the Bar and receiving the 

Bar’s respectful salutation. Suddenly there was a good deal of angry 
eet rg 4 and pushing, and a gentleman in a -bottomed wig 
fought his way to-the front row. The Presiding, Judge bowed to 





Hippsen SpRinas. 


him, and invited him to take his place in the foremost pen amongst 
the Queen’s Counsel. There was a good deal of bustling, and the 
entleman obeyed the direction. Then he bowed to the J udges, who 
wed in return; then to the Q.C.’s, who also bowed in return; then 
to the Members of the very Junior Bar, who responded to the courtesy 
with effusion, as if they were greatly delighted at being included in 
the day’s rpeiings, ** Do you move, Mr. Somesopy?” asked the 
Presiding Judge. Mr. Somesopy moved with a vengeance, as he 
sprang up like a jack-in-the-box, bowed jerkily, and sank back into 
his seat without uttering a word. Then all the wigs in Court bowed 
copiously to one another. Then, like the rush of the whirlwind, 
Mr. Somezsopy hurried from the pen, and was seen fighting in the 
distance as he made manfully towards the door of the Court. As 
the proceedings now turned out to be of a purely perfunctory 
character, I, too, quitted the apartment for another. I had scarcely 
reached my |destination before I saw 
something white bobbing up and down 
in a sea of heads. e something 
(amidst a murmur of disapprobation 
which grew louder and lo ) came 
nearer and nearer until it reached the 
first desk. The something was the 
yaar wig of Mr. Somesopy, 


QC, 

Again the Presiding Judge was cour- 
teous in his invitation, Again the 
Members of the very Junior Bar joined 
in the proceedings with the utmost 
heartiness. There was unlimited bow- 
ing as before. ‘Do you move, Mr. 
Somenopy ?” asked the g Judge, 
and as no one seemed inclined to 
** move,” I did, and went into another 
Court. I had just taken up a comfort- 
able position when an angry altercation going on me, made me 
turn round. Again a white wig (now beginning to lose its earliest 
curl) was the centre of a combat. It was Mr. Somenopy, Q.C., 
pushing his way (in accordance with ent) to the front desk, 
with a view to engaging in another bowing with the Bar, the 
Bench, and the Public. As I had seen, however, the tuescentiog 
ceremony already twice before, I thought I might retire, which I di 
in my usual graceful fashion. 








A “Movrwyive Prrrormance.”—Wilkam and Susan at the 
James’s. 
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ANNE MIE; OR, LA GRANDE DUTCHESSE. 


Tue story of Anne Mie is simply this: At seventeen Anne is 
betrayed by an English eer, whom her father stabs, and leaves 
for dead. That’s Act I. hteen years elapse; Dirksen, her 
father, is imbecile, and haunted by the ghost of his victim. Anne 

Mie’s daughter is passed off 
as her niece, Lise, in the 
village where they have 
come to settle. Koenraad 
a young Dutchman, 

marry: Lise if her tage 
is without stain. e = 


which legitimises Lise,— 
thereby converting the play 
into a imen of the Legi- 
timate a,—and all ends 
happily—as far as the cha- 
racters are concerned. This 
takes four Acts to tell, and 
there isa villain in it who, except as useful in making a scene now and 
then and diverting attention from the main incidents, is rather in the 
way than otherwise, and is got rid of directly real business is meant. 

Yow, in a Dutch piece where they are all boers together, it would 
be invidious to select any one character as a greater bore—we should 
write ‘* boer”—than rest. What a beautiful chance for an 
appropriate Dutch drinking-song, to the tune of ‘“‘ When we were 
boys together,” has been lost Ape letting Messrs. Ferwanpez, De 
ay small LocKTON—an awful boer—sing a 

nale 0. 


AR 


Tuz Arncu Anne Miz anp Tus Frenp. 


When we were boers, 
Merry, merry boers, 
When we were boers together, 
which would at least have had the merit of bringing down the 
curtain long before its time. 
Not having seen the original Dutch play, we are unable todraw a com- 
ison between the two, 
ut are free to judge Anne 
Mie — pronoun Annie 
Mee—as an English play 
on its own merits. As long 
as the drama was in Dutch, 
it was lauded to the skies 


as being 

vellous. But once put 
into plain English the 
spell was broken. 

The story is neither new, 
nor “rae. _ J._.- 
citing. It isa simple 
simp 4 told in plain, 
straigt x language. SEDUCTIO AD ABSURDUM. 

The Tislogue is generally 

natural and not above the social status of the speakers. The stage 
business is the pictures of Dutch life are quaint and interesting, 
and the acting fair, but Gondedly not great. 

What on earth ted Miss Genevitve Warp to play, or rather 
to attempt to play, part of a young and lovely girl of sweet 
seventeen, as Anne Mie is supposed to bein the First Act? ‘‘ There,” 
may the adapter well say to himself, ‘‘there was the weight that 
pulled me down, O Crummiss!” Next we may well ask 

What did induce 
Mr. Evoar Bruce, 


to undertake the part of the Gay Young Engineer, the lover of Anne 
Mie in the First Act? Seeing them together he really has the air 
i: Oe Vy Sans from the 

—= country,” who is a greater 
* fool than he looks, and is 
in a general wa 
much to be pitied. Mr. 
Bruce is capi in 
bustling, touch-and-go, 
ht-comedy parts, but 
re tenderness, pathos, 


very 


SSS 
AnovuTt THis Time Anne Mire FALLS A 
LITTLE FLAT. 


prevent the character becoming ludicrous—and specially necessary 
with such a very knowing Anne Mie, who looks as if she were up to 
every move on the sea- of Dutchland—Mr. Bruce, to put it 
plainly and eolloquiall is ** not in it.” 

In unfortunate First Act, which need not have been retai 
4s it is only a prologue that subsequent dialogue explains over an 


li 
w 
and a certain dignity are 
absolutely necessary to 








over again, Anne Mie has a friend in Neeltje, an elderly, vixenish 
spinster, between whose age and that of Anne Mie any mere s tor, 
coming in late and ignorant of the pi would find it rather diffi- 
cult to discriminate. In the Second when Anne Mie is su 
to be eighteen years older, time has moved but slightly wi 
and scarcely at all with Neeltje. 

Then when Mr. Bruce, who hasn’t been killed, turns up again, no 
one feels any more interest in him and his attachment to Anne Mie 
than they would in the haphazard a on the scene of a middle- 
aged commercial traveller of gen y exterior, and bearing a 
distant resemblance to the lineaments of the great Duke of Wxi- 
tiveton. But as he does not attempt dog EA this peculiarity, 
the spectator merely notices it as a remar! feature in ur. Bruce's 
performance, and nothing more. 

The fact is, the hero and heroine—the light-comedy young English 
Engineer and the arch Dutchess, as represen the Prince 
of Wales’s—are a hopelessly unin ing couple, Not so, Mr, 
Ropertson, as Koenraad Deel, the lover of Lise, played by Miss 
Granam with much feel- 
ing and far too much 
voice—which is Mr. Ro- 

BERTSON’S fault also; so 
much so, that in the Love 
Scene where both want to 
meet as quietly as possible, 
and not attract the atten- 
tion of Anne Mie, who is 
writing in the next room 


her, 


liar to double - Dutch 
people, shout at each other 
at the top of their voices. 
and baw! sweet words of 
love S oe ee ears we dental visite at 
as thoug ey were merely two accidental visitors spending a 
pleasant half-hour in an Asylum for Deaf Patients, 

Mr. FLiocxton—as the wicked Dutch Orphan, the perpetual burden 
of whose plaint is 

“ © if I had some one to love me!’’ 
—is very good, that is, as the conventional melodramatic villain who 
goes about hating everybody until overtaken by poetic justige, which 
in this takes the very mild shape of simply getting himself kicked out 
of a Dutch pothouse by an Uncivil Engineer. 

If Mr. Fernwannez be intended to represent an old Dutch farmer 
who in happier and earlier days has served his apprenticeship to a 
costermonger with a donkey-cart in Whitechapel, and still retains, 
in his old age, a smack of the chick-a-leary slouch and tone of voice, 
then the highest praise is due to this artist for his admirable repre- 
sentation of a most difficult character. But if, on the other hand, 
Si is not the idea intended to be conveyed, then he is a comparative 

ailure. 

Under certain conditions Anne Mie may yet flourish, but with those 
conditions the present Star of Tottenham Court Road would find it 
rather difficult to comply. 

On Chrononhotonthologos at the Gaiety Matinée, and the new 
afterpiece at the Royalty, fairly ad as an Extrava- 
oy and now most unfairly described as a Burlesque, we shall 

ave something serious to say next week. 


Dutcn Marrie—rorep ! 





BRUTES BEWARE! 


* Omnibus drivers and cabmen will find it useful to take note of the fact 
that Metropolitan Magistrates have now resolved to make life rather unplea- 
sant for persons who maltreat beasts of burden.’’—Standard. 


Ir’s very well each Magistrate of London town papas, 

To make the lives of cruel men no longer beds of roses. ‘ 

pees ill-treats his — now, ’ve made - understanding 

ave no option of a fine, no gentle reprimanding. 

Such things have been of no effect, the wugilenshed 

For paying, say a tiny fine, has never cared a stiver. 

He’s given the money with a grin, and never felt remorse 

The while he lashed with cruel thon i . 

The animals work night and day o’er flint and stones and gravel, 

And scores of them are very lame and quite unfit to travel ; 

And under cover of the night the drivers, as we know, 

a op aenene in the shafts with marks of many a blow. 
ah oer : : . . 


iver 





AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS REQUIRED FoR Dicoina Porators 
tn Mayo.—Two Field Pieces ! 
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 
How to Build a House.—Put 


yourself unreservedly in the hands 
an architect. Let him lavish uf 
all his art on the exterior of the Pa A 
producing an artistic effect * _ ar 


for passers-by and the people 
over the way. Never object to 
A ay a tans shut out of 
rooms y columns, projections, or 
the want of windows. 

How to Let a House.—Lock it 
up and put a bill in the window 
saying . o> oe is left at a 
ata heute. an Agent 
who lives as far : away a possible 
from the If you can 
get one w sahhem qupuens ist- 
ters, who is seldom at home, and 
who lives in a place that nobody 
ever heard of, so much the better. 
When the house is advertised, 
carefully exclude all information 
about rent, taxes, rates, number 
of rooms, &c. 

ple & Bere down 0 House — 

Seep Bo gne cups. supply, a use can- 


— over the avon 4 
these shades to tumble into the 
wicks in the Comoe, while 
ponase are having a prolonged dinner 

the dinin -room. 

Another Way.—Use mineral oil 
in lamps that are placed upon 
tables easily upset. 





my. § pieh 


Mr. Ruskry intends completing 
his Fors Clavigera. He is con- 
templating a series to be called, 
in turn, the “ Ifs” the ** Buts,’ 
and the “ Ands,” which will 
on all-fours with the “ Fors.” 
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ADVICE TO PLAYGOERS. 


THE proceedings of the Church 
and Stage Guild are a relief to 
the monotony of existence. Life 
is worth living to read the ac- 
counts of their meetings. They 
have all the propriety of the 
Church, and are far more amusing 
than the Stage. Last week the 
Rey. Mr. Ponsonsy read a Paper 
on the duties of playgoers who 
find themselves witnessing a bad 
play. He had no strong opinions 

orce, and did not counsel 
pF He was not sure 
whether an audience ought to 
Pome or go round in a body to the 

He did not hint that 

the should ask for their mon 

, tear up the benches, or 
foe the ye Ay and pelt him. He 
rather sug + gp a — of - 
ane poe la thi 

vice playgoers in 5 1s po- 
sition is more definite than the 
| Rev. Mr. Ponsonsy’s. When 
a witness a bad play, let them 

ome immediately, and write 
a z better one. 





= 


Turtle and Griffin. 


Brrcn’s Turtle not a few 
Take it down at tiffin ; 

Would it were as easy to 
Take down Bracn’s Griffin. 





, Wan” a) 
Swine 
SIR WILLIAM VERNON HARECAUGHT. 


AFTER SETTLING A VERY OLD OFFENDER, HE HAS HI3 Evz ON THE| dence of tenants who won’t pay 


R, 


SOMETHING IN AN IRISH NAME. 
ApproprisTE place for the resi- 





their rent—May Owe. 
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CONSIDERATIONS OF A CAULIFLOWER. 


Waar a funny world it is—to a 
humorist! J’mahumorist. Perhaps 
you wouldn’t think so to look at me 
unless you’re a person of unusual 
penetration. If one doesn’t caper like 
a Clown, or grin like a joskin, one is 
set down a idiots, as dull. Most 

think me as grave as a Chancel- 

4. , B-— TouRwiPtor, who is a 
weg—t te wags, they ’ve no sense of 
humour—calls me a w on-Caulifiower, 
and thinks himself awfully funny. 
More like a Melancholy Jaques. He 
wasn’t a horse-collar man, and I’m not | 

a horse-collar-flower. Oh! a real 
humorist can pun, as well as mere 
wags, when they care to stoop to it. 
TURNIPTOP says my puns “lack 
finish.” I'll “‘finish” Aim before 
I’ve done with him. Humph! Some- 
-» ting equivocal there! But never| 


It’s a funny world, a say. Here am I now, tucked up under the 





We used to be credited with the superiority which is our native 
possession. But these are democratic days, and even the haughty 
Asparagus is sold by the quarter-bundle, on door-steps, to dowdy 
women with bombazine dresses and blatant babes. ancy being 
chaffered for by a City clerk’s wife, or appearing, with smoky 
melted-butter, at a all shopkeeper’s Sabbath 1 Is it not a 
funny world ? 

Prices rule low to-day, but I suppose suburban ‘‘ screws” rule 
lower, for I don’t get disposed of. ‘The Coster is hoarse, his arm is 
hot, his fustian malodorous. In these dirty democratic days, sense— 
all the senses—as well as spirit, are subject to indignity and disgust. 
Fugh! I always so shrank from anything common and cheap! 
‘* Cauliflower Collywobbles” young Turwipror calls this superior 
sensibility —‘‘a bad imitation of aristocratic bumptiousness.” 
Turnrpror is low—lamentably low. On the best terms with the 
ree ee he’d as soon serve a shoeblack asan Alderman. As he 

rhythmically puts it—he’s absurdly proud of his Catnach 
doggerel :— 
Since destiny me has decided to dish up, 
What matter if ’tis to a Bargee or Bishop ? 


Wags haven’t the descrimination of a — y Ae ) tail, much less 
of a Cauliflower’s head. It’s very, very funn TurwiProp only 
knew what an idiot he is! Well, then, of i my superior sense 
of humour would lose the subtle delight attending perception of Ais 
unconscious imbecility. There are compensations. It is a funny 





fustian- clad arm of a bawling Coster , and being hawked round a small 
and sordid suburb. A fine creature like me, and of so good a family 
too! Why, bless you, Cavii Crsper and Lord MacavLi—the names 
have suffered corruption—were only—but there, it does not become 
a humorist to vaunt his lineage. Only 

are parvenus and impostors, that I will 
a ainsinaaoanl hysiognem Wh 
resemblance in name p y: y 
thoy re sold by the pound, « degradation te: whi thanks to our 
superior size and splendour, we’ve never been red No, we have 
always been monetarily individualised—to put it simply—though 
when the tariff comes to be—in the words —(semi-articulate howls 
rather)—of the horrid hawker, *‘ sixershillincollyflowair!” there is, 


world, and the funniest things in it are asses unaware of their ears. 
This last, by the way, was oP’s Own expression—epigram 
he called it—and the drollest part of the business was he didn’t see 
its reflex application. Meant it as ahit at me!’/!/ Ha! Ha! Ha! 
\Y os cabal is @ een to be a humorist, even in a world of donkeys 
and democra 
Hillo! a halt Bawling Brute stops bawling, 

deal.” It is too much, a ‘‘deal” too much (as Be a ald 
say). And with a Sweep, of all Men! Horror! I am transferred 
to his sooty paws, my snowy bosom is desecrated by his dirty digits. 
I rage! Vain is the wrath of a poor choler flower—I mean Cauli- 
flower. “‘Tuppence” changes hands. My doom is sealed. Cut off 
in the Cauliflower—pshaw! the flower of my youth and humour. I 





in sooth, but little left to boast of. 


go—I go—to Pot! 
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‘ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN.” 


Brigsen (at last winging a Pheasant, after missing right and left all day). ‘‘ An, HA! 


Keeper. *‘ Yus, Stz ; THEY WILL FLY INTO IT SOMETIMES |” 


KNOCKED HIM OVER THAT TIME, Janxine!”’ 








THE PIG AND THE PASTOR, 


(Ballad by a British Farmer.) 


“New Test ror Tricuinz.—A Holstein peasant, uninstructed in 
microscopical research, and not possessing the requisite instruments of pre- 
cision, has devised for himself a new test for the presence of trichine in pork. 
When he killed a pig he was careful to send a portion of it—a ham or a 
sausage—to his pastor, and then waited the consequences for fourteen days. 
lf his pastor remained healthy, then he felt perfectly easy in his mind, and 
well assured that his pig fulfilled the requisite conditions of soundness of 
food, and he proceeded to dispose of it accordingly in his own family. This 
ingenious method of research has not been considered satisfactory by the 
district physician.” — British Medical Journal. 


Up out there in Holstein—you knows where I manes— 
That there Dutchee what Proosher purlined from the Danes, 
Lives a cottidger chap in the farmerun line ; 

And the chief of his substance depends upon swine. 


Now the pigs in them parts be disposed to disease, 

— is Aen vo - i than outziders like — - 
use as how they don’ Pp, creep, or craal on their hides : 

Bred in pigs’ flesh and innards there they nestles, and bides. 


"Tis a ious o’ worms what be mostly so small 
As the eye wun’t sarve fur to spy um at all. 
They be finer nor hairs, and the pigs by that means, 
Be pizon’d wi’, what scollards um, “‘ trikeens.” 


When a Christian on pork, ham, or bacon as feeds, 

Tucks um down wi a’s vittles, inzide un they breeds ; 
e 8 a sassidge gie un aloan, 

Or pigs’ chiddluns perdoose that complaint in a’s own. 


That there Holstoner farms in a small sart 0’ way, 
ep ep ee Fy thy DY Tine: Ga 

that a do so his mind ’s all agog 
As to whether there’s any trikeens in th 





Ne’er a bit up to Sciunce that feller, not he, 

By the help of the magnifire can’t sarch for’m and see ; 
And so an experimunt, assurunce to git, 

He perfarms on a subject he looks on as fit ; 


Makes his Pastior a prezunt 0’ sassidge or chine, —_— 
Ham, or gammon moor like, sends that Rev’rund Divine ; 
Then a bides a full vartnight, meanwhilst a time gies 

For to note how the Pig and the Paason agrees. 


O’ the rest o’ the Pig, if the Paason be sound, 

Arter that he partakes, wi’ his household all round ; 
And they feastes their fill and enjoys the good cheer ; 
Fur to foller their Pastipr’s ixample no fear. 


So now fur a moral to tag to my song; 

If yen always dooz right you wun’t never do wrong ; 
When you purchuses pigs, mind o’ what breed they be : 
You be caashus of all Gaon ¢ cows bapenl aes. 


Don’t trust none what comes over from outlandish parts ; 
But stick fast to the hogs of the old English sarts ; 

Then, if tithe-pigs to Paasons you chooses to pay, 

Fur trikeens you ’ll ha’ no call to try um on they. 





Attitude of a Basuto. 


Tur following telegram—one of a series—from the Cape was lately 
received at the Colonial Office :— 


“UmQuixkg_a sitting still.” 


Nothing else was added to that mesmaee respecting UMQUIKELA. 
We can imagine a photograph taken of Umquixera as he appeared 
sitting still. Or Umqurketa may be su to have been, as above 
described, still sitting for his portrait. next telegram of course 
was ‘ Umqureera taken ”—and, as it now appears, we've got 

wrong man, afterall. Never mind, the Aquarium wants a new show. 
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BLACKFRIARS BRIDGE, 


Owe of our gifted Artists quietly noted the following Advertise- 
ment :— 


TATUARY.—BLACKFRIARS BRIDGE.—The COMMITTEE for 
LETTING the BRIDGE HOUSE ESTATES hereby GIVE NOTICE 
that they will meet at Guildhall, London, on FRIDAY, the 25th day of 
March, 1881, at 1 o'clock isely, to receive DESIGNS for STATUARY to 
be placed on the Four P yi x= fy The i y 
submitted either by Drawings or Models. If “~~ be either in 
Chalk, Charcoal, Pencil, Ink, or Sepia. If by Models, in Clay, Plaster, or 
other convenient material. The Designs in either case to be prepared to a 
Beale of one inch and a half to the foot. Six Premiums will be awarded by 
the Committee, viz.: Two of £2501.; two of £150; and two of £100. These 
Premiums will be given for Models only, &e., &e. 


He has done several in Chalk, which he may ibly exhibit at 
Chalk Farm, at whose Dairy he has a chalk scored up. 
No doubt if his aa dy epee = to competi’ he will win 
by Chalks. He has also some in Charcoal; and we 

him that if these frescoes be not removed from the passage of our 
Office, where they are obstructing everybody, will be at once 
carted off to the coal-hole. We have the 

buat to the coal-hole will be consigned, and ean’t go 
much deeper than that. Committee who award Premiums 
SES pate Go Gaal pagelle to WS Goeet, and we'll see the Artist 
gets his due. 

The Designs are accompanied by written denesiptions, and we 
trust Sir Fxepexick Letemtow will appreciate the whole lot at their 
Pp value. Of course Sir Frepexicx will not allow any prejudice 
in favour of a certain “‘ Athlete and Wiper” to bias his judgment. 





Here they are :— 








ALLgeonICaAL Heroic Grour— 
Tus Conquest oF CaLirasn 
sy tae Lomp MaYor axpD 
ALDERMEN. 


Fiyine BaRMAIDEN RELIEVING 
nowA-yipe TRAVELLERS IN 
Distress. 














ALLeoornicaL Grovp—Tue Crry 
or Lowpon, BATHED BY FATHER 


* 81 MonUMENTUM QU#ais—ciR- 
: THAMES, GETS SUAL’D. 


cumsrice.” 





Revolting Cruelty to a Woman. 
Avoruer Illusion ! We did believe that the Americans were 





Se. 





NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 


Lorp Marr’s Day. 

Last Toos- 
day was Lord 
Mare’s Day! 
I can searsly 
rite the words 
without imo- 
shun. The 
grate red let- 
ter day in our 
Cullender, as 
I heerd the 
Gildall Beedle 
say. Every 
good Citizen 
was on tip- 
tow, in his 
dressing- 
gownd and 
slippers, to 
see what sort 
of morning 
was abreak- 
ing before 
brake fastin ; 
and when 
they seed it 
was pretty 

good for the 
time ¢ year, they, no doubt, all sung Nong Nobis, like we do for a 
ner. 

As I alwis hear sumeboddy say, for more than 700 beginning 
with Lord Mare ALL-wivg,—not a bad name for a »—has 
this sollum day been dewoted to Lord Mares, and and Gills, 
and Men in Armer, and tho the thoughtless may Sf loyal and 
constitooshunnle mines will bow down on their bended nees and bless 
the 9th of November, which curus to tell is only 4 days after Gi Fox 
Day! What a proverdenshal thing it is they warn’t on the same 
day! How the ribble Gester would have rejoiced. Let it ever be 
remembered to Gi Fox’s honnur, that he urrid on his little job so 
as to git it over before the 9th. 

I was speshally fortnit this year. I was at Gildall te see after 
the brakefast, so 1 saw the sho start. I saw the way in 
which the Coachman, and the postilliun, and the 6 grums, and about 
a duzzen Perlicemen tugged and dragged the State Carridge and 6 
hosses up to the dore at Gildall, without one of the hosses tumbing 
down, or even the Carridge bumping against the posteses more than 
3 or 4 times. 

As I gazed with reverunse on the wundufull and butiful machine, 
a fine sample, I was told, of the Eye Art of Go aera Lom, Se 
wan, would it go thovugh the Tempel Bar Testimonial, or Gould i 
was, would it go ug e Tem i or would it 
stick on the Refuge for the Destitoot in front of it. 

From the lots of Fire Engines and hundreds of Firemen in the 
percession, the ignerant Foringer would ha’ thought that West- 
minster All was afire, and the grate Lon Mare was agoin in state to 
put it out. 

I asked Brown how they slected which Compennies should go with 
’era, and he told me at once, for he seems to ink. They 
has the Patten Makers becos the Lonp Mare is i a Patten 
to all the world. They has the Lorreners’ mistry because nobody 
ever yet discovered what on earth a Lorrener means. They has the 
Stationers because the Copperation, like the Company, wants to be 
stationery. They has the Salters for fear of an Assalts, and they 
of course has the Speckticcle Makers because the Loxp Mare always 
wears ’em. 

I wos in the piers, to see the and didn’t some of 
my Patruns look lovely in their Deppity Leftenants’ red coats and 
reel sords, almost like ae ee, 6 y those stoopid sords wood get 
stickin between their legs neerly upsettin them. All the Com- 
mittee with long sticx in their hands, and bootiful ornyments hun 
round their n with red ribbuns, J, 1 comin in an 
goin out, aperiently not knowin what on earth to Saaieasives, 

ut yet werry ankshus that their frends should see as they was 
there. Wen the Swells begun to cum they walked in front of em, 
and got in every boddy’s way, and purwented us seeix anythink, 
so we wished ’em all a jolly megs ot sien and all. 

The last appeerience of the RD Make, amost brort ) 
sorrow and refleckshun to evry manly eye. Ah, if we could reed his 
feelinx what a pikcher we should have to listento! After 


baer am mae vee 
UORD MAYOR | 
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ASIDE.” 


HIGHER EDUCATION. 


Aunt, ‘‘I SUPPOSE YOU ARI! VERY SORRY TIM HAS GONE BACK TO SCHOOL, AREN’T you, Amy?” 
Amy. “ Yes, VERY. Bur wou sex, AUNTIE, IN THESE DAYS OF ENFORCED EDUCATION ONE 18 OBLIGED TO PUT FEELING ENTIRELY 














for 12 short months the Eyes of Eurup and the Ears of England 
upon him, he attends this, hi t Bankit, like the Skellytun that 
the Aj ; is cubburd and brort out on all jovial 


adorn a 


Tail. And don’t the Grifin 


occasions, 
pin ay SE OT, Dee Bar? Ah! 


Hart for Hever,” as Prinse Lrpru tp sai 
. guv a werry loud blaster on 


i AxRKEx’s lovely ay satin sash, with 
a bow as big as a soup plate, between his legs and amost upset 
and his manly voice slightly trembled as he enounced the name 


of t terrible Mr. Giapstone! The 
and the 


flutter of exsitement was 


I 
calm smiling and all serene, 
oe lame 00 we ofl expected he weed, 
The new Lorp Maxg hain’t got the fine bow-wow 


’un. In fact I don’t know what 
Marg, . 


to make of 


i about him as I likes and sum as | 


don’t. 


We lives in times of change and wurry and wat not, but there’s 
one thing that mustn’t be changed, my Lonp Mazz, and that’s the 

of your eye office. I don’t wish to preech or to be par- 
sonal, bat a Lord Mare in spectickles ain't quite the thing! 


can’t imagin your elustrius P. 


, ALL-WINE in specs 


and do without ’em, my Lord, try and do without ’em! You’ll 


I 
T 
find it conwenient not to see 
shun House, and it ll 


that goes on around 
as much to your comfort 


ir Wramrs Ancurr proposed the health of the 
his irreverunse for the most sakrid thinx is sumthink 


must have been the on 


way that 
o wunder 


so overcome, that he could only gasp out 


(Signed) Resert. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Our old friends Evetyn and Pepys would have been delighted 
with the imens of Diaries which Messrs. J. J. Surru, Son & Co. 
have lomel for 1881. Had we as many lives as a cat, we should find 
in this lot which have been forwarded to our Office a special diary for 
every one ofthem. The little pocket-books are evidently most useful ; 
and the prices, like the books themselves, are adapted to all pockets. 
To any modern Boswett who has a Dr. Jonnson in view, these 
note-books are invaluable. 

The Rebecca Rioters, published by MacMri1an, is well worth 
reading. The Rioters went for all the barriers in their neighbour- 
hood, and ultimately i i oe, the obnoxious ob- 
srectape were! legally abolished. an authorities at the Mudford 

tate Office will probably consider a too dangerous chapter in a 
History of the Bar to be studied by the residents about the Gordon 
and Tavistock Square and Gower districts. By the way, the 
notices on his Grace of Mupvoxp’s barriers are instructive reading 
ar Ge Rusteg Teaver wae mag aos be 8 5 to drive to 
Euston Square, and has half-an- to spare, “ Reform it 
altogether | ’’—Suaxspxake for ever ! 

The new édition de luxe of Zoua’s L’ Assommoir is to be appro- 
priately illustrated with eauz fortes. 

ms in the Future; or, the Last of the Weavers, is not yet 
ready. 





** Ads.” and Ends. 
Tats appeared in the advertisement sheets of the Times :— 


EQUIRED, at once, so as to teach a lesson to the incumbent, in a 
gentleman's family, seven miles from town, good PLAIN COOK, of 
strictly sober habits. 
What is the Plain Cook to teach the Incumbent? We leave our 
readers to make their own deductions. 
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CONSOLATION. 


Mrs. Ponsonby de Tomkyns. ‘*‘ AND 80 YOU STOPPED A WEEK AT THE Doeke or Sritton’'s? Wao was THERE?” 

Gorgius Midas, Esq., Jun. ‘Ou! A vyreciova kum Lor! Way, Tagre was AN Acror, BY Jinco! anp a SorentiFic CaaP, AND 
AN AagtisT Fe._ter, and WHATSHISNAME THE FippLeR, YOU KNOW, WHO WRITES OgATORIOS AND THINGS! AND A DEAL MOKE 
FUsS MADE ABOUT THEM THAN ABOUT YouRS TRULY, I CaN TEIL you |” 

Mrs. Ponsonby de Tvmkyns. ‘‘ Ad, CLEVER AND AMUSING ProrLE, AND ALL THAT, Bur YOU MUST REMEMBER THAT IF ONE OF 
THEM WERE TO PROPOSE FoR A Davoursr or THE House, HE’D SIMPLY BE TURNED OUT OF IT FOR HIs IMPUDENCE. WHEREAS, 


you’vVe ONLY Gor To THROW THe HaNDKERCAIBS ! ”’ 


[ Which, to do Mrs. P, de T. justice, is no more than the truth. 











NOTES ON THE NINTH. 
The Lord Mayor's Banquet at Guildhall.) 


Tae Two Graces—one before and one after the Banquet—were not 
given by choristers. The Chaplain “ begged a blessing” (as Mr. 

iggins was requested to do on a certain celebrated occasion), and 
returned thanks. This method was not so effective as the pious 
harmony of ancient times. 

The Lonp Mayor, on proposing the Foreign Ambassadors, didn’t 
risk the pronunciation of M. CuatitemeLt Lacovr’s name, Mr. 
Harker, the Toast-master, risked it, came out with something 
sounding like ** Shallaballa,” and then disappeared for a minute or 
so behind the Lord Mayor’s chair. 

Mr. Giapstowx personated a Naval Demonstration by a ing 
in an Admiral’s Uniform. He wore epaulettes—but his shoulders 
are broad enough to bear anything. It is believed that he was a 
little disappointed at not being called upon for a hornpipe. If occa- 
sionally at sea towards the end of his speech with regard to the 
Eastern Question, yet it is probable that his nautical costume sug- 
gested his commenting on Lord SzLBonwe’s speech about ‘ Law and 
Liberty,” after the style of Captain Cuttle, and informing hie audience 
that * the point of t here observations lies in the application on 
’em ’—to the present Irish difficulty. 

After the Paemrer had acted as telegraph-boy—not the Daily, 
but Postal—and delivered a polite message from the SuLTan to the 
Lory Mayor, the general impression was that the Porte had made 
a present of Duleigno to our 
Artuvr. But what will hedowithit? Turn Turk, eat Turkle Soup, 
marry Green Fat-ima, and make all the Common Councillors wear 
turbans? No, that would create too great a dis-turbans in the City. 
Still a very effective speech might be made on ’Change beginning, 





“ Hereditary Turkish Bondsmen, know ye not,” &c., &c. 


The distinctive feature of the Banquet was the braying of the 
trumpets before every important toast. There were many present 
who, had they been permitted to be their own trumpeters, would 
have brayed just as loudly, if not so well. 

Those unaccustomed to the ways of the Guildhall Banquet fixed 
their eyes on a rostrum, expecting to see the Chaplain step up there 

say grace or read a homily. They were agreeably disappointed 
as the Chief Carver ascended this pulpit, and had a Lord Chief Baron 
of Beef placed before him on the reading desk, which was soon 
ornamented with some very fine specimens of genuine old English 
carving. 

It was remarkable how the Lonp Mayor accentuated—Irish-accen- 
tuated—every point in his speeches, which were, on the whole, of 
commendable brevity ; but after the Star of the py er ag 
Star—had twinkled, we thought it best to strike the light lucifer, 
and, taking comfort in the weed which cheers but does not inebriate, 
to wend our way home humming ‘‘ Hey down Derry,’ and success 
to MacArtTuvr. 











The New Motto. 


** Law and Liberty ” is a free or liberal translation of ‘* Imperium 
et Libertas.” The necessity for coercion in Ireland must be “* proved 
to demonstration,” says the Paemrer. What sort of demonstration 


'this time? A Military Demonstration? If so, let us hope that it 


present Eastern Potentate King Mac- D 


will be followed by something more valuable than the ‘“‘ Cession of 
ulcigno,” i.¢., by the ‘Session of 1881,”—or even by an extra- 
ordinary Session of 1880—to redress real Irish grievances and satis- 
factorily answer our Western Question. 





Boat Accrpent tn France.—Capsize of the Ferry. 
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LAW AND LIBERTY. 


Law. “ NOT YET, SISTER. THEY MUST FIRST LEARN TO RESPECT ME. YOUR TURN COMES NEXT.” 
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THE GRIFFIN’S LAMENT. 
As sung by the Fleet Street Selkirk. 


= init all il, \ 
one iB 


s 
a 
NEN 


I am Monarch of naught I survey ; 
se ee. 
aes What a brute!” 
t are it its charms, 
ular face, 


alarms, 
from this horrible place ! 


I’m out of humanity’s reach, 
Stuck up here on the summit alone ; ; 
And as for the music of speech, 
All I get is a hiss or a groan | 
For no beast of the the plain’ old ed or new, 
ee toute fom thea of the sea, 
No bird that you ’ll at the Zoo— 
Has the resemblance to me ! 


n Why, at dase I'm the cut e!l— 
Ag Oy kL Gd of such dread, 
a 
U Lid make for the wiehl York's head. 
m e, 
Psd’ st loast flit oriticad truth 
To such chaff as t come from the cage 
shape of the sallies of — 


Gaerdae aaah cominast co eat 





M Srisnde in tho Cite, do Gay 
eae 9 Se ee me ? 
I trast that they do for this wa 
Not a friend edd Brace cecil I cso! 


So the traffic each night sinks to rest ; 
The barrister turns to his square : 
Tivol will Tait here ts the rt” 





A LADIES’ MAN. 


Man is at length about to, cupesde, the sigh stehte of W Wepen. They 
have been acknowledged by the anx Legis- 
: House of ete has amended Bletion hot by the 


extension of the franchise to all women of age not labouring 
doing the Manx House of Keys 


pected to 
itself, as it were a House of Lords, no less = ay 
to do justice to the Ladies. i emale Suffrage, 
successfully y= in Man, m yk example 
to be followed b the en | P anes @ then the electoral 
influence of the Gentle tler Sex will will elventagesudl tageously serve to counteract 
that exerted by the Roughs. 





A penn oN 


Take away all your adornments 
Plates of blue yiies and bits of age are 


and 
I # od pantinge e oan a Burne Jowss, 
Hating a pictures where big chins predominate— 
Over lean manent with —" bones. 


oy me what grinning rustics call ‘‘ farniture,” 
uu 


stage rustics 

ch as was oni be ae our eee of old ; 

Take away all your nonsensical ture, 
Tapestry curtains and borders of gold. 

Give me the ancient and solid mahogany, 
Mine be the bese iat Sie Gane 8 Soaten ; 


Don’t let me see, as I sit at 
Chippendale tables or oialiotoaned « , om 


Hang up a vivid vermilion wall- \. 
Coyne of bee, 


te, te marble so polished and 

C ts shoud all show aor variety," 
reaths intermingling Ww 
when it enters my yo Bonlat 

a here’s a house whence mathotios have fled. 





Academicians at Play. 


At the Fishmongers’ Banquet Mr. Re yn R.A., 

hope that the Rick City Companies would 

Mural Decoration, and wisel acne & 

nee poy cd he ssegeeeed that not 

enced in department of Art. araty he had his eye on some 

particular Peel atinent being wall-eyed—and Ponds is eager to 

pp spaces and start as a rival to Mr. WILLING, whose works 
Honsiey must consider “ willinous.” Mr. Leste, R.A., who 

evidently didn’t take the same view of the stroke of business to be 

done, replied that the oe had no idea of going to the 

wall,” which was rather hard on his brother Academician, who won’t 

be able. to ae of the City Companies’ hoardings to cover the 

expenses of But the idea is good, all the same. 





Here’s a “ Little-go”’! 


[The proposal that French or German should be substituted for a classical 
language in the Previous Examination, was rejected amid loud cheers in the 
Cambridge Senate House, Nov. 11, by a majority of 40.) 


Latow and Greek are all that we want here. 
German ! Absurd! And French—cela va sans dire, 
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' ofts Mr. Gl-dst-ne (cheerfully). Well, here you are, at all 
“VMET R HH events. Now, su re he i i 
‘ — ' | . Now, suppose we have a little talk about Foreign 
SS SSS] ees 00M I Policy ? 
i SS ; tee | 


Sh 





A THOROUGH UNBELIEVER. 


Hale Visitor (to Invalid, who has just arrived, confident of a cure). ‘‘ WHat ! 
Fee. your Leos DRAG, WITH A WEIGHT DOWN YOUR Back, AND HAVE GOT 80 
Dga¥ THAT YOU CAN HARDLY HEAR WHaT I’m saYING!? Ad, THEN IT’S QUITE 
OLEAR You've BEEN AT TAR WareRs/”’ 








GOVERNMENT SECRETS. 


We have been favoured—through our Special Eavesdropper—with the follow- 
ing abridged account of what actually itvok place at the last Cabinet Council :— 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne. Here we are again! Ah! Dirge! Just back in time. 
How ’s Gampetta? Ina difficulty, eh? Glad to see you all. I’ve got some- 
thing that’s sure to please you. Telegram from Suttan:—‘‘ English bondholders 
to be paid at once out of pocket-money of members of Harem— Greek frontier 
on point of being surrendered—Kind regards and best wishes to English 
—, Most flattering. 

Sir Ch-rl-es D-lke (aside), Hm! Does he mean it ? 

All the Rest. Most satisfactory ! 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne. Yes; and G-scu-y to be made a Member of the Imperial 
Order of the Waste Paper Basket—answers to our Garter, I believe. Then 
ry * ste mest gratif as commmanentien i Ma ve 5 ge pe Kuan 

_ Bri —* ly greeting— # we're standing our tryi 
chmate ew ovat wine we shall be glad Lt ot, wy re intend 

rom Herat till next ] ind compli: » Fe.” a telegram 
Soom Omanneilinn-tn-Qibiet of the tos. As it’s written in Basuto, rather 
hard to make out; but he says in effect that we “‘needn’t be alarmed about 
the War, everything going on satisfactorily, some of Cape recruits rather raw, 
but he likes them raw;” and ends with “ best wishes for our continuance in 
tet ido f feelings. 
. Exceeding tifying to our i 

Mr. Gi-dst-ne. 1 thought ou’d say so. Bless you all! Now, must reall 
think about work for next deasion, What shall vw start off with—Eastern 
Question, Bankruptcy Bill, County Franchise, Land Bill,—which shall it be ? 

Sir W-ll-m H-re-rt. Talking of the Land Bill somehow or other reminds 
one of Juvenile Offenders. I don’t know why it should, but it does—— 

Sir Ch-ri-s D-ike, Bother Juvenile Offenders! I you ’ve got ’em on 
the brain. How about the Senile Offender, on the eh ? 

Mr. F-rst-r. Von opel Green-Isle be over 

narrow sq it coming ov: ynamite laid on lines—several 
fofernal machines on board steamer to Holyhead—Fenians blazing away into 
carriages! No joke, I can tell you. 





Earl Gr-nv-lle, I was going to mention that I’ve got 
a capital notion. You'll say so when you hear it. All 
European Powers to form Joint-Stock Company for 
liquidation of affairs of Porte by arran t and com- 
position! Just think of the splendid dividend we shall 
get! I ought, perhaps, to add that I’m indebted for 
this excellent business idea to a young and rising member 
of the rm fi eee 

All, Capital! Exquisite! And the dividend—— ? 

Earl Gr-nv-ile, That’s the best of it. Turkey, of 
course, don’t you see? To be divided among the share- 
holders in proportion to the number of their Ironclads 
and the amount of their enthusiasm. 

All, First-rate! Let’s pro it to B-sm-nrcx. 

Boy sent off to telegraph to B-sm-ncx. 

Mr. F-rst-r. Now that we've knocked off the Eastern 
difficulty, let’s tackle Ireland. The thing to do is to 
satisfy demands of tenants without infringing rights of 
landlords ; to introduce law and order into disturbed 
districts, and at same time to convert starving labourers 
into happy peasants of an Hibernian Arcadia. That’s 


my plan. : 

All. Capital! How are you going to do it? 

Mr. F-rst-r. How! Oh, that’s a mere matter of 
detail. I leave that to you. 

Lord S-lb-rne. If you leave it to me, I should say, 
** Coerce the whole lot of ’em.”’ 

Mr. Ch-mb-ri-n. Just so. Coerce Irish Landlords. 
Drive ’em out, ** bag and b: ge.” : 

Lord H-rt-ngt-n. Hm! You forget J am an Irish 
Landlord. (Awkward pause.) Can’t we suspend Habeas 

us? 

ord 8-lb-rne, Or can’t we suspend P-Rn-L1 ? 

Sir Ch-ri-s D-lke, Why not buy up Landlords? Pay 
for it out of some of that money Gr-Nv-LLE’s going to 
get out of Suntan. Coercion a great mistake. 

Lord H-rt-ngt-n. Talking of stakes, I never thought 
that Robert the Devil—— 

Mr. F-rst-r. Well, well, let’s talk about him after- 
wards. So, we’re all about Ireland. Now, 
ongpene, for a change, we pass on to India ? 

d H-rt-ngt-n. ought you ’d come to that sooner 
or later. I’ve got splendid notion. Candahar to be put 
up to public auction — Ameer and Ayoos bid against 
each other, city knocked down to highest bidder, and 
there you are! Or, at least, of course you aren’t there, 
because you ’ve got safe back into India. Then with the 
money we can buy one or two Big Maps—sure to come in 

—or reduce Income-tax, or something. I may 
mention that this capital business plan is entirely due to 
the fertile brain of a young and rising member of the 
Administration. It wouldn’t have occurred to me—— 

Mr. Br-ght. Talking of the Kurds, what shall we do 
about these outrages? Here they are, you know, out- 
raging, murdering, crucifying! Every bit as bad as 
Bulgaria—eh, GLADSTONE ; 

r. Gl-dst-ne, A place and a time for everything, my 
dear Jonw. ‘ Atrocities’ are an exceedingly important 
electoral fact—or rather pre-electoral fact. Now comes 
the interesting question—'‘ WHERE Is THE FLEET?” 

[AU get out their a and look for it. Boy sent to 

telegraph to Sir B. 8., asking where on earth he’s 
got to. No answer being received, the Council 
shortly afterwards broke up, Lord H-Rt-NeT-N 
vainly attempting to interest Mr. Br-Gut in the 
chances of Petronel for the Liverpool Cup. 
Mr. Gt-pst-NE when last seen was presenting 
Mr. F-nst-k with a complete set of chain- 
armour, revolvers, and knuckle-dusters, a life- 
insurance ticket, and a ‘‘ Boycott” life-preserver 
—just patented—for use in Ireland, 





An Irish Land Question. 


Some difference of opinion prevails in Ireland as to 
the accuracy og Ce — “7 
owners may ask in a implying curiosity, bu 
cavil ; Who's Gurrrira ?” bat it is only a small 
minority who reply ‘* Not a Safe Man.” 





Tae Wop 70 cet at Onr’s Bonzs.—The Gnaw-Easter. 
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APPRECIATIVE SYMPATHY. 
Herr Bogoluboffski plays a lovely Nocturne, which he has just composed. To him, as he softly touches the final note, Fair Amateur, * Oa, 


THANKS ! I AM 80 FOND OF THAT DEAR OLD Tung!” 








THE TELEGRAMS THAT WERE NOT READ. 


From Abdul Hamid, Constantinople, to J. Bedford, Guildhall. 
Wovutp I were quaffing sherbet (extra sec, reserve cuvée) with 
you! At any rate I can add to the harmony of the evening by con- 
gratulating you on the storms of applause which have greeted you 
over your massive conception of the Memorial. Glad you did not 
cede it. Don’t cede it.\, Cession is a mistake. 


From Abdul Hamid, Constantinople, to Lord Penzance, Court of 
Arches. 


Carrrat! Capital! You and the French must really send me 
over some Delegates to give me lessons in the art of religious tolera- 
tion. In France they turn their priests out, in England they “‘ run 
‘em in,” to use one of GoscHEN’s witty sallies. That is the way to 
prose harmony and good-fellowship. Do you know what the 
urkish word bosh means ? 


From Abdul Hamid, Constantinople, to Cambridge, War Office. 


Waar a nation of soldiers you are! You have to march a regi- 
ment of soldiers thirteen miles in your own country—mind you, it is 
your own country, don’t you cede Ireland—and you can manage that 

y keeping the men without food for nearly twenty-four hours, and 
by compelling them to walk the streets of their destination all night, 
because no accommodation was prepared for them. It is these little 
matters which makes Russia tremble before you. Everyone, on 
veeding such traits of national character, desires to have you as his 
ally. 

From Abdul Hamid, Constantinople, to Editor of Punch. 

Ha! ha! Of course you saw it! Good, eh? Does that dear 
Grapstoy®& know the difference between the Ninth of November and 
the First of April? As a practical jokist I think I am all there, and 
if fo waet comes to the worst, you could give me : —_ ne 
could edit together. Bowstringing correspondents who send jokes 
transcribed from other papers, provincial journals unmarked, and 
— their children, is a process well worthy of a trial in your 
country. 








HAMLET IN MUD-SALAD MARKET, 


O tHarT these too, too sordid sheds would*fall,’ 
Tumble and turn to heaps of builder’s rubbish ! 
Or that parochialism not fixed 
Its veto ’gainst improvement! Muprorp! Muprorp! 
How dirty, stale, damp and detestable 
Seems to me all this muck-heap called a Market ! 
Fie on’t! O fie! ’tis a true Sluggard’s ‘‘ Garden” 
That runs to waste; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. That we should look on this, 
When care and cash—and not so much—could give us 
So beautiful a Market, that to this 
Were Tempe to a pig-run! Blowing hence 
One would not have the softest wind of heaven 
Visit one’s nose too closely! Muprorp! Moprorp!§ 
Must we remind you ? y maintain the nuisance, 
As though delight in nastiness had grown 
By what it feedson? And yet in a few months—— 
Let me not think on ’t—Delay, thy name is Bumble !— 
A few short months, and this muck-midden old, 
This foetid place that is by everybody, 
Like a bad play, well hissed,—aye, e’en a goose, 
a fowl that -_ actieht in aut, 

ight hiss at it,—could promptly laced 
By a new Market, no more like Mud-Solad 

an [ to Bracn’s Dragon :—a few months, 
Ere righteous anger at the town’s dis; 
Have grown past patience in the public mind, 
It might be,—O, my Muprorp, reck the rede! 
Make a clean sweep of the pestiferous nuisance! 
It is not, but it yet may come to, good.— 
But break my heart, for I must hold my nose ! 

(Exit hurriedly. 





New Views of Ireland, very plain (by Lord SHERBROOKE), 2s, 6d, ; 
highly coloured (by Cuantes Russert, Q.C.), 1d, 
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THOUGHTS BY A SITTER. 
No. Il. 





_ My offi to Oo tetas 
Be office was to open 

** Shoo © gotn corions quate t ebiee that peculiar eiatter eth end’e 
hand and one’s hat which, I verily believe, no animal, from the lion 
<ooee thems « pucd insl thd; Sal co enn iatal Caaha, henlon Con: 
was a ; on one 

ok LLY ty A dey A 
distinct and different serenade—and getting up with fury and im- 
patience to turn out a f T took Sp the poker, struck wildly at 
the intruder, and killed—— Medorah ! 


she had twenty thousand ds at own 

I have said that Edech oe a fine Sone her race. But 
the phrase “‘ as large as life” did not apply at all to her; for, when 
stiff and cold, the poor dear creature became about twice the size she 


I put her into an old fish-basket in which a Severn salmon had 
arrived—it was not an ina iate coffin, for she loved salmon,— 
and, having sewed it up with a needle and packthread, placed it on 
the top of r bed as a temporary measure. It would be safe there, 
I knew, in the search that was sure to follow, till I had made up my 
mind what to do with it. 

I went to the City pat, serning in a state of mind easier to 
imagine than describe, leaving my ther almost out of her 


mind. 

** If I knew the darling was dead, Jouw,” she cried, ‘‘I believe I 
could bear it ; but to think of her being lost—and—and exposed to 
temptation——”’ 

rey there the Old Lady fairly broke down under the weight of 
her calamity. 

Perhaps she could have borne it better so; but the question for 
my consideration was, if I had told her the sad truth, would she 
have borne me? My impression was, and is, that I should have 
become abhorrent to her, and that she would have left that twenty 
— d pounds of hers away from her natural belongings to a 

t ital. 

All that day at the office I involuntarily defrended my employers 
by thinking what I should do with that dead body. To a question of 
a fellow Clerk, relating to an important female I ans t 
random “Drown her! Burn her!” And for some- 
body’s name, that of one of the chief Clerks of Probate Office, I 
answered “‘ Medorah.” 

When I got home I found my Grandmother had been offering 
rewards per handbill for her favourite’s and that with the 
same object she had communicated with the Police. All this made 
my position more critical, and the disposal of Medorah's remains 
more difficult. Where was I to put them ? 

We had no back garden, not even a back yard. I thought of 
sitting up till the rest of the household had retired, and burying my 
victim under the hearthstone of the back kitchen. There were 
fearful precedents for this course. We were a long way from the 
river, and, as to carrying poor dear Medorah’s body for miles in an 
omni no se f @ 

To keep it on the premises, and especially over my head all night 
was, however, impoxaible. Whea my Grandmother 
tears) to her own apartment, I took salmon basket with its con- 
tents and left the house. 





it | in it was utterly deserted. Wi 














It was a summer night, but sufficiently dark to suit m 
which was to drop it uno ed in some secluded ited 
had made ay’ mind should be’ Medorak cemetery, that in - 
made up my mind sho ah’s > 0 
a I Fe | well aware that weer Ay soon ae the 
- imagining, perhaps associa- 
tion of ideas) that it held a salmon; Tren cake What to do with 
WWI cikine quakty sists lies « Aiamnaas Sane 
ng quic ike a s 
youth po be with the Parcels Delivery y, and whistling 
carelessly whenever I a policeman, I at my desti- 
nation. The terrace, which had neither shop nor public-house 
i t pausing for a moment, and as 
y as ifit had been the end of a cigar, I dropped my basket 
on the pavement, and hurried round the corner. 
it will be imagined, doubtless, I hurried home; but I did 
not. A terrible ation com’ me to remain with my head 
into the Terrace, to see what would become of Medorah. 
three minutes, and then there was a female step. A 
woman, looking like a small lodging-house keeper, was 
me b way I had Buddenly she saw the 
basket, I saw her give a haste glance around her, to 
sure was looking, and then stoop down. The basket 
vanished. e middle-aged woman had grown a little stouter 
— a little on one side as though she had something the matter 
with her hip-joint—and that was all. The next moment, however, 
she uttered a shriek—a passionate a fer pectes. A of the 
artisan class, whom her conscience no bt, for moment 
represented as a policeman, seized her by the arm. I round 
the corner, like a young gentleman an evening stroll, and 
inquired of the struggling pair what was am oo 
_ “This man wants to steal my property!” the woman 
in quavering tones. 
“ Her !” eried the other, disdainfully. ‘‘ Why, I see her 
lift it from the pavement with my own eyes! It's my property, 
Sir, I just stepped in to call at Number Seven, and left it outside, 
and pare Ste wicked woman comes by, and » 
" you had better let him have it,” said I, judicially. _ 
The woman muttered something about men alwa — with 
men against the weaker sex, and walked off as if aelliee had hap- 


The man walked on also, but in the other direction, and with the 
air of an injured person. His innocent mind was doubtless picturing 
to himself fe for supper ; and as for me, I walked home, 
with a mind reliev: 








NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 


Tue Duke of Bestmrysrer has come to the relief of the Duke of 
Muprorp. He has planted a Kiosk in the midst of Mud-Salad 
Market, A Kiosk used to be spelt Kiosque, but that is of small im- 
portance. A Kiosk is a Sentimental Eating-House with a very bad 
name—a Cook-shop where they really cook—a Coffee-shop where 
they really sell coffee. It is intended for markot-cen, Beet pours, 
and economical people. The latter cannot complain of a place w 
they can get a dinner consisting of soup, fish, and entrée for sixpence. 
We have all ger exits and our rr and ~ man in we Ley» -_ 
many tarts, but our entrées are not always twopence, and we do no 
dem get a slice of bread and jam for a ay A clean, large, 
well-arranged Restau-Kiosk-que-rant, where soup is twopence, half 
a pint of good coffee, tea, or cocoa is a penny, a plate of beef is three- 
pence, a rasher of good bacon is twopence, a e of soda-water is a 
penny, and hosts of other things in proportion; which is open from 
two o'clock in the early morning till half-past twelve o’clock at night, 
a 

e ne at -past: five in morning, an 
rn em ighted up with the electric light, is a place for the Duke of 
Muprorp to look at and copy. The beds and baths might be « little 
cheaper, and there is a little disproportion between the rasher of 
bacon and the rasher of ham, but take it altogether, the Bow Street 
Kiosk is a thing for the Duke of Brstwrwsrer and his to 
be proud of. they would only enlarge their labours, and form a 
Mud-Salad Market Improvement Company, there would be some 
hope for Central London. 








The Griffin Memorial! 
Startling Disclosures! ! Probable Increase of Orime in the City!!! 


Tu mere existence of the Griffin on the site of old Temple Bar is, 
to begin with, worse than a crime—it isa Blunder. As long as that 

where it does, the Police must be on the alert, as no one can 
pap aeey Viet Cent, wie Oo eT of the new Law Courts 
and the =F without having a Fearful Object in view,—an object 
too dreadful to contemplate. 


the 


<_se@e~_— 











@@ To Conansrompanrts — Pte Bditor does not hold hirnsel/ bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case can these be returned untess accompanied by @ 
stamped and directed envelope Copies 


should be kept. 
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GAIETY IN LONDON AND PARIS. 


CHRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS was of course a most successful burlesque 
in its day. It is a genuine burlesque, because it burlesques a serious 


orl, 


and 


burlesque should caricature a particular 
eflectations of aschool, Carzy had 


when he wrote Chrononhotont. 


they dared to pun, might} have 


Without this there is no raison d’étre for burlesque. A 


or the mannerisms 
latter object in view 


him the Don’t-Carey, and 


hologos, and was probably stigmatised 
as a profane trifler by the eee iar of his time, who, had 





“How's THat ror Hien ?”—QuiTE ; 


THE Stiiron ! 


sootier.. B 


in Art, and its legitimate exer- 


5p 
cise 
effect. 


a bad end to such a profane 
mrlesque has its own proper 


prod a most salutary 


Chrononhotonthologos is in- 


tended to satirise the grandiose and 


bombastie drama of its day. 


The 
stilted style of blank verse 
no doubt suggested to Mr. 
Joun Hottryesmeap the 
gi ie introduction of 
e troupe of eccentric 
the tallest of 


. Sovrar q Y 
fivct as the King and i 
ret, as the King, rs. 
Gu asthe entered 
to the true spirit of the 
piece. Mr. Squire (who 
is admirable as M. Mey- 
nard in the sican 
Brothers, Limited), soon 
discovered that efforts 
at forcing fun 
damper over the a’ 


It is the fashion nowadays in some quarters to deery b 


so misuse the word *‘ bur 


burlesque,” is not a bur- 
lesque at all—it is an ex- 
travaganza, and as such 
was at first co y 
ert - say of it 
that it is e preston 
success since Black Eyed 
Seeusan is to place it in a 
category to which it does 
not properly belong. A 
Gattio-like critic may 
personally care for none of 
these things, and stigmatise 
them all under the general 
head of trash or absurdity, 
but as a professional dra- 
matic critic he should dis- 
tin een extrava- 
ganza and burlesque. 

Juan, as a modern speci- 
men of the kind of enter- 
tainment which was in 


to agree 
Royalty, which, forgetful o the briltiant” 
“the ancestral home of 


not 
at the 
itself 


changes of scene on such a small stage are a real triumph of inge- 
nuity. Our gifted Artist who went to take the costumes seems to 
have thought that there was 
very little to take. He has 
reproduced the pretty faces 
and what a to him to 
be the bastion in the piece. 
In extravaganzas of course 
we must expect the charac- 
ters to go any lengths—ex- 
cept in costume. 

he dresses here are far 
better than those in L’ Arbre 
de Noél at the Porte St. 
Martin, which is about as 
dingily moun and as 
weak a fairy-piece as it has 
ever been our misfortune 
to witness. Mriner, one of 
the best actors of c T- 
parts, whose performance of 


In tue Goop OLp BurRixsaues THEKE 


was no Iprotic Dancine. 
the miser Gaspard in Les 

Cloches de Corneville was worthy of Rossow in his best days, plays 
a réle utterl wayerthy of his talents, which are quite thrown away 
on such trash as L’ Arbre de No#l. Madame Zutman-Bovrran sang 
‘* The Two Obadiahs,” in sh; this and a dance of about sixty 

Notaries were the funniest hits in the ‘ 
We went over to see Michel , but found that, baoying boon 
» it was 
ichel pear 
the bill till the fol- 
lowing Wednes- 
day. It’s out by 
but when 
there’s a ‘‘depres- 
sion” in trade- 
winds, and when 
there are howling 
peewee Be 
el, we er 
to be one of those 
gentlemen who live 
at home at ease, 
and who do not 
much trouble 
themselves about 
the danger of the 
seas when the 


Brotaee Pasnpgrcasr anv Dow Juan 4 
stormy winds do 


EN-JUAN THEMSELVES. 
blow-ow-ow. 


We had the pleasure seeing Les Grands Enfants at the Vaude- 
ville. It is g d materials craftily worked up, and its 
success is entirely due te the wit of its dialogue and the admirable 
acting. Of course it took two authors to write it, Messrs. Gonpr- 
wet and Manreatrers; but that trash, the LZ’ Arbre de No?l, took 
four of ’em, and, if eyer broth was spoiled by too many cooks, there 
is the specimen. 

At the Vaudeville, Madame Lesacr, Messrs. Drevponné and 
Ernest Vos are 
excellent. There is 
a men’s trio some- 
what in imitation 
of that in Dora, 
only not so power- 
ful. We advise 
visitors to go and 
see Les Grands 
Enfants. Dine at 
the Grand at six, 
and you’re within 
five minutes of your 
theatre. 


We are going to 
lose Dion Bovucr- fi = 
cavtt. The “* En- 
fant Gatti” of the Pretty Faces anp some Suanr Lines. 
Adeiphi says he 
** won’t play any more,” and is off to America. Oh! Sulky! 

Mr. Fionence, at the Gaiety, now appears as Cap’en Cuttle, a 
dramatic sketch from Dombey and Son. In the novel it will be 
remembered that Captain Cuttle took the of Florence ; in ths 
play Fionence takes the part of Captain When found, 
ake a note of—and we ’ve made it. More in our next. 


bright,” and, from 
after-late-dinner point 
of view, sufficiently amus- 
ing to those whom Providence has blessed with affluence and good 
digestion, This extravaganza might sing of itself— 
“T am such a plotless thing,” 


with perfect truth. It is said to be written by the Brothers Pren- 
beRGAST. What the brothers were at all “aghast” at, is not evident 
but if it be true that the collaborateurs are Messrs. RiGHTON and 
Rexce, then we are sure that must have been some 

for his writin’ with Rientox, as the Right-hon-ourable 
Mr, ean write ’un without Rientow. ‘But is quibbling,” 
as the great tragedian ReRcE-TORI The instantaneous 


BARROW-MBTRICAL DEPRESSION, OR 
Practicat Fun oF THe Op ScHoo.n. 


hag ba “*consule Planché,”’ 
is light, 
an af 








Frenen Atorrtan Decornation.—The Order of the Dey. 
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WHEN GREEK CUTS GREEK. 


An APPEAL. 


\ 
a 


LON Ay 
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x tA BN res 


stu, 


& Moperw Athens! will you start, 
When I[ ask you back my heart, 


Forced, by these affairs down West, 


Thus to cool my Eastern zest ? 
Need I add, too,—surely No,— 
Zén pod ods dyare! 


For, to empty coffers blind, 


ve tried to raise the wind ! If you will persist ~ 
a fool )— 


Though you 

By each lid, whose rusty hinge 
Gives me a financial twinge ; 
By the lot you ’re safe to owe,— 
Yet, well—there, ods ayara, 


So, sweet Athens! when I’m gone, 


(But, O don’t be such 
* Still to'fly at I 


stamboul,— 
, Mind, though floored and thrashed, you’ll know 


Zdn poi ods @yara! 





= 


x 


= 








FREE FOES OF FREEDOM. 


At a meeting of the Commission of the General Assembly of the 
Free Kirk recently held in Edinburgh :— 

“The Moderato thorised to si iti against measures 
brought fewest in "Parliament for Bt —t.. Art Galleries, and 
Libraries on Sundays.” 

So much for the attitude of the Free Kirk of Scotland towards the 

jom of everybody in the United Kingdom not of its own per- 
suasion with regard to Sunday ; but if this is the light shed on the 


subject by a Moderator, the sooner 


some new Lam 


Scotland gets 
for the old ones the better for everybody’s rational enjoyment on 
——— To = mpongee ane Ast de ie is at 
east an improvement on tippling whiskey, seeing turning 
the Saubbawth into a Baw both Day. 





Lorp Ranpotpx Cuvrcaint does much to settle the case of 
Ireland by telling us that in that country Mr. Forsrzr is known as 
“*Old Buck Shot.” Lord Ranpotrn is btless well qualified to 
speak on all matters of gunnery, for he is such a small bore himself. 


mae e eon 


EF a Sen RE re a ee a ee ee = am oo oo ee eos @ > 
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PREACHING AND PRACTICE. 
A Suggestive Comedietta. 
ARGUMENT. 

Tux elder and the younger Member for Bic- 
mingham having, with a view to studying the 
merits of the Land Question on the spot, taken 
between them, for a brief iod, a furnished 
farm-house in the West of Freland, find them- 
selves instantly besieged in their own premises, 
and in danger of immediate starvation from the 

want of necessary provisions. 


S°fne—The interior of a well-appointed 
frst- room. As the Curtain rises, 
the Elder Member for Birmingham is 
discovered seated, out of breath, on an 
inverted chest of drawers, barricadin 
the door, In the for , on all- 

Sours, the Younger Member for Bir- 

mingham is creeping with the 

remains of a tin of preserved-milk and 

a loaded rifle. 

Elder Member (dodging a brickbat that 
flies through the window, and just misses his 
head). Dear me! They surely know my 





tinues four-and-twenty longer, I 
shall have, I feel, to speak to them seriously 
about Louis THE FouRTEENTH. 

(Is again shot at, and gets down. 

Younger Member. Well, I want some- 
thing to eat. As I said other night, 
the state of affairs here is certainly exag- 
gerated by panic ;—still, I do want some- 
thing to eat ! . 

Finishes preserved-milk beneath the 
window-sill, 

Elder Member (eyeing him reproachfully). 
“Tt is a great Constitutional — in 
this country that the redress of grievances 
should precede Supply !”” Those were your 
words upon the platform, yet you reverse 
them now. (Bitterly.) is there nothing 
left for me ? 

Younger Member. Nothing. (Puts up 
his hat sportively on a stick at the window. 
It is instantly riddled with shot.) At least— 


but this! ‘ 

Elder Member. Dear me! that is most 
awkward! (Gets t htfully under the 
— And, poate, have had nothing 
= f these last days but half a raw 
ca I begin to think it is almost time, 
as I said the other night, to ask ourselves 
the question—is there any remedy for this 
ig: pe te Force, I know, is no remedy. 
Yet, don’t you begin to feel, perhaps, seein 
that I am hungry, that a few policemen 


now ——? 

Younger Member (with enthusiasm). 
Never! For, as J also said the other night, 
it may be the work of the Tories, to crush 
out disaffection; it is the better and 
higher work of the Liberals to Jind out its 


th Se ithe ~~. ore! rer 
0 you're —quite right! An 
oo is Ral we ale to leh omens 
you, now, put your head out of window— 
and ask ! 


[Is continuing his suggestions, when a\- 


wild ** Hooroosh” below announces 
that the “‘boys” have carried the 
hall, Tableau. Curtain. 








so undergo a second attack of 






















































notes BE Naat | 


oe 







NINCOMPOOPIANA, 


Young Milkington Sopley (a follower of Postlethwatte's), ** A—YOU WERE NOT AT THE CiMABUE 
Brown’s Last wigut, Miss Diana?” 

Miss Diana (who does not like Aisthetes). ‘No. Were you!” 

Sopley. *‘ On Yes, INDEED.” 

Miss Diana, “ AND WAS IT A PLEASANT Party !” 

Sopley. ‘*‘ Most coNsUMMATELY 80 |!” 

Miss Diana. *‘ AND WERE YOU VERY MUCH ADMIRED!” 








Our Hero. 


Poor Sir F. Roperts! First-rate soldier, but wretched sailor! The cea had already 
been sufficiently rough on the gallant warrior (Tuesday, November 16th), between Calais and 
Dover, but it was rougher still on him when, on turning up again on his native shores, he 
was seized upon by the Munici _—— and forced to listen to and make a speech, and 
a ayor. 








Cunrovs Facr ry Scoron Narvrat Histony.—If you call a McIntosh a whiskey-and- 
water proof, he doesn’t like it. 
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“NO PLACE LIKE HOME!” 


Smith (meeting the Browns at the Station on their returh from the Continent). 
‘‘Devienren re #88 You Back, my Bor! BOTW, aNd HOW DID rou 
“ike Itaty!”’ 


Mrs. B. (who @ “ artistic”). “Om, cnHanMinG, YOU KNOW, Tie Picrounes 


AND Sratvrs AWD ALL THaT! Bor Caarnteas a5 T ror Six Weexs 

aT Feverenze (OUR Hore. was cose To THAT 12% Pawazzo, 

y’ KNOW), AND aFf#n reat | cavenr tae ROWAN 80,” Ko., do. 
(They think go next yenr. 


THE ENTIRE HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMBs, 
By Jestiw’ Macuxanry, 








CuarTer One. 


1837.—"' A Jove principium.” (Mem.—Always bring in quotations where 
possible, especially Latin ones: shows one knows Latin. ow about a few 
Greek ditto? Must really buy a Greek Grammar.) On the decease of King 
Witt tHe Fovrru, the youthful Princess Victoria ascended the throne. 
She had been excellently brought up, and was a most admirable and accom- 
plisiked young lady. (Query — does this sound too patronising?) At her 
very first Council, this juvenile Sovereign of an Empire on which the sun never 
sets—(Query—hackneyed ?)—behaved with an extraordi degree of self- 
possession. Everybody, of course, stared at her: Lord MeLsovxgne got one 
chair, with an opera-glass, and stared through that, until WeLLineTon pulled 
him down by the coat-tails. Wex.LLineron was heard to remark, “‘ Me_sournE 
has no manners.” MELBOURNE was not a great Statesman. MeLsouRNE was 
not astrong man. MeceourNe was not the sort of man to ‘“‘ make good grow 
where it wasn’t growing before,”—to quote a great writer, whose name I’ve 
forgotten. (Mem.—* Great writer” saves bother of looking him up.) And so 
much for Lord Me.pounnes, 


Cuarrer Two. 


_Now for 1838.—Nothing important. Why not talk a little about Steam? I 
will. Trains are a wonderful invention—people much faster than they used 
to. Srarmenson invented training. ArTeuvs Wino tells a most amusing story 
of a Red Indian who tried to lassoo a locomotive. The locomotive didn’t stop 
till it got to the next Station—nor did the Red Indian. This story conclusively 
proves the value of the invention of Steam. (Mem. for myself—always bring in 
entertainifg anecdotes where possible. Think this one entertaining.) 
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Cuarter THREE. 

Next few years taken up with Chartism, China, and 
Cabul. Lord Ettensornoven and Dr. Brrpow chief 
figures in troubles at latter place, Lord E. was showy. 

e had a good deal of the quack about him. So much for 
Lord Ettexsonoven. (Polished Aim off—hurroo!) Then 
came the “ Repeal Year”—so called because nothin 
was repealed. (But it will be—you trust Panne. and 
me !—Mustn’t print this.) 


VOLUME II. 


¥ On the death of Pexx, Patmerston was the most pro- 
minent English Statesman. His light way of treating 
serious topics very distressing. (Tome? Notabit!) He 
knew a good deal about foreign politics, was disliked by 
foreign statesmen, had a quarrel with the Crown, and 
was immortalised by Punch as the “ Judicious Bottle- 
holder.” So much for Pam. As to the Crimean War, 
{ may as well polish that off by saying that it was very 
damaging to our military reputation, and not a success 
politically. 
VOLUME II. 
Pam was buried. Consequently, Lord Patmensron was 
ex necessitate rei—(notice the Latin!)—no longer able 
to lead the House of Commons. His mantle fell on a rising 
young Statesman —(was he young at this time? Mem. 
or myself—look it up)—Mr. Grapstonz. (May as well 
ish W. E. G. off while I’m about it—here goes!) Mr. 
Lapstone had a great deal of cornetnesy ae not 
so mitch tact as Lord Patmerston. He the House, 
while Disrazxr led the Opposition. Disraztr has been 


oat a political oun know why, but sounds | 


—sohe was! Mr, GLapsTonE been said to talk 
in italics—(what on earth does this mean ?—never mind) 
—so he did! And so much for GrapstowE and Disrazui. 

This was to be a reforming Administration. Rumour 
gave Mr. Brieut India, Mr, Mitt the Board of Trade. 
Very kind of Rumour. Talking of Brient, may as well 

solish him off now. Mr. Baieut was not a Statesman. 

r. Baieut was not a man of profound and varied culture. 
Mr. Bricur was not a oe many other things that he 
might with advantage have been. But he was a fluent 
debater, and astrong Radical. And so much for Mr. Brieut. 

All this was the ‘‘ Reform” time. (Anybody desirous 
of further details can easily get ’em from Haypn’s Dic- 
tionary of Dates, or other reference book. N.B.—Capital 
work, Haypn’s! Haypn’s Dictionary for facts, Macav- 
LaY’s Essays for style, and there’s your History of Our 
Own Times,—or, rather, mx History of Our Own Times, 
of course.) 

When Russett brought in his Reform Bill in 1866, 
GLapsTonE stumped the country in itsfavour. (Mem.— 
Colloquial ey oy ularity, and covers a multi- 
tude of troublesome detai ‘i DrsRakLi made fun of it; 
Lows was its chief opponent. He was the Achilles (Greek 

r) of the Anti-Reformers. This was his hour of 
triumph. He had, it is true, an awkward and ungainly 
presence ; his voice was hard and rasping ; his sight was 
very short, and his memory far from long. Where was he 
compared with the silver trumpet of W. E. G.’s oratory, 
or with Mr. Brreur’s mingled pathos and bathos—I mean 
humour? Nowhere at all. Oh dear, no! 


VOLUME IV. | 
™ Bother this Reform business! Not done with it yet. 
To cut it short, Dexsy and Dizzy brought in a Reform 
Bill in 1867—(vide Haypw as before)—of a strongly 
Radical type. “‘ They found the Whigs bathing, and ran 
away with their clothes.” (Query—Who said this’ 
Don’t know. Sounds racy. Let it stand !) oe 

In 1868 Mr. Gtapstone rose to introduce his Irish 
Church Resolutions. As GLapstong rose, Dexsy and 
Duzy fell. : 

Then came 1868—1874, six fat years; 1874—1880, six 
lean ditto. And that brings me, Heaven! to end 
of my History. Must first polish off late and present 
Lord Dersy, however. Father all fire, Son all ice. 
fe ormer loved Homzen——latter Blue Books, There you 

ve ’em. 

As to recent politics, I know all about ’em, and so does 
everybody else. Tories say, “‘ Can we be so insane as to 
support Russia ? ”—Li s say, ‘‘ Can we be so wicked 
as to support Turkey?” There’s the last four years in 
a nut-shell; and so ends my History, the four volumes 
of which have “ perished like snow,” long, long ag°, 
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i i Query—Who were the Barme- 
cides? Were they i barmaid? Look it up in Harpy OUR LITTLE GAMES. 
some day. Anyhow, ing like poetry to end up with.) ae 
Cuarrer Onze Hunprep anv EicguTizTH—AND LAST. - th Hos 
By the must say something about Literature. Happy ‘ Ps 
Thepht | Chuck ta tn ixton chaptes on Literature! ‘ 5] "& 
aed Lanes (oath eo Meena (Aan y Se ye || Oa Mi 
ULAY, m . son, - 
THONY Teotzors), and a of ceand atten. Macaulay made 
i popular : done this before. (Who’s done it 
since ’—give it up xical school of 
Historians. 





on we go.) Then there oe 
body in one of Dizzy’s novels says that ‘‘ we were once “Boss Puzzte— “Binetz Wickert.” 
shall some day crows.” Then there’s Huxtxey,—and 15 AND 34,” 


DALL. TYNDALL’s og oy hes Hvxiex—more ‘‘ coarsely 
materialistic” too, ean he be both? _— somebody this—but 
it doesn’t matter, as I a bri t :finish.) HeRpeRt 
Spencer is Darwin, Huxuey, and Tryp. all in one. And there’s 
an end of the E thank Heaven ! 
a. Fiction. i 

Donna Quizote—beats hollow. Lady 
Georex Exror tolerable novelist. A. Taottorz Al. No time for 
more: off to press, Huroo! 











MONTE CRAMPTO. 
(A Chapter from a recent Election Commission Romanes. ) 


Ir was the old town of Veau et Jambon. Ip was ot tho time of 
arrived, It was Monte CaaMPro 


General Election. A Stranger had 
oot Uhlek Horde Onecare, ths mycterioas sorcoges, had bined es 
hotel Crampro, mysterious stranger, had at 
on Why, he has prepared quite a /éte for us! ” said the Baronne b y 
» he P quite a fete tor us . “ Domrnozs.” “ Prvzs.” 

Behold what a brave show these make!” ‘ i 

She was right. Hesitating at no expense when the pleasure of his 
was the town of Veau et Jambon was richly deco- A CENT-PER-SENSIBLE SUGGESTION. 








ONTE CRAMPTO. 
!” said L’Ours Nore. ‘‘ Why, one, two—| Tux following letter is understood to be on its way from Constan- 


on the Pier. Such a sight | tinople to Berlin. 
my eyes before.”’ Stamboul. 


‘RAMPTO,” replied the Prince, “‘does nothing by the} The Suxran presents his compliments to Prince Vow Bismaxcx, 
half. All enjoy his bounty. He has thrown the Pier open free.|and regrets to note that His i b 
- . presence of certain members of 
“* And the dead walls of the town,” said Dz 14 Boucmenis, ‘they |of His Imperial and aegee 
gaily hidden. Oh, it is beautiful!” Suttay, in continuance the 
And so it was, for every available inch of wall-space was covered | predecessors, has striven to the utmost 
with what looked like tapestry, bearing for device— F len 
Vorz ror Mowre Crampto! Vore Earty anv Orren!! 
to Israelites; they scarcely understand 


Vorz ror Monte Crampro!!! 
Judenhass, He thinks the Christian 
a mamreoens sepa ded over! iey as the Judenhass. The 
would have UCULLUS 10 | business-like, to feel any prejudice about a question 
. der these circumstances Hi 
the Hebrews resident in 
wala ' their abode in His "s 
‘* But this ham is uncommon good,” said the Prince. a yopet ahd 
I’m glad it is I care not what I proportions. Such an 
» but I hate to be cheated. That ham costs me seven-and-|+, Prince Vor BISMARCK, 
is superb, Count Monte no ey a wn ay Ae le thet 
they charged me for it.” ated) Last 
this , that_ you must try it.” D vues 
replied onte Crampro, still calm 
, 





a 
” 


the glass, beer, 1 believe, ought to be good.” | «1 am not ashamed to say I have @ som » doctor.”—Speoch of the Bishop 
said M —— , still calm and cold, “ they of Liverpool to Medical Men. 
ty or thirty-five ings the bottle.” How,kind of the and how patronising, 
asked Les Tres Hevrevx Postitions, Apa yet te hic Times a little 


you in?” oni lane men there 
amt ahd eke’ 
their departure. " 


* 
(To be discontinued.) 
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OUR DEFENDERS. 


Pirst Spectator (Diplomatic Service, home on leave). ‘‘ Waat Muttary Scsoon is TAIs !—THESE LITTLE FELLOWS HERE, DRAWN UP 


on tue Ricat?t”’ 
Second. Spectator (his Father, Retired General). ** Scaoon ! 


Littie Fettows! Wary, Bless YOUR soUL, MY DEAR Boy, THAT ’s 


Tue oto Roya, Buanxssrre Burrs! Her Mas'ty’s Twe.rra-Dozenra Reo’ment o’ Tee Line! !” 





= 








LIBERTY’S LICENCE! 


THERE came to our shores a poor exile dejected, 
Who saw in the distance his country depart ; 
He had buried in France all the faith he respected, 
And the love of a patriot died in his heart. . 
** I have come here,”’ he said, *‘ just to warn, not to win you, 
To point to the rocks and the breakers ahead : 
Be true, in these days, to the light that is in you— 
There ’ll be darkness in England when Liberty ’s dead ! 


- hes Seesrnmente oe yew pend aot pie, 
n highwayman fashion yin; right 
Of property, conscience, of gift and of giver, _ 
hen custom is nought, and might only is right ; 

When the will of a father or mother is doubted 

To teach what they choose to the boys they have bred ; 
When possession is scorned, and when justice is scouted, 

Then I ask for an answer— Is Liberty dead ?’ 


‘‘ Is Republican fury to harass and 
The men who have given brave blood for their land— 
To turn away Peace from her olive, and carry 
A Communist ery with an arrogant hand . 
yhen pe | banish the friends of the sick and the dying, 
we = back base women of erimes in their stad 
en subjects are society sighing 
For honour !—Don’t me, ‘ Is Liberty dead ?’ 


** They dug at the roots that MontaLemsenrt planted, 
When Liberal France was fraternal as well, 

The landmarks are gone that our granted, 
Of safety our tyrants have sounded the knell. 

They bind us with seals of the laws ons have broken, 
And pistols of policy hold at our head ; 


, 


The pen may not publish the words they have spoken, 
But the sword is the token that Liberty ’s dead ! 


** Tt is freedom of action, most truly, to banish 
The men who would die for their freedom of thought ; 
But where are their Radical creeds ?—well, they vanish. 
And whence the Republican spirit P—it’s bought. 
When the men, without blame, are denied contemplation, 
And the women are cursed who our starving have fed, 
Then, I say, that a crime has disfigured the nation 
That scatters the victims of Liberty dead ! 


** T have come a poor exile, a friend, not a stranger, 
For England is near me—America far. 
ere hunted from home I am out of all danger ; 
I’m weary of stripes and have followed the star. 
And it still shines in England—be true to its warning, 
Be firm in the faith for which Englishmen bled. 
Night settles on France; but your land is the morning, 
Where Liberty lives and where Tyranny’s dead! ” 








What are we Coming to Next? 
Tur following advertisement from a contemporary seems to denote 
a strange demand :— 
OUTH wanted for the bar. No knowledge of the business required. 
Apply, &e. 


But there are hundreds ef talented yo men, all McPHunxres, 
who are doubtless admirably qualified to fill the vacant position. 





Comparative Pieasvure.—The great Gale last week wasn’t enough 


for the Parisians, so they had a Gola performance im honour of 
Speers. Another Gale at Lillie Bridge this week ; case of 
“ er.” 


























PUNCH, OR, THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Novemser 27, 1880. 








NN \ ] ! 


—< Sy 

| CREAM 
OF THE 

VALLEY 











“ 
Vii yy 
WM) 
Yd 


4 
Yi) 
Hy 
Hy) 
VAG 
Hy 
YY, 


\ ~ : 
~~ 
——— 








THE NEW STAMP DUTY. 


Mr. Fawcett. “ NOW, THEN, ALL OF YOU, ‘IN FOR A PENNY IN FOR A POUND.’” 














‘* Mr, Fawortr’s scheme brings saving within everybody's reach,”’— Times, 
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THE NEW BUTLER. 


‘* AND ARE rou A MemBer or THE Cavron or Exetann?” 
THE LITTLE I EVER DO IN THAT LINE Is WITH THE HaNa- 








BILLINGSGATE BILLINGSGATED, 


rent Seen Geet is a narrow 
Nosed Seeeee for a wheelbarrow. It . 


nner Lower Thames Street, it yy 
ble for the 


sink lower, or for the street to be in 
lower tion. It is at one an an old fortress called the hn 
here big guns, some eaters, and a PTA A fewer 
invasion, The guns and the army might be sent where they are more 
wanted, as no foreigner in his senses would invade Lower Thames Street, or 
come willingly within « mile of it. If the delicate odour did not kill him, 
it would drive him away as a warning to other invaders, This pervading 
hich outspoken people inc | to “Billingsgate” would = 
‘ stench ”—comes y from a crowded fish-market, called rae 
doa from the by the Corporation, 
y e } ease voury 
usual with all London M tte the ighway and the 
by the marketers, and filthy 
fish-carts. Rotten fish and dnsheniioa parts of 
S, Sytere bat though the Thames flows within 
of app pie, Se os oS Eaening op to be 
My ge have been ats 7 vesvate 
d PS favourably placed 
Market did , and the 
ms 250,000 be . set of cloisters at 
-market by simply calling 
made that wine is drunk at the City 
year a pee 5 a 


the Corporation to cl eanse 
a be of Billingsgnt atte coolly asked 


wy Be retreat. cig tbe. Conpraton City F pulled down 


e public may come freely into the dirt, when they ought to sweep u 
uck, and go with clean hands to the public. ” 


natives 
H y 








Not ret witmin rae Par. or Crvirrsarro’.—London Milk. 


e at the side of the Thames, about } 





THE CLOUD. 
(After Shelley—only from another point of view.) 
# Angpe the sain aguas <0 Sante, 
From 
And I ar it down on th daluged town 
it reeks and shi 
wud by jira are shaken the dood that waken 
r wi morning 
ty = best till they go to rest, 


And I aot on Shem. 
B the bucket and. pail’ fi 
. eyes — Ad x 


With oceasional spurts of hail (which hurts) 
And frequent claps of thunder. 
ll of grey from day to da 
co the dri z loot 
night I pour 
"s own sands, 


hears windows shaking, 


To another day of drench, 

And the walls all peck, and the roofs all leak, 
And the drains all distribute their stench ; 

— with colds in the head 

perpetual , abound, 
And every ‘throat from the buttoned-up coat 
mit 

Wheresoever os go it is blow, blow, blow! 
With complaints of rheumatic pain 

And [ all the while in the dark sky smile, 
Whilst the world seems dissolving in 

The pate maiden, with yi laden, 
In vain prepares for 

For with heavy wet I have Pecaked the net, 


P utterly swamped the Court. 
ith peat a ~~. 


TOO: 

a \Orer the sod ground 

oie all things eaphe as a dri ping lamp 
the summer season pee 

Until most goes half out of ite mind, 

And the damp earth seems half drowned. 


I am the daughter of smoke and water, 
The child of a cheerless sky ; 
All, wer ducks and pumps, must be down in the 


Ina dome that is never dry ! 
For after the rain, van my victims fain 
Would believe in ‘ set fair ;” 
and waterproofs hurled 


cernel chaff ; 
80 vain, 
punae a fo ta easth ika’s tomb, 
I come down a drencher again ! 





Who Will Collar it? 
Tue Horse-Guards are eeing a-head, The other oe 
the importance o 


1 | the taught half a cavalry 
eee cay. FF twenty-four poupe ess 


knowing how to 

provisions. + have now shown energy in another 

direction. Soles aon ie are to be 

A As this trifling ecolune Oa pet thn bo ; 
rm 8 abou 

£80,000 into somebody's pooket, the policy that r 

it, duking, nasal be id a vo “ neck 

or nothing.” 





‘‘ Ads, and Ends.” 
a Currie Correspondent from New York sends us 


=| Wana a rly rtneme ee die epg eéloured 


is & waiter 


j fnderstanda aantag witha; 
alr Apia 


Be not yet 
highest Paola standing 


are still un 
telegraph or 


sseutien 
; onl 
or addres. 
“Waiter by birth” is good, He oughtn’t to be kept 
waiting long. 
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ALL UP WITH ENGLAND. 


Ir being with land a u 
haul down the English m3 The 
aa 
in the records we ean read— 
wie a Ss Walt 
ionship of the Wor or 
: on English waters by oe 
Taman of ay and Epwarp 
TRICKETT Australia. The 
former handled his sculls with 
such dexterity as to 
cover himself with honour free 
from all tricke(t)ry.” 


We shall one = read :— 


A Fay one soe a Cana- 
dian a good third. 

“* March 4, 1900. The Uni- 
wet Boat-Race. _ Won, after 


remarkable owing to the fact that 
neither Oxford nor Cambridge 
was strong enough this year to 
send a crew to Putney.” 





News from London. 


PAaRISLANS are exceedingly well- 
informed on all foreign matters. 
The Figaro- me tells them 
J —s Harvine - 
ceives applause and guineas wi 
ee faa ’ es that 

r. AUGUSTIN possesses 
a success in le Norid; that the 
Criterion has layed for more 
than a year in the Suchs Betzy ; 
and that the Vaudeville has found 
a second Ours Boys. 





v i Wi 
y H i, ty,’ 
{/ i} — 


Wi 









Prorertizs.” 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 9. 
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RIGHT HON. JOHN BRIGHT, M.P. 


As THe Dramatic AUTHOR WHO TRIES TO SEE HIS WAY TO A 8UC- 
OxssFUL Intsh P£ack wiTHouT 4 PLoT, AND WitH “NO GREAT/|as possible. Can 





EXTRACTION AND 
EXTORTION. 


Sufferer (who has just had an 
Obstructionist tooth out). What! 
(To ear Dentist.) Not three 


shillin 
Denhat. Couldn’t do it for 
i. Time’s meney to me, you 
= |e; and—(looking at his watch) 
_-=~ |—I Sa ae 
pence an hour 
tesit, to next patient. 





The Manchester Mystery. 
Tur m in this 
case is selection of Judge 
tried it. Baron Huppre- 
ston’s illness may be a reason for 
aR aew tien oe 
dragging an ge 
from his ye wee 
perannua consequence 
ysical infirmi Justice ought 
my to be deat as vee blind, 
when ve 
oo 


ig 















\\A FROM AN OLD FRIEND. 
Mrs. RamessoTuHAs, Junior, 









aay Ay, ag Py 





lost, birds? she asks. 











Sue ’s rather too lean but her 


And she’s broken both 


When viewed from 
She ’s quite a Freemason—my 


Her are rather too 


Bet otlll she's e beeeiy my little 


But still she’s no vice my 









You can find some amusement in 
And she bites when she’s hungry like mad at her crib ; 
behind she seems all on the square, 


she takes fences 
prope FL through the gaps does my li 
She has curbs on her hocks and no hair on her knees ; 


pe hes lints and has please ; 
neck. like culture, i horebly bre, 


MY LITTLE BROWN MARE. 
A Song for the commencement of the Hunting Season. 


head's « large size, 


And she hasn’t the average number of eyes 
Her hind legs are not what you'd call a good pair 


at) 51 
counting each rib, 


little brown mare. 


I 
yo 8 a often eee 


Roman nose, 
makes h men stare, 
brown mare. 


“ay 
i 


iar 





z ? 2 


GOING IT—BY DEGREES. 


From a circular advocating the admission of Women to Bachelors’ 
degrees, which has been sent round to members of the University, 
we extract the following :— 

‘So much having been done—i. ¢., for the higher education of Women 
and by the London University having thrown open its Degrees to female 
students—‘ What more is needed ?’ . An essential element of the older 
University oon is wanting—that ‘of the t of residence. The 
Cambridge Higher Local Examination is well to encourage women of 
limited resources to use such 0 ities of st 7, may possess; but 
yn me cement sisters of our Undergraduates, it is obviously 

ve ” 


Cambridge et fn te at i keepers had better advertise ae 


apartments to let pote —. | wherever they do 

advertise they co ——et the 

Un els oie fea Lag iy es ing” in the 

If the (bless ’em !) once come into at Sines 
at all except for the pale student, whe, _ ab 

Anthony of old, fixed his eyes on his old 

be distracted from his work by the oa, Ee saaty of 

’em all. : 

The only 


be the List of hibited which includes some Cousins 
and Car eng 





“ Forstran hec olim meminisse juvabit,” é.¢., “* This Post-Office 
PR ny ne ined Rep at pe ME Rm 
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KING LOG! 
(A leaf of it—for the Coming Yachtsman.) 


Monday.—Ran up ensign of R.P.Y.C. 
ag Popoff Yacht Crab) on my new craft, 


The Bloomsbury : toda, oul 
gat of Shearman Lg bird with siztoen 


got stuck 

away half a 

’em at Pegweil Bay to 

bed, laughing. Fireworks. 
‘Woke at 5 a.m. by light-ship 
. Have gone down 








/| i = 

The (J.) T. B. Memorial. 

THREE JOLLY AGNOSTICS. ocalaiiesta the dlietimen oti tides 
** Anp my WiFk, SBE says, ‘A MAN OUGHT TO HAVE some RELIGION,’ says SHE. (Zic.) Foret Committee.—Take the Griffi 

‘ Rewicion |’ says I. ‘I am’r cot ’xy, AN’ I pon’ want ’n¥! AtL wr Reicton,’ says | and turn him loose in Epping Forest. 


I, ‘18H COMPRISHED IN THE SHIMPLE worD Dury // Awn’sH ’tone’sH | saTick TO THAT | will afford capital sport, and in the summer 
I’m aun e’’!” “Kan! ’Ear!” it can be let out as a scarecrow. 











ADAPTATION rv. ROBBERY. GREEK AT CAMBRIDGE. 


RopseEry. Suapes of Porson and of Bentixr! did you hover in the o. 
described as James BILLING, was laced ead bm oe House in Cambridge when the Dons were gathered 


. at 
the bar, charged with being in possession of a valuable the | p; there strange Hellenic 
of a Lady who gave the name of Wexzpzx. The prisoner’s pes yes hee: Bo sine Be Ee eee etiece | 
was that he found the book, and, having torn out | jp); flush come moun heek 
several leaves for ts, written a few remarks on one When utiliteri monsters wan 
Sow propristary right. ‘The Magistrate took = totally opposite view, | «, Vill the sohoolboy of, the future 
and sent him to Newgate to take his trial ” | Sak On eens ore 
ADAPTATION. 
The Times’ Newspaper—To the Editor. And the Syndicate that 


threatened 
; ; Greek must aye be learnt at 
Bir,—I see that a novel of mine has been dramatised, sold and | Greek must ayo be learnt at Cambridge 


bough ee abused by some and praised b 
- wilhout my knowledge and consent @ title fs the only 
aca ee Sea has been stolen from M. Vicrorrew Cold Water and Good Advice. 
| pee Efe mp eg 
Jamas Briine’s reply, not this time heard at Bow Street, but | The Mam Difficulty ye - 
éneer paid advertisement ¢ leadi , spondents will kindly accept the above intimation, restrain their 
fed 20 an oom i the og Journal, soleus and haem thar stamps to put in Mr. Fawcert’s box. 
—I never heard of Sarpov, or a dramatic work bearing my Imagine what a fortune! A joke saved will be a penny gained. 
m yeti pv, iy } geniee on Co lates 
intend wi tes of this play mus ‘ 
; uestion timen thors| Lorp Saersrooxe in his recent article utterly pepuliaes 
*q oe om . oon Grametle ow words of Roszrt Lowz. Comparisons are odious, but the readers of 
Great Expectations will remember the case of another returned gen- 
Note.—Book-stealers who are wise will only steal the contents of | tleman from Australia whose constant assertion it was ‘I won't 
ing careful always to buy the paper and binding. | Low(e), dear boy. I won’t be Low(e).” 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
Windsor Castle. 


it 





AKS- 

pears.” When he had told us shout 8 peteen wedge ore 

to me like *‘ Mone Dicker,” (referred to in my Guide- 

Book as Morpreat), he gracefully waved to us to enter another 
room. Then, when we 


ho Geese of Ee pains we had Gated CHR 





at least fifty 


Secon i tlc Me apr aa as uant 


18 mn 
Thinking o ) 
throw J feet. And ason wanting to kill h 
bat ganged by tow | men, wha, on cae ae SS him.” 
a 


in a foreigner. Weentered the Guard Chamber. The Hereditary 
Titular Deputy Arch-Duke gave the exact dimensions of the 
and pointed out two small flags that he said had been ented 
to the Queen by the Descendants of the Heroes of Blenheim and 
Waterloo. He kindly attracted our attention to one or two other 
little objects of a similarly interesting character. Then he looked 
round, and noticing a richly-ch re ar 
shield, observed that “it had beenex- {> / ))) | 
hibited at several exhibitions.” He 
added (I believe as an after-thought) 
that it had been made by a foreign 
Artist of the mame of Benvenuto 
. We now entered the St. 
George’s, or Grand ueting Hall. 
His Serene Highness « gly pointed 
to an caerpees a erp . ot 
forty yards long. ‘‘ Some of che leaves 
have been removed,” he mentioned 
carelessly, from which I inferred that, 
man the members of the Royal 
F being away from Windsor, he 
had found e buffet inconveniently 
and had it to be 





ts. On Lm inte Oe 1. ai . 
te give version of Jason and ie Ween Which wes 
Prepeck fae ws Chg DO 

- era the following effect—‘* There is Jason 


eharmin th i Creusa, hi thi 
on fai robe d there i ail whe nailed \ op teed 
ou 


a flight to Athens, she would 


ative di into lore, we several other 

Ry Paduaission to the Waverloc bas 
a tial about | ’ 

about the domestic ts very Highest y 

in one i ~y ge | lines ogee Vent Ser 

ce, You see, she can gallery ; in 

e other room she would nw the band if she 

used it.” We all expressed ourselves delighted at this 

jiece of information, and felt (with the ) quite a nice little 

F Next we went into a dark closet, that His 


amily Rey 
Serene Highness told us was a favourite dining-room of King GrorcE 
THE Turep. Over the mantelpiece of this strange-looking apartment 
was a stained glass portrait of that eccentric monarch. ‘* If you look 


r | in this,” said His Serene Highness, pointing to a mirror immediately 


opposite the painting, “you will see the window reflected in it! 
And, bless us! so it was! 

e passed across a hall into another room. The Hereditary 
Titular Deputy Arch-Duke grew a little excited. He had ap- 
proached the feature of the collection. He paused before a timepiece. 
“Tt only seqwinee Winding up once a year!” 
he exclaimed, in triumph. “It is the only 
clock of the kind we have in the Castle!” 
In another moment he had vanished, with the 
abruptness that had marked his first appear- 
anee. We saw him no more! 

I stumbled up some stone steps, and found 
myself .. the of a tower. A jovial- 
looking an was holding forth on 
the merits of the view before him. Hoping 
to the Gusde, Toaid, languidigs “that T know 
to the , ew 
it all,” as if I had been accustomed to the 


or years. 

I chatted on, and felt conyinced that the 
Military Man believed me to be (at the very 
. least) a Cabinet Minister in attendance upon 
the QurEn, and staying in the Castle, 

“You see those places down below, Sir?” he said. ‘In years 
gone by they used to be used as pri - 

“Yes,” I replied, languidly. ‘‘ Dark, dreary-looking places! And 
so they were prisons! the way, what are they used for now?” 

“* They are used now, Sir,” was the prompt reply, “as bed-rooms 
for the guests of Her Majesty |” 

To prevent any further mistakes, I returned to Town immediately! 








‘* Which is the properest Day to Drink ? ’—0Old Song. 

At Rochester, the other day, was observed a ‘‘ Temperance 
Sunday.” We don’t know who observed it, but the barometer was 
80 totally opposed to the notion, that it at once went down of its 





own accord, in order to prophesy a very wet Sunday. 


y | 





SBacyzse sseaseco¢d 2332" | 
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@@ To Oounnsrowpurws. — The Editor does not Aoid Aimscl/ bound to Contrivutions. In these be returned unless bye 
pnw yma Pater in lf me ay ne case can accompanied 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 


Lillie Bridge. 

Ow receipt of an invitation to be present at ‘‘ Gate’s Great Walk,” 
I travelled down, a few days since, to West Brompton. My card of 
admission informed me that the feat would be performed by the 
i — over ** 2500 miles in 1000 hours, walking 14 miles 
’ | was further told that the promenade would 
continue “from Saturday, November 20th, 1880, to Saturday, 

January 1st, 1881.” ; 
Until my visit my Pipwden of Lillie Bridge had been rather 
at te bees net er eee a 
u ven on W Ww at 
the RAB had been : r. ~_ into a Gymnasium. 5 hat 
seen on the hoard ‘own, ore Easter, placards 
of men “Tnfellod * Lillie Bridgeon Good Friday ® tad trom 
this I had Gepares Ces the Cond might have extended the scope of 

its 


Tt hes been lot to be ¢ at man ing spectacles. I 
have Giaihed a tian tmmaabliatelg alee & Lone ment, I have seen 
con at work in a prison conducted on the silent system, I have 

the confirmed ward of a lunatic asylum ; 
ut I never witnessed an 80 bre as 
i i days of “‘ Gate’s t 
two on a cold and 


At first I could hardly believe 
melancholy sight, but 


y 

Pewak fate bursts of loud “p lause. 

I had even thought it possi fle that 

ht be some flags and a 

place was quite empty, 

with the exception of two little 

men g round a heavy sodden 

track. One was Mr. Gatx, and 

the other was his attendant. The 

first (in the distance) looked like a 

crim lunatic doing his exercise, 
and the last like his keeper. 

After learning from the youth 
that I was free of the place and 
might go where I pleased, I looked 
around me. I was standing on a 
large piece of uncultivated ground. 
T were two tracks—one was 

used for the ‘‘ Great Walk,” 

2 the other was being slowly flooded 
from a running tap of water. On one side were the walls of 
Brompton Cemetery; on the other, a number of new taverns 
and small d -~houses, amidst which towered a workshop that 
, and was now in hands of the auctioneers. 

north were some ramshackle refreshment-rooms, septsently 

the winter ; on nag some low building that look 


or a cipal features of the 
iron summer-house, and 

tten remnant of a ise- poet 

two of ancient make, that 


Sy ey that had left them there 
un iron summer house was 
the number of miles that had been walked by the 
ng now coming towards me. 

Two was shouted as I stood lookin at the dismal scene in the 
drizzling rain. It was the only sound I had heard since enterin 
the eraline with id fap gen i ori the pactes bell nard-by, which 
was every minute in compliment to an approaching 

The Pedestrian, with a swin on and com- 


menced Three. As in hand, an Official joined 
é hi tas very civil and full of Clrmetion, Yes, the Pedes- 

trian had to come out every hour and half-hour to do his appointed 

distance. He about twenty minutes, which gave 

ten minutes not sleep, ut he sometimes dosed. 
was 





On tHe TRACK. 


a 
lim 
“ 


liked (and this was told me as if a great favour were being conferred 
on me) I could come and see him walking in the middle of the night ! 
The gate was always open, and he would be found doing his work 
every hour and half-hour from week’s end to week’s end. 

** You have not many spectators,” I observed. : 

Well, no, they had not. My friend the Official was of opinion that 
they Ggpeseinabty the Public) would not come much before the end. | 
Then, he erstand, they would flock to see him—if he | 


fancying that perhaps 
™The Official looked surprised, i ‘ieeridetly thug bt I was quissi 
The 8 i e was quizzing 
him. A band for one man! But was serious, he did his 
ett Oh T dareeay he will have band, during the last week,” h 
- aresa i ve a week,” he 
then added, ry to confirm the 


h ice I had before had called “ Three,” 
” and laatly, ** Finished.” Upon this the Pedestrian quitted 


Rest! (Tew Minvres mm Bact 
Hatr-Hovr.) 


do another mile and a quarter in the 
I followed him, and saw him 
ing-house, the Parish Union, the 
finished each lap the voice 
appeared to me pale, now flushed, but always distreseed. And as I 
looked at all this I thought why has a card of invitation to witness 
this sorry sight been sent to ‘‘a representative of Punch?” There 
was nothing comic about it, nothing amusing. I did not laugh, and 
felt that no true description of the matter could provoke merriment. 
I that the wretches of Port- 
i: «7 Terr a ee o the idea of 
¢ poor creature. 
thi poh Fae to be treated 
is man 
the Royal for the Prevention otf 


this stupid, erue!, d ing 
piece of st ed the matter 
roper light? Very well, then, Mr. Punch's 
Representative has po. it. I was at Lillie Bridge 1 did 
not see a single spectator who looked as if he had pai i 
and I earnestly hope that. not evem “a band and_ill 
during the last week” will adenet, meee visitom, But su 
walk lle Be. Gane, what be the Coroner's verdict? 
fault ? or whose ? 


“Pinienep!”’ 


to be placed in the 





to 
to look after him. 


had had it itis 
pe atte ares 


LT ek, the voice was a7'8 1 Miniebed fo the sppropriate 


accompaniment of a tolling bell—in 





Z 














—_ aa — 


ee ee ee 
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CHRISTMAS IS COMING!! 





““ Hear! hear!” exclaimed the representatives of several eminent firms, dancing with delight at the re 


Mr. Punch's pete—for many years P 
“You do! Youdo!” was the prateful and subdued murmur. 
“Then,” said Mr. Punch, y, “‘let’s see what you’ve got.” 
First he warmly 


pa Mrs. Satz Baxzer. ‘A most dainty little work,” observed the fege, ‘and a really happy thought for Christmas.’ 
Lh ot ; 


ined, by Mr. C. J. was then brought under his notice. 


— 


A nurRRy-skurry on the 
staircase! loud cries of 
excited pecple clamouri 
om instant audience, 


dignified, serene, 
Mr. Punch rose to the 
occasion, but before he 
could utter a word the 
ayy ~ were yes 
open, and in rushed, 
méle, Kgs fi - highly 
respectable most 
frenzied individuals with 
ks under their arms, 
books in their hands, 
books in their ets, 
books on their 8, while 
several turbulent persons 
in the rear were wildly 
waving illustrations, 
games, picture - books, 
cal re and voci- 
at once. 
**May I ask the cause 
of this intrusion?” in- 
uired Mr. Punch with 


they shouted. 
fact” roe of the 

” rep e Sage; 
‘and if my old friend is 
on the staircase, I regret 
that he will be compelled 
to wait till the twenty- 


fifth of next m “i 
“No! no! ” they shouted 
again. “ Look here! 
e’ve brought —” 
The Philosopher of 
Fleet Street held up his 
» and command 
silence. He had recog- 
ised some familiar faces. 
“T think,” he said, 
ili graciously, “I 
am my excel- 
lent friends, the Pub- 
lishers of Christmas 
Books for Children——”’ 
‘You are! You are!” 
they cried. 
** Also the Publishers 
of charming Christmas 


Cards——”’ 


ition. 
* And, if I mistake not, I see amongst you Artists and Authors whose works have delighted our dear children —fer all children are 


Miss Kare Greenaway on her Birthday Book for Children, with verses for every day in the year, 


Splashes of In 


exactly the wsthetic lily and peacock feather, I am glad to see,” 


observed Mr. Punch, pleasan y; but what capital things for children to imitate with a nice new bright-patterned table-cioth and lo 


Turning to Mr. Macurixay, he congratulated him on the ion 
fany pE Morea, and magnificently set by Mr. W 


smiled | oo on Mr. Sa ~ and Merton, and 
P , presented on their re-pu in a collected form by Messrs. Brappury anp AGNEW. 
, Then hee Mr. Epuuxp Rovrieper’s Every 8 Annual, 
taineers’ Ascents, by Mr. Hewny Farrz, of t Low, and riddles, and pi 


ALTER Ceawe. ‘A real 


of such a treasure as the Necklace of Princess 


” said Mr. Punch. He 


k hands warmly with some old friends of Mr. Cuartes Kezewe’s 
of adventures by land and sea, with stories of Hardy Moun- 


soen Tr. by Lieutenan aaa, and charades, an 
ames, and ‘‘ square words,” and ead the Phtlenhe, ought to know, and enough to keep every boy am for the entire year. 
In your Fortune- Telling Book,” the **T see a fortune; and as my dancing days are not by any means over, I should 


like to join in your Singing Quadrille, with its nursery 
amusing designs of Messrs. Sta CorsBovuLp, and Lone 
Mr. Punch fell back in his i new books were placed before him. 
i ancy.” Ina second he had 
Said, illustrated by R. Catprcort. 


a apa fice LM not too much over the heads of the yo 
up It was impossible to a 
a 


sending by post to friends abroad, are 
y exquisite.” 


Ti poet real novel and Mr. P A selected the Children’s Parties, 

Little bie, and the pictures of Saow-Balling and Skating with verses by f.'E. Wairkuazt t very seasonable and cold 

a charmingly executed. The ivory cards issued 
r. Rorme’s cards are 


ymes set to music, and if I ‘sat out’ t could delight the children with the 
MUIR. 
“T shall never 


through all these. But 


through it, and put it by 


Then he looked through Pansie’s Flour Bin. “ A sort of relation to my dear friend Alice in Wonderland I perceive,” he o 
people for whom it was in 
praise to any set where all were so goed. 


bserved. 
Now then, 
the 

y appropriate where 
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DEFINITIVE. 


Board Schoolmaster (desiring to explain the word ‘* Conceited,” which had occurred in the course of the Reading Lesson). ‘‘ Now, Bove, 
SUPPOSE THAT I WAS ALWAYS BOASTING OF MY LEABNING—THAT Il KNEW A GOOD DEAL 0’ LATIN FOR INSTANCE, OR THAT MY PER- 
SONAL APPEARANCE WAS—THAT I Was VERY GOOD-LOOKING, Y’ KNOW—WHAT SHOULD You say I was?”’ 

Straightforward Boy (who had “‘ caught the Speaker's eye”). ‘1 eu’ say You was A Lian, 8’!” 





— 





merriment might jar, and those issued by the Fine Art Publisher, 
Mr. Lvuxs, are in design, and marvellous in execution. The 
Y ants be called affaires de Luks. At all 

‘I like the Juks of ’em.” The cry was still 

ma come,’ Mr. Punch’s table was 5 ome with Christmas 
eaves. 


A chorus of children’s voices arose without. They had somehow 
heard the n and were preparing to besiege their old friend in his 
y- But on one t he was inflexible. 
‘** You shan’t see anything the proper time,’’ he called out to 
; ou ’re not nal 
was the ans 

‘ake my chron a ph tat Mr. Punch, paternally. 

—at Christmas!’ 
Mr. Punch most cordially were 
chess to withdraw, ee the Sage of Fleet Street intimated that he 


oe Wi ou Lindy tno inscribe cee you names,” he said, “‘in the new 
Mesers. Mancus Warp & Co., for ‘ record- 


events,” 


tle- ee * be pub 


l sal mata me" Gor ish wi 
room descended the staircase 

. Punch to himself, ‘' for a teful havannah 

enjoyment over Mr. Catpgcorr’s Three 

with, and his Blackbirds baked in a Pie to 


his eyes twinkled with delight at the 
store for all his children of ages and 





PORK-CORNERS AND PIG-STYES. 


“ Whene’er I take my walks abroad, 
How many plan 1 0,” &e. 


Porx has suddenly become a topic. The Times has devoted a 
leader to it, and most of the other pase Senaae es ogitget 
of importance. It has been up with —L 7 ~ — 
nalistic sauce. Chicago in upetaty -— Wet rd- 
shire, England, are responsi Chex a in of 
speculators have made more than aa <illion sterling by what is called 
a‘ pork-corner.” In England a pork-corner is generally 
stood to mean a pig-stye, but in America it means a * ring 
combination to forestall the mar and to raise prices by creating 
an artificial scarcity. In Wed the pork-eorner was a far 
more humble matter. 
pigs on terms of 


without any alteration ; 
reading is evidently necessary :— 
“ Whene’er I take my walks abroad, 
Bn tel Tenet be to these 
Who made a pig of me!” 





FOR DR. BIRCH’S YOUNG FRIENDS. 
us, the Cowrna- 


Marchioness 
Smack Boys’ Home at Rame- 
ir Writtam, here’s a place for your juvenile 














— oo 


Sle eon 





ee ee. Ae 
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BOOTHIFUL STAR! 


Tur best ornament in Mr. Goocn’s re-decorated Princess’s is our 
American Cousin, Mr. Epwis Boora, Mr. Boora is 
disappointing as Cardinal Richelheu—only, 
be it understood, agreeably oo 
His performance is free from 
but it is wanting in light and aate. He 
evidently saves himself for one great —" 
tion, which brings the house do 
which should also bring the curtain 
as, after this, every effort to the end of the 
Act is an anti-climax. Mr. Boor, with 


his admirable s face, and 

represent Cardinal Richelieu, cond belie 
no other person but his Eminence 

not bear a strongly-marked resem 

to Mr. Cranence Horr as the A 
Detective in New Babylon. Perhaps 


similarity rend 

¥ was as com 
arth Beg England at that aR, 
days in America, t all 
Crarence Hot wore it as of 


American, and it just gives 
Cardinal that ‘cute Veuies 


whicha 
the ns. - 









would ¢om- Not 

this aesidental blance de- 

tracts from the value of Mr 

Boota's por- t of Riche- 

lieu, as Mr. Hoxr may be like both the 
Mr. Booru, In manner Mr. Bo 

us of Mr. Pustrs, only without 

of the hacking h and 

of the hacking 

chuekle a little he 





Irby \ 





fully studied the cos- 
ome, but we are curi- 
to know what 


dressing i ith fur ?. ntatatl iF 
- wi —a more appropriate to 
an old beau like Sir Harcourt in his bedroom, a 
Sets haste are ets: 

ut not rtant in Ww is in- 
poser ne saan Pore And while 


& Ecalibowe ere aint to lame Ob ae 
were so plentiful in France at that peri 

judging, that is, from the fireplace the 
Cardinal’s ca —~iaibtteae 


of Mr. Epmunp Learues as Louis the Thir- 
one. =. om tn ee J oun” Rrper 
as the Mon vy to 
Mr. Boor is of = fee I Ser 
$=. Fortunately for eee 

port” will come the 


whi is theenghly eapable of appreciating — 

hie the finest Mr. Fatuer Ryper. 
CaRTWwRieHt Lay 9 ty de ——_ “THERE ARE CHORDS 
to a sort of ‘‘ Reminiseences-of- "enter- —sur Kwor ror 
tainment, and 





GeRakp as Julie simply to look pretty she would be a pronounced 
success; but, unfortunately, the part requires some little acting, 
and though it is only fair to her to say that she does give us as lit e 
as possible, yet that little is not strong. The ap ce of Mr, 
SWINBURNE, in the double character qconslng to ills), of Mr, 
Repmunp and Baradas, suggests the 
notion of an overfed tenor very much 
out of pag oy an constantl —- 
appointing the public by not indulgin 
— a Solo. He 4 described by Richeliew 
“that smileless man,’’—(good idea for 
yh by Mr. GuossMrrH —*He was 
such a Smileless Man ! ” rights reserved, ) 
—but if Richelieu had been in front he 
would soon have corrected that —- 
impression, as Baradas was 
ally smiling, and online * horri e ” 
He was murderin a smile the 
whole time ; but this, 7, +t was his 
artful way of masking his deep-dyed 


On Pranyeie (Mr. Youne) Richelieu 
Fy ae that there is eK. such 
word as ”—a very necessary lesson 
ony ue what matter the word when we fone 
itself ? as the Frenchman said 
of the nce from the English language 
#7 eguivalent for pte 
Youne has an ex eye: 
ve of the two, at least, he lets us see more 
, which he is constant! y closing into s spasmodie *I- -know-all- 
-it-and- Tm-ap-to-you ” sort of wink. Perhaps, (this being a 
historioal play) Fran d wink in this manner. 
it is! only re- 
absurdi 





But what a meer fustian are 2 


and by certain = ve situations 
Chance - in ” my ol 8 
chances. one, but 
specially by ots, t bee -_ 


possession 
powerful hends on pay A told its 
own for many years to 
What a foolish muddle-headed 
ee: What utterly farcical and 
possible ee ween the 
Cardinal and his confidant, 
Joseph, who are little bother the than 
a couple of mountebanks in eccl 
siastical habits. A warming-pan 
might long ago have been in- 
. ; troduced with advantage in the 
bedroom scene. Mr. Booru wisely 
Barapas, a Jowity Bap Caar. avoids the Bai Bulwer-and-Macread pesredy 
tradition of thrusting out his h 
from between the folding doors, or from behind a o.cuien, p Oe 
warming-pan and m seene, and screaming with laug at 
the a proach of the conspirators, who, headed by the transpontine 
mel, tic ruffian, Huguet, are heard 
performance throughout errs ~ &- on the side of caution. His 
great scene startles us by its sudden paasion, but it does not strike 
us with awe for his priestly ity, 
the So Sngeenten is so transient, that on 
from our surprise, we feel 
pr aving been ng upon by so 
aon ‘a trick as that just p 
Baradas by this veteran 
mice us trifle with the most 


aie baton the pee itself is only 

by = celebrated anathema in 
the Jackdaw ef Rheims, which, if given 

— a powerful with 








recognises ‘ 
opportunity big enough to cover a mul- Youne@ Aoco-Lrrz Come- 
titude xf absurdities. From at YS DIAN Goma iT “LIKE 
Mr. Boorn, we d WivEne,” 
imagine re that one of his best 


‘8 
: 





treats us 
SE ie ae ea cory 
a u 
earnestness . passion, y irae fo soaver he ides of 


anonymous until Mr. Wr» in a burst of eandour, 
of|let the Cat out of the bag, and i the first-night sudi- 
ence that it was Mr. Atnery, who seems to have thought that 
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body had been their heads about him 
pe ine i, rane ce on the boards at 
- ‘cae i a ee i cocmalibe of tag 
e ority 0 personali an 
p rt ape Bh oy apreeng oe B 
object of interest as that of the master carpenter or the 


gasman. 


Ma. Wrnepuam Letrine THE Cat ovT oF THE Baa. 





ODE TO MY CROWN DERBY. 
Arr—“ Darby and Joan.” 


Dersy dear, you are cracked and old ; 
Fifty years since you last were sold, 
rodent 


@ may, 
Always the eae 
Always the conle, oith your D and Crown. 


Derby dear, but my heart was wild 


Derby dea, whe Seeds ed lan choad, 

Ab, my cup! ot wiped sack teaz, 

Always the came, Tete ae 
ways the my own 

Always the ame SEB = and Crown. 








THE PLAY KING, 
(Nor included in Mr. Tennyson's New Volume.) 
Tae may tale ond bill me cn me earl Ml wo costa. Hewry dear; 


Use win, Ra 
Of os cone tee, Mea 
Fea Tr pelan to elas yon a Chant ieee TUES to walle yon c phos. 


There’s lots of blank blank verse, know, but none so neat as mine ; 
There’s GrupeRt, and there’s Wis, oe nae aes, 
But none of them are 


Sata gal daa i St 
So I’m going to write you a play, Henry, tm geing to write you e play. 
I've got eg t at | Paale Hewry, on pee sh ceke i 


ree oe, 


You fe you such a , Hewer, I | 
fe} ems tomneds the inte, who thik oT sald, 


Messrs. Hane and Kewpat, looking 
hey resi mL we ba rte didn’t ask me for a play. 


thinking of The Falcon 
me for a play, 
I know y ee dra wel, Bovey Heres, bat be in a fright, 
ages Rah 5 
ou’ | write 
But 0 Post is writing vee lay, i, = Fes Gade veer play. 


Some critics tell me that my not behind the scenes ; 
That if I must descend I mig to aort at magus 
But as Queen Mary from the doors the money turned away, 
You out long for another big play, iy you taust long for another big 
play. 
For fads and fancies grow, Henny, to wither like the grass,— 
ip that e wins cooagh T osaht onstntos anh gen foal all coteet 
s why, can’ ’ 
3 beagle 
you a play. 
Pr taka and bill mo casty, 
pet ito 


I’m I ths com gre 
Of aie om ENRY :—and 
Still J shall have written your play, aay T shall Lave ‘written your play ! 





HOW IT WAS DONE. 
(From a Dervish’s Private Diary.) 

6 4.m.—Just received telegram from Stamboul :—‘‘ Dulcigno to be occu: 
to-day, with a le.” Have turned out. —— N 
to occupy. Have wired back fo s farther Ree 

7 s.M.—Second tel «Srast de pomething: 

. Can’t make out why. So act at once. Fe yey 
pity to Hanepe. Hf nobody ye Se pay them todo it?” Have shown this 
fo Chi of Albanian League. Wants to the and will think it over. 
84.M.—Reply to hand. member of to receive ‘‘ semi- 
detached villa ln Asia Minor, five ¥°" %. recoverable on th 
rae at my a ” Shown = to Chief. 
struggle under fifteen anion’ 9 ear 

94.M.—Fresh telegram from y Ser cask: and ‘P 

bes enaeeese. Anxious about Fleet. Soars been 


this 
then burn blue fire, shout, 
ditch for aay atone, and 
il ee one - 


wu 
s h ht 
1} have i ft ee 


eter, 
about the Fleet. Have — up fresh 


ty * Really there’s 
Veet in sight. Have wired this to 
Allah be praised ! 


no chance 


. a agg pga Do turn 
tamboul. 


orious news. Signal seen. 


MOTTE sacwer dinset form Gauss :—“* 4m so glad ! 
Powers all relieved. Goscuen dancing a receive some of your 
salary of your before last. Endese you a ¥ Book sent to me anon y: 


“ P.M.—Have illuminated. Five o'clock tea with Chief. Mournful. 
6 p.m.—To bed, roaring over Yellow Book. 
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Eldest Daughter. 
my Eovcation !”’ 

Festive Mamma (by no means prepared to act the part of Chaperone and Wallflower). “‘ Not vet, my Love. 
] REALLY MUSE PRESERVE THAT sweer Gintisnh Fresunegss oF YOURS A LITLE WHILE LONGER !” 
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WHERE THE SHOE PINCHES. 


‘*] THINK YOU MIGHT LET ME COME OUT, Mamma ! 


I’m TWENTY, YOU KNOW, AND SURELY I ‘VE FINISHED 


Socrrry Is so HOLLOW ! 











ENDYMION, 
Tue shades of night boy falling fast 
Round H —for some time past 


A Statesman, working day and night, 
A flowery fiction did indite— 
Endymion. 


His hair was dark, and you could trace 
A soupgon of an ancient race ; ; 

And sull, in quite his early way, 

He wrote of Lords and eey— 


y 
ony give bim rope,” be said, and try 


** Beware the da 
To break the iraty f Brin 
This ees the Tepe 
He only said, “* fn : 
Endymion !” 
3 41 
with doubt 
Leader bring his novel out— 
Endymion. 


epi 
i 





And ali who waded through the book, 
Met Titles, Tailor, Prince and Dook : 
What wonder it is all the =a 
For epigram adorns thy 

+ 4 


There, in the twilight, cold and grey, 

Serene in Curzon Street he lay. 

‘* This cheque from Lonemans’ will go far,” 

A voice said. “‘ Now for a cigar!” 
Endymion ! 





THE GAYMARKET AGAIN! 


Tue make-believe and somewhat unjust tions of one or 
two restaurant-keepers in Coventry Street, for ‘‘ harbouring”’ the 
natural inhabitants of the district, appear to have satis the 
police authorities and those who put their trust in them. The mock- 

y of respectability requires some such display 
certain intervals, and gets it. In the meantime the favoured divi- 
sion of police who have been kept in possession of this Tom Tiddler’s 
Ground for several years, are still enjoying their valuable privilege, 
much to the disgust of their less fortunate fellows. To smo 


cigars, accept pleasant drinks, hand ladies into cabs oon becca 
and hold bouquets, is far more agreeable than struggling 
with pe Ratoliffe Our padi see => the 
turbulent alleys of teary Lane. me all 
they can to make this Gaymarket even gy 
When the the Coventry Street im are complete, there will not 
be a finer e for ho frivolity in London. 





Reoewr Sraeet Niout Watcn.—Not the “C Division” — the 
“ Won't See Division.” 
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ENDYMION. 


-——‘‘ AND THE MINISTER FLATTERED HIMSELF THAT BOTH THE LITERARY AND THE GRAPHIC REPRE- 
SENTATIONS OF HIMSELF IN SCARAMOUCH MIGHT POSSIBLY FOR THE FUTURE BE MITIGATED.”—Vol.i, 
p. 812. 
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(dhem! He did flatter himself ! 
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HAPPY THOUGHT! HOW TO THOLVE 
THE DIFFICULTY. 
(Unter den Linden.) 
* Look YOU NOW, MOTHT HIGHBORN AND HANDTHOME, BUT QUITE 
IMPECUNIOUTH AND MUTTON-HEADED Herr Baron! Ler vura 


KITH AND BE FRIENDTH, AND YOU THALL MARKY MY THITHTER, 
AND I ’LL MARRY youRTH! ” 





THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO STATION. 


a str and draughty Railway Terminus. 
Timid Leander ber bound for the distant wilds of Vauahall. 


Timid Trev. Dest ms me, where am I? TZhis Waterl 
see 





I 


on, piecemeal. Hullo! 
u plank, and pod his shins ! 


‘orm. Now, , Guy’nor, 


’old ’em hup, can’t a? Mustn’t ’ave ts a-tumb about 
all over thers like yer we ling 


Timid to howl). Wh—when will 
wage nal . 
. oof emer. Got yer ticket ? 
aie hare 0, Bo, — 

ies Then abd lok sharp sboat it. No time to spare. 
"Kes any smali and unimposing persons he 
Timid Traceler (oué (out of Pehl straining his neck to into 

a sort of low-placed First single, Vaux 


if you 
/ servitor within being 
on the fiche 
’ if you please | 
there —keep your hair on! 


pigeon-hole), Where for ? 
eet), Where? 


No response ; the : 





Peer Yet 


[ Delivers ticket with savage reluctance, and throws dum diane 
with such staccato violence that some of it falls to the floor, 
and rolls into distant corner, 

Myrmidon (appr posealing hurriedly), Now, then, what are you 
doing behind door P 

Timid Traveller (who has caught sight behind the door in question 
of a mysterious array 4 of empty pots and glasses), Looking for a six- 


pence that I ‘Vy Scop 
M hers! Look sharp! You'll lose that train of 


yours if you don’t mind. 
[Timid q rvehing to gate, encounters another stalwart 
M in easy converse une son of horse 
peeranes, 8 snes of Stott howhing por Kf sour 
' oot) Veal peters, 
MM; (to man—m bs onl You put your shirt on. 
She a the trick time. - “ ties 
Timid Traveller ( + nid he is addressed). Put my shirt 
on? Why, it i on; and, 
see and horsey friend double themselves up in convulsions 


bay bean toy. 
- What is it you want ? 


Timi Travel. cer. To kao Wii this train goes to Vaux-——— 
Rings bey bell tel frantically ae, drowning eniee . Timid Roth pore 


who wants to 


ti {fortonms) Yaas! Nar! Third Clarse 

A ag ors aa Seats then, you Sir, look sharp. Sranp 
BACK THERE 

[ Chivies Timid Traveller up and down 

a ing into a cai " im ly back by 

r, and angrily 8 him, as train glides out of 


Biation, 

Timid Traveller, much depressed, is driven forth from the gates, 
like a portly middle-aged yal with : ar $ tmanteau. Seeks 
Surther information of more M about in atti- 
tudes sugges gestive of lofty aeons ers ay meditation, or 
philosophical observation of human nature in general, 5 a eg 
dressed persons with promising -baskets, in 
latter are the objects “wa 2 uy Sree erennen attention, and fen of of 
deferential pleasantries, the absence of such Myrmidons 
occupy themselves pe in chafing the News-boys, reading 
(gratis) the latest race-returns, shouting smart rtees over the 
heads of the crowd, exchanging mysterious and idiomatically - 
worded ** tips” ; gathering in Be, and talking, with much 
loud guffawing, back-bending, and elbow-crooking ; and other- 
wise aning themselves as sporting of airy humour 
and easy leisure. a race-train comes in, they are observed 
to rush eagerly to their duties, which En aapeot ox of consist in con- 


Sidential colloquies with ‘sons A hate and race- 
glasses. These 4 


altercations woith too soactotics Be ay 9 a 


matches with ladies 9 Le gereet deportment weltations 
to those mysterious which ne oe pots and glasses 
most do congregate. The nt Traveller, whilst waiting twenty 
minutes for the next train, has abundant opportunity o 
ing these and other humours of the place. At last, be 
and gates are flung open once more. 

Timid Traveller (at one ahh. \ ames ? 

Myrmidon orn: Next 

hispers be ind hi hand to cad in loud * hace ‘s 
Timid Traveler (at nent p ). Vauxhall ? 
Myrmidon (peevishly). Next gate! 


h his joke with a genial gent. 
Timid Traveller (at third and od per as ie uxhall ? ? 


Myrmid lon (ferociously). No! I Sat on at Middle Gate. Carnt- 


her 
: (Nearly knocks Timid Traveller over by thrusting the gate in his 


Traveller his Oh, this is too bad, reall 
Timid Traveller (picking up hit ha). Ob tis i “ a be 


helmet). Start 
at fen fo ae | pall Te8- 
Timid Traveller iat. tenet Why, you just now told 
me it would start at half-past twel 
Myrmidon nt minutes’ interval convulsions). Yah ! 
Meant Teddy { Ti 1 eer, 1g ae in yor go | 
Make a move of it, or you'll lose it agen, old 


Train jest a-startin’ ! 
Stick-in-the-Mud ! tee Sidi fi the 

seat, shouts from window 

ht for Vauzhall?” receives, in reply, 


form, and finally, as 


rv- 
sounds, 


Ti 


(Timid Traveller ps hight 
af ie 
j whirled on to Clapham ae 


ts ory aS Lp destination in 

tion, 

more than teize the the thane tf would Nase token ben to reaah 
it on foo 
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SMOKE AND FOG. 
Tae Committee formed to check 


winter's afternoon, when the cook- 
ing +> = of the great Clubs 
begin to show signs of activity, 


verham 
diane of the Carlton, the Re 
form, and the Travellers create 
- much —— as . tin- _ 
actory or a dye-works, t 
with spongy roads, im: ate 
crossing- rs, loafing cab- 


night prowlers. inhabitants 
of this ity have very little to 
be thankful for 








New Brooms. 


Tue Zimes informs us that 
the “‘ Brush System” of electric 
lighting “is to be applied to one 

of the Clock at the 
Houses of Parliament.” Perhaps 
some member may suggest trying 
it inside—on the Upper House. A 
new brush system might make a 
clean sweep of it. 
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LORD SHERBROOKE. 


Now RAISED 80 HIGH HE TRIES TO sHOW 
He QUITE FORGETS BE B’ER was LowE. 


THE MUFFIN-BELL. 


coe poten, whe who 
al evidently given up all 
for the Harley Street a 


soleusteeny etelidadinn 
em en to ex on 
of ae be! A muffin- 
fale was ———- for unlaw- 


y wing © y instrument, 
to roa A ll, his. Setenes being 


that he had a bad cold, and no 
other means of earning a living. 
The M rather defended 
him on score of the antiquity 
of muffin-bells, and adjourned 
the case. If the police, during 
the oueeden of eir more se- 
rious duties, are resolved to run- 
a-muck against bells, there is 
plenty of work for them to do, 
yon Sundays. There 
are dismal, persistent, and mono- 
tonous din; -dongs, coming from 
chapels of ail denominations, that 
are enough to drive the impious 
mad, and the pious into idiocy. 











Credat Judseus. 


| Tae Divinity Professors at 

Cambridge have +e among 
|other su jects for the Jeremie 
| Prize, the “‘ Dialogue with Try- 
\pwo the Jew.” Prince BisMAReK 
will compete. Should he fail in 

| coming out first, he will receive 

an honorary or Jeremie Diddler 
| prize. 


Mem oTHERS.—A weakly 
child “ineold be brought up by a 
Monthly Nurse. 











BEN D’YMION. 
By the Author of “ Loafair,” §c. 
VOLUME THE FIRST. 
Cuaprer Ong. 

Ir was a warm and rich night im dn when the Right Hon. 

tera ee descended the - sageenee Houns- 
Hill. He hardl cole t 0 itecha 
as met A on Marquis he md ” said em > 

** You are the precise person I was wanting to see, 
gpites O Statesman, lightly punching that nobleman in the region of 

tary canal. The t are always affable. 

The 3 a p- ‘I have but just returned from 
Windsor.” 

“From Windsor ?” 

“And Newton. There’s news at Newton—I mean Windsor. 
The King has sent for the Duke!” 

Now Mr. Giaperans was a Tory,t and a firm believer in the Iron | par 
Duke ; he could hardly restrain his delight at the intelligence. 
After throwing his hat into the air five times, sla: ing the uis 
Ty, heartily % the email of the back, and execu a pas 


BS eee 
me Re, OT on his 
feta England doesn’t want sa in Fossrr’s 
| pe a0 “aleatly by the amy nd a Cee 
kgs violently iy tng — 

aay at the - It may be my fancy, bu’ 


t resist the impresaion,—a ehange i 

Py 9h ” remarked Privy Councillor 
* itor al my "Tis poaitive tortare I endure.” 

oe eee tnt Masquls, decidedly ; * ‘everything comes 
° fst cya ? "ll think I ° ° 
But dol? tt a PN ead _ 
+ Same to same.—Who is it now, eh? Mixed’em up already see. 
3 Bari to Editor.—Almost they'll think, ‘won't they? Aba | 


Entre nous, I slipt it in at the moment just as it was off to press! Good 





And ing, the two Statesmen pursued their respective courses ; 
the nobleman wrapped his emblazoned cloak round his Corinthian 
form, and dived into the Dead Meat Market, while the Right Hon. 
Grapsrars proceeded on the knife-board of a City ’bus to the office 
of the Giecberly Screamer. 


Cuaptrer Two. 


Semorina was the Empress of London, of fashion, and of the Tory 
—-s She was always at home to her intimates, so she did not get 
exercise ; at this moment she was reclining on a brilliant sofa, 
a majestic footstool at her feet, supported i A romantic cushions. 
<aii.a low chair just in front of her, with ib woe Gonst Fosmange 
up every word that fell from her lips, sata 
ro Bishops anda Cabinet Minister were p laying. at cats cat’ s- 
cradle in an alcove ; while, more remote, some dames of high degree 
were surrounded by cavaliers of ancient lineage, whose every word 
was a bon mot, and every movement a whole volume of iety 
ey Servants glided about in muffled skates over the shining 
, distributing sherry cobblers and gin cocktails to the visitors, 
Peibat at half-minute intervals mysterious and ere tins ws y Se r strangers 
appeared at the door, flew to Szmoira’s outstretched 
on | printed an impassioned kiss on her jewelled finger, and then Peiddenly 
vanished into air ! 

‘What I want you to see,” ry Fag mage 0 only you’re so 
incurably obtuse, is that the law of life, that you can’t 
set on without the Temple and the "Bar, that the introduction of Gas 

will be fatal to the Crown, that Public Opinion is are that 
eas apo Toul te bedaam enlaas iar a oe, = 
that on the Eve of change Adamantine fortitude %s imperatively 


I ee ee ae 
ersonage had fallen fast asleep, and was snoring. 


Ro. disgusted. 
OLINA was 

“ The age of Leroaien bes come! she endiaiaed fp and biching 
the low chair from under the Great P 

the apartment, and slammed the portal ¥ 

Cuarrzr Tanz. 

Mz. Grapstars was a constant contributor to the Quarter/ 

Screamer, He was not a henren-ooe Eietaaes but where 


ET a Early initiated 
mysteries of Eton and Christchurch, he had a fund of Latin 


< 


Be 
ted 























Decemper 4, 1880.} 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 








was as 
: 


Seances ee ene ttdentembststenes, ‘Rekek 
uent as as accurate as wry. He 
a lady who os on baba had two children—Twins. 

‘* If I ever had a son,” he one ov at dinner to Count Guava- 
yewul, ‘“‘I swore his name be Ben D’ymron. His sister's 
name is TrRa.” , 

Toone gaeeeen ove to hong Hapend aN fay Bay ony 
ently behaved young people. en any one spoke em, pu 
out their oy Gacle choukdone, ond chanel handle y: 

Brew D’ymion a face of majestic beauty, and so had Trna. 
He was clad in a blue velvet jacket, with red § 
buttons, a shirt of lace, and a waistcoat of yellow damask. 
also wore Spanish buttons. E about her was 
either Spanish or filagree. Her long ringlets were braided with 
pearls. It was poetical—it was ‘‘ 7éte and Brapy.” 

Pp are you going to be?” asked kind old Lord GoosrBErry 
of the boy. 

“*Tt’s like your impudence to ask,” replied Bew D'ymion, at this 
time about eight gw old. ‘I’m going to Eton and Christchurch, 
and then I shall be Prime Minister, a good deal sooner than you can 
say Jack Robinson.” ; 

‘Tyra,” remarked a handsome young Private Secretary, ‘‘ re- 
member you ’ve promised to marry me some day!” — 

“Not if I know it,” proudly answered the child. ‘‘ Nobody 
under a Dook for yours truly.” And the child resumed the cracking 
of the walnuts. 

Carrer Fovr. 

SEMOLINA was talking to GLapsTARs. ; 

“I assure you ’tis quite settled. The King won’t hear of the 
Reform Bill. You’re to have Foreign Affairs, and the Duke’s 
waiting to see you. Cut along!” : 

That was a wonderful walk for Grapstars. He was going to be 
i i Only Ministers and Davenport Brothers are in 
Cabinets, and both are fettered. He seemed to tread on air. His 
heart almost failed him, but he screwed it up to the sticking-point 
with one or two glasses of old bay rum, and appeared in that condi- 


tion before the t Man. : 
The Duke was easy, affable, pleasant. ‘‘ He had found it impossible 
he do anything for Mr. Grapstars ? 


to form a Government. 

Would he accept the Under- p to the Governor of the 

=, ) so No? Then he was afraid he could do no more. 
ay!’ 

Mr. Grapstans returned home. This time he didn’t tread on air. 
On the contrary, he felt he was in very hot water. He let himself in 
with a latch-key, went to his study, and blew his brains out. The 
+ mag took some time, the difficulty being to discover where his 

rains were. 

The Coroner’s jury brought in a verdict that ‘‘ deceased committed 
suicide from want of imagination.”’ Ben D’ymron took a junior 
clerkship at Somerset House, and Tyna spelt her name with an 
‘*M ”—she had the choice of ‘‘M or N as the case might be,’’—and 
became temporary editress of Myra’s Journal. 


CHAPTER Five. 

Vier Prrisox had fallen in love with Trza. He was fifteen, and 
she was twelve. He was a very High-and-dry-Church boy. He took 
her out for walks, and gave her almond-rock. 

** You are not high and dry?” he asked, as they were walking 
through a valley in a storm. 

‘*No, I feel particularly low and wet,” she answered. ‘‘ Shall 
we return?” 

Mt I love you! As you are not an Erastian, you shall be 
mine!” 

“* My dear Viert, I shan’t. I live only for my brother—and my- 
self, intend to be a grande dame. I intend my brother to 
Prime Minister. My een is, that a Human Will can accomplish 
any object it resolutely ines to attain. It’s not a very long 
creed, nor a very good one ; but it’ll do.” 

. And so saying, she got into her perambulator, and Vier wheeled 
er home. 


Cuarrer Srx. 

At length Tyra became under-nursemaid in the famil 
JewcuatTers. This was the richest family in England. 
CHATEL was a Liberal. Somebody told him 
come down handsome for expenses. ‘‘ Have they?” he 
replied, ‘‘ Put me down for double for our expenses. If they come 
down hansom, I'll come down a four-wheeler.” Everybody langhed 
heartily at this Jew d'esprit. e pleasantries of the opulent are 


always amusing. 

Tyra became the bosom friend of Leonora, the daughter and 
heiress of the JewcnaTeLs. A constant visitor was Lord Lrrriz- 
HAMPTON. He was Foreign Minister, and really ruled the country ;* 

* Editor to Earl.—Who on earth is this? Paumensron? Peet ? 

Earl to Editor There is He looks like P 
anne Weil, wait “ guage cay e ¢ PALMERSTON now, 


of the 
r. JEw- 





ENGLISH HISTORY. 


‘* AND WHO wWAs THE KING WHO HAD 80 MANY Wives?” 
** BLUEBEARD !”’ 








he was old and ugly, but fascinating. Everybody thought he would 
the hei times 


marry the heiress. He some ht so himself, A man who 
thinks is dangerous. 

Ben D’ymion was comfortably settled in a garret in Ratcliffe 
Highway. It was in this situation that he became with 
the "> of the haute monde, Tyra got ten shillings a week 
from the JewcuaTe.s, and she gave Ben 

One day the leading tailor sent for Ben D'rmion. 
His name was Ponco.* When a customer bought a waistcoat of him, 
he presented him with a case of Johannisberg and a box of choicest 
Havannahs on the spot. 

‘*] like the out of your jib,” he said to Ben D’ymiow. ‘‘ You can 
go on tick at this shop to any extent, and pay me back when you’re 
a Privy Councillor.” 

Ben D’ymion murmured his thanks, ordered twenty-five dress- 
coats at once, and went to call on Colonel Apert, alias Prince 
Fonrsitan, the disguised and exiled King of the Haphazard Islands. t 

CHAPTER Sxven. 

Lorp LitrieHAmpror, though he was a Cabinet Minister, was of 
an obliging disposition. As people expected him to marry Lzonona, 
he thought he would try. 

** Leonora, do you love me?” 

“°Tis my money only you want!” and the maiden blushed a 


ymron half. 


the Tory Dukes had | dameon h 


m hue. 
** Money!” said Lord Lirriemamptow, musing. ‘‘ There’s no 
doubt that money makes the Novelist.” 
‘Base and naughty man!” sobbed Leowona. ‘ Then you do 
want my money ;” and she fled in tears from the apartment. 


* Earl to Editor.—Who's this? Poows, eh? 
Editor to Barl.—Oh, don’t ask me! Give it up. He’s a tailor now, but 
heaven knows what he ‘ll be a chapter ahead ! 
Eari to Editor.—There you are! That’s the fun of the thing. It’s like 
i bill “ Pootz—afterwards Hupsown,”’—or, ‘‘ PALMEnstow 
Capital notion. 
Who ‘s Forsrran ? 
Earl to Editov.—Don’t quite know. Settle it in next volume. 
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Then Lord Lrrriemampton determined to try Tras. Tho h she 
ee eve years and three-quarters his junior, he had always 

“Tyra! Do you loveme? Will you be mine?” 

The penniless d dent was startled. , 

“Love you!” she replied. “Not a bit. But I will be yours. 
Listen!” And she grasped the aged nobleman rather violently by 
the wrist. ‘It is my ereed that what a Human Will determines 
on——”’ 

“Oh, yes, yes,” said Lord Lerrienamrrton, ‘I’ve heard you say 
that before. The question is, What have you on?” 

“To get to the of the tree,” said Trma, “and to take 
Bew D'yxrow up with me. As I accomplish that 
object, I am even ready to 

‘ Beautiful and traly 1 Lord 
Lrrrtenamptox. ‘Some people would call this an ambition fit for 
an unscrupulous adventurer, not for a modern English maiden. But 
I don’t think so at all.” And folding her to 
coat in one fond em race, he leaped into his 
and thought about the coming Budget. 

(Bnd of Volume I.) 





A BONG FOR THE SEASON. 
Arn :—“ The Woodpecker Tapping.” 


I knew by the smoke that so sootily curled 
Above the sed soot that chimney was SO0t ; 
i yxia ’s found in this 
chest that might look for it here. 
Not a yard could I 


nota t met 
But the soot-flakelets falling fs appeal = te sky. 


Then I said, “,Were such foul-belching chimneys as this— 
As they $ to De-Giblle to conemane that G0 canshe, 
on Se town were com ve bliss, 
clean shirt- nor constantly 
Not a yard sould I not a sight met mine eye 
But the soot-flakelets like showers from the sky. 





FISHY PROCEEDINGS. 


Waite the Billingsgate fish “ ring” are s ing to the Metro- 
politan Board of Works the desirability of palling wn Stinkpot 
Alley and widening Hold-your-Nose Corner, for the benefit of them- 
selves and Billi M it may be as well to suggest to the 
Metropolitan Board of La ; Billi w-- is F Vy 
unnecessary nuisance, something worse. By wasting me 
of the small distributor, it increases the price ‘of an important 
article of food, and it helps to destroy as much of this food as would 
feed many thousands of women and children. 

Fifty years ago all the fish came to market by water, and there 
was some excuse for a river-side , however i 
cult to get at; but now that only a twelfth part of 
supply arrives by boat, and the other eleven parts 
chiefly by one or two i 
Rote pene) ee ae 

ish-Ring an 

this reform. The first combination hel 
Market ; and the second knows so little a’ 
of its Committees takes tolls from the fish 
narrow alleys, while another of its Committees tries to prosecute 
ene —- as Cppecionite, It will take m oo ol! Af showy 

ansion House thropy to wash away y mora] 
muck of Lowest Thames Street. 





=~ 


Note by Scaramouch St. Barbe & Co. 


Lorp Braconsrrety’s motto for Endymion is “ 
yw nl But Set 'o cay half. yb ve? Some 
** Quiequa nt ines nostri est farrago S 
noble cathor fike the sound of “‘ farrago” and “ libelli” ? 








*‘ Rule, Britannia!” 


Tar deaths from starvation in London during the last fortnight 
win conastaguadigtansdet tinue — 

who are not y with i o ease 

to cause any great public scandal, Thove is nothing like keeping up 
appearances. 





Loyemans, TO THE Eart or B-c-nsr-tp.—“* La Propriété est 
trois Vors,” 





REST ! 
The Plea of the London Shop-Girl. 


Rest! I suppose there is some such thing 

E’en in this our world, though the preacher’s text 
On Sanday warned us that Hope’s tired wing 

For final folding must wait the next. 
Yet he seemed at ease in his pulpit snug, 

And the shining Cits in their padded pews 
Must have known rest’s meaning, they looked so smug ; 

Nay, their stabled horses, in well-stall’d mews, 
Having borne their burden of fine-clad flesh 

From the crowded Church at the sermon’s close, 
Found e’en man-masters must fain 

A dumb brute’s labour with slight repose. 


But I? For a dozen long hours a day, 
‘Six days in seven, to stand, stand, stand, 
Till the sore-strained sinews with pain give way, 
And the sick heart sinks,—that is Man’s demand 
Of mere flesh and blood in a Woman’s chee, : 
When that Woman is poor and must toil for life, 
The vestare vending that goes to drape 
Fate-favoured sisters, or maid or wife. 
And to talk of rest to such slaves as I 
In the few snatched moments of toil's surcease, 
Is like bidding the torturer’s victim tr 
To sleep ’twixt the rack-turns and , am of peace. 


I saw him there in the gilded Church, 

My Christian master, a shining light. 
Philanthropy is the saintly per 

He mounts in public, of conscious right. 
I think he champions Slavs—or Turks, 

I know he feeds upon platform praise ; 
Does he ever think of the slave who works 

In his hell of shopdom through dreary days ? 
I = near, a novedy, no yw de x 

my ngs, p my wrongs ; 

The hartied vendors of huckster’s wares 

Provoke no speeches, inspire no songs. 
Too poor, too prosy! And yet, dear Heaven, 

How woefully wear esh can be! 


fi 
Romance’s lovers are little given 
To seek the tragic in such as we. 


But Nature s in the lowliest heart, 
Though it is not always a lyric cry. 

There are many victims in Shoddy’s mart ; 
I have seen them suffer, and pale, and die: 

I have seen them take to the road of shame 
As a ready, rosy, if short relief 

From woman-woes that I may not name, 
And petty wrongs that might pass belief. 


And I—what better am I than they ? 
What stronger, hopefuller, after all ? 
Must it come at last, when, some wretched day 
Of bitter bondage shall fire the ? 
When ruthless shop-rules that war with health, 
And merciless finings that mock at right, 
My little strength and my lesser wealth 
ave taxed till patience is put to flight : 
Wie yd o— flesh, = the _e 
secret, sore, life- 
Sin-fire a fancy that once had blushed 
At thought of the refuge that saves—and kills. 


Not yet! But if, or—ah, Heaven !—when,— 
e pitiless rule and the penal rack 
One more have maddened, and Mammon’s pen 
Strikes through the name of one more slain hack, 
Will the wealth-spoil’d women who, seated, wear 
My flagging strength with their wanton whims, 
The blame of the bondswoman’s soul-wreck share ? 
Will the sleek-faced singers of saintly hymns, 
Th, te — on girlish -., teat, 
oO urge, an , and tax, an 
Take any stain from the shame and soil 
Of an o’er-worked woman who sinned—for rest ? 





VERY NATURAL, 


Art the ‘‘ Fog and Smoke” Conference last week some most important 
remarks were made by Mr. Cores, Cotzs ought to know something 
about it. He, of course, suggested grate improvements. 
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Hungry Visitor (ignorant of the nature of this particular delicacy), ‘* An, Donat, 
Mon, WE KEN WEEL HEV THE Rawsit For Saxpence. WE KEN GET TWA 
BAWBEES FUR THE SKEEN WHEN WE GET BOCK TO GLascow!” 








THE LAST STRAW. 
(A Chapter from a modern Irish Romance.) 


THe Major Leeroy f put an arm-chair upon the fire. Then he warmed his 
hands at the cheering blaze. 

“Tt is an expensive comfort,’’ he murmured; ‘ but what can we do when 

will not sell us a stick of fire-wood—an ounce of coal ?” 
is eldest daughter sighed as she noticed that the dining-reoom was nearly 
bare of furniture. 

‘* What matters it!” laughed her father, bitterly. ‘‘If we have used up 
the dining-room table for fuel, was it not because we have long forgotten the 
meaning of dinner? A propos, are we to have any food to-day ?” 

His ughter burst i " 


tears. 
sell us neither meat, fish, nor fowl!” she sobbed out, ‘‘ and so I 


to sacrifice the parrot and eS ne canary! Oh! cruel! cruel! They 


have h 
are roasting before the kitchen fire at t 

_ “The kitchen fire!” jrowied the Major, as he thought of his burning 
library gun-cases. en he added, ‘‘ Enough of this! You know that 
however we may starve our body, we must feed our mind. I will give them 
one more trial. Good Me 

n another moment Major had put on his iron-sheathed great-coat, and 

had entered his fortified cig, and was off to the neighbouring county town. 
_As he ed his daughters raised their hands, and wished him ‘‘ luck” 
with voices trembling equally from hunger and emotion. They waited for hours. 
At last there was a volley of musketry. 

‘ “Tt is papa!” cried the youngest. ‘‘I know the sound of the tenants’ 


rifles. 

The fair damsel was t. The Major’ entered weary and travel-stained. 
Shaking the bullets from his owe ted coat, he sank upon a chair, and 
remained for a few minutes in earnest thought. 

** My childrea,” at last he said, ‘‘ you know how I have striven to remain 
here. You know that I have put up with every indignity. I have tried to 
smile when all my cattle were destroyed, and atten to laugh off the outrage 
as a thoughtless but withal omasing practical ’ 

** Indeed, you have, dear father!” chorussed his children. 
off, I have never complained. I have treated 

as a bit of unseasonable jocularity. Yes, 


s very moment! ”’ 


“When our su were 
the heartless conduct of our 





even when the messenger from the Co-operative Stores 
was skinned alive and the contents of his parcel were 
cast to the winds,—even then I have said it is a piece 
of fun, and nothing more.” } ‘ 

** You have, indeed, dear father!’ again repeated his 
daughters. 

‘** And when they tried to burn down my house,” con- 
tinued the Major, with a voice broken with emotion, 
**T have said, ‘Bhoys (especially Irish bhoys) will be 
bhoys,’ and have merely tried to oy it out. And admit 
dearest ones, it is not p t to be shot at bya hundred 
waiting marksmen the moment one puts one’s nose outside 
one’s house? Now, is it?” 

“Tt is not pleasant!” readily admitted his daughters. 

* But I thought they would the line somewhere. 
I that when I went on my knees and 
implored them with all the of a father anda 
man to grant me the boon I craved, they would consent ! 
Bat, no, darlings, they are obdurate! I cried—I im- 

—in your name—in my own—in that of justice 
oi right—— But, no, they me, and 
have come home pee ony 1 And yet they know 
that no one can exist without it! Oh! they are ruthless 
“ome pt the caters ing, but the eldest 

the sisters were crying, but the eldest was 
calm and firm. 

“Then, dearest father, we must go to England,” she 
said ; ‘‘ there is no alternative! It would be weakness 
—nay, wickedness—to hesitate a moment longer.” 

‘Yes, yes,” replied her father, ‘‘as they will not 
sell it to me here, we must go across the Channel to get 
it. It is a necessary of life to us as well as to them. 
Without it we shall die! We must go at once—for all 
may be sold if we arrive late!” : ’ 

Within a week the Major and his family were in 
England. They were quite happy. Need it be added 
that they were now in possession of Mr. Punch’s Pocket- 
Book for the coming year ? 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Lorp Brasourne’s Mountain Sprites is occasionally 
amusing. The Illustrations, by Exnst Griset, are after 
the style of Gustave Dort—only a yey long way after. 
If names go for anything in Art, M. Gnzasr ought to 
come out well in oils—like a Sardine. ; 

A new Edition of The Works of Father Prout, edited 
by Cuas. Kent (RovTLEepGE anp Son). ‘* What say you, 

ENT?” Well, what Mr. Kent does say in his Preface is 
the most interesting ion of the book. ‘To quote the 
Bard again—‘‘ ’Tis noble, Kent,” and is justly due to the 
memory of FRANCIS HONEY, of whom it an be 
honestly recorded, that, with all his rollicking Irish 
humour and classic wit, 

“‘ Nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it.” 


The Secrets of 8 Conjuring, by the late Ropert 
Hovupin, edited by Protesser HorrMan, are no secrets 
now. ‘‘ Every school-boy’’ knows them, and has tried 
them, including the Decapitated Head, which necessi- 
tates some carpentering tions on the dining-room 
table when the Home-Ruling authorities are well out 


of the way. 

Apropos. Just wait till we publish Our Own Boys’ 
Own Book! ‘Vt will be filled with practical directions 
for cutting trapdoors in the floors, making Corsican 
Brother’ Ghosts’ traps down into the cellar, and will 
include a lovely play of Guy Fawkes for private per- 
formance, ing how to pile up the gunpowder and 
the agony, and only omitting the blowing boar y 
will be supplied in our Companion Volume called Our 
Paterfamias’s Own Book, or, How to Spend the 
Christmas Holiday Quietly. All Rights Reserved. 





An Opportunity. 
Tux following advertisement has been sent us :— 
A PRIVATE FIRM, distributing the richest milk from five 
dairies, belonging to Gentlemen Farmers, has VACANC. = 
for THREE or FOUR NOBLEMEN and others, residing wi: n 
two miles of Cavendish Square.—Apply, &c. 
Here’s an opportunity for noble Irish Landed Pro- 
prietors, who may be out of employment just now. 
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THE NE PLUS ULSTER. 


Fair Customer. “‘ BUT IT MAKES ONE LOOK sO LIKE A Man!” 
Bhowwoman. ““TuHat’s J08T THE BEAUTY oF 17, Mise!” 





BEN D’YMION. 
By the Author of “* Loafair,”’ &c. 


VOLUME THE SECOND. 
CHAPTER ONE. 


Tyna wastrinmphant. Instead of being under-nursemaid at the JEwcHarTELs, 
she was Lady Litritemamptow. All the haute monde from Whitechapel was 
at the wedding. The Aaute monde ery obligingly ate ortolans, and pocketed 
one or two of the most ur-"y 

*'Tis a great coup,” 4 or, Sm Sov. S (oe literary genius and Author of 
Topsy Wopsy ; ‘‘ we have saan 

Tord LITTLEBAMPTON knew nothing of English politics. His forte was foreign 
affairs. ‘1 don’t care twopence,” he used to say, “ for a decline of the revenue, 
Reform, or the Corn Laws. Give me real politics—foreign politics t—keeping 
up the name and dignity of England!” 

Bew D'ymion was now always spoken of as ‘‘ Lady LrrrLemampron’s brother.” 
That was quite enough. There were times when ye fa -, a good deal too 
much. But he had become a youth of fashion, and a Personage! 

What more could he want ? 


Onarrer Two. 


Bew Dron was very fortunate in his ts. The Krptey’s were quite 
Model-Lodging-house-keepers. lived in Ratcliff Highway. the 


* Earl to Editor.—Do you recognise St. SNons ? 

Editor to Earl.—Know “nobody like him. 

Earl to Editor.—Biess me! Don't you, really? It’s portrait of some one I knew 
when I was a boy at Stoke Newington. He was connected with the press, I think—— 

Editor to Earl.—Which ‘is name were Hanris; and you remember Mrs. Gawp, 
my Lord? The observation as she made lies in the ap — of it. 

+ Editor to Eari.—\s this Patmerston eo of mm stop a minute. Let's 
see. You're Bew D'ymiow, of course. Then you can't be LiTTLEHAMPTON as 
well. Can't you stick to one character at a time. 

Earl to Editor.—Can't possidly. Pr, FE I am so volatile. Never was in 
such “form.” pores wee ay Son os y, as I wasn’t at Eton or Harrow, 

I did write perp et lama must mix ‘nite. It'll come out splendidly, 
you ‘ll see. “ Forti nih 





‘emily was exceedingly refined. The two we deniers, 
eer, and Sciatica, were the belles of 
ere was a table form foes fa OT a o'clock, 
when, Bars yh. op rg! Ag into the Krptey’ 
jeunesse dor to 8 
— i, and fisting = the he 
RGEOSA, the youngest and course 
fell in love with Bew D’ymtow. 
Bo did ee Countess MumprorpD. 
So did iy hay 
Tyga saw danger. ** Bew D’ymrown,” she said one 
day, ‘I’ve taken — for you at the Albany. You 
must get to the ws 
“ It strikes me, fn Bem D’ymow, looking from his 
window out on to the ——E gy: “*T am as high as I 
can be; and as to trees, I am certainly up a pretty 
considerable poplar.” 
** Despondency is the death of action,” she rejoined. 
** You know my ‘thou, that the Human Will—” 
** Oh, yes,” hastily interrupted Bew D’ymion, “‘I can’t 
ply Jaoees &. I’ve heard it about forty times a 


h “its "ttle rough <r t shall, the 1 a eae 
ave its ’i 2 coe Pao, P 
and its valet, and it shall admired and fatered teved 
and get into Parliament, and * Prime 

she added, changing to a sterner key, ‘‘I have —. 
eably determined on, and what the faman Will deter- 
mines—-” 

_ But Bew D'rurow had stuffed his 

into his Arabesque ears, and fled from 


Carter THREE. 


InRevaLenta, Countess Mcumprorp,* was the genius of 
Whiggism, and the ‘nag om of London Soci f course 
she was surpassingly beautiful, or I s dn’t mention 
her. Her silken eye-lashes fell on a cheek of calico 
whiteness; her eyes were like emeralds of the first water ; 
her hair was a delicate amber, and her breath ambero- 
sial. Her alabaster fingers were loaded with diamonds ; 
but there was no danger, as by hey | of brooch she wore 
a ——-- Beware—Load Please not to touch 


“= hes Earl MumProrD, was a most amiable 
character. Whenever his wife came home, he went out. 
[f she had a party, he went fishing in St. James’s Park. 
Even if he were under the same roof with spouse, he 
never saw her, but alwa me communicated with her by 
means of letters, post-cards, and a private telephone. 

ay all that, he loved her dearly, and she was devoted 
to him! 

‘*Dyure, darling,” she said one day to our hero, 
“I’m going to havea tournament at Mumpford Castle ; 
you must come up and help.” 

Bew D'ymiow bowed his statuesque form to the ground, 
and kissed the lily-white digits of the Peeress. 

“And you’re to be Private Secretary to a Cabinet 
Minister as well,” she went on. ‘‘That’ll suit you, 
won't it, dear?” 

** It certainly startles me,” said Ben D’ruiow, gulping 
down his emotion. ‘“‘HowcanI ever repay you?” he 
added, while he took ney oem — his oa 
and wondered if that would be enoug 


me Repay eon she "said, ‘by becoming Prime 
inis , 

“i Sill,” said Ben D’ymton, rapturously. 

And he purchased a penny ide to the House of Com- 
mons, an old number of the ’s Year agg =" and 
pesme Private Secretary to the Right Hon. Sipyrr 

ILTON. 


Caaprer Four. 

Viert Prruzox + was now Vicar of 8, VEsTIARIVS ; 
and the Tournament at Mumpford Castle was got up to 
please him. 

He was the great attraction of London. ’Twas Inrgva- 
LENTA that procured him the living. As she preferred 


* Earl to Editor.—Do you know who this is? Eh? 
Editor to Eari.—No. Give it up. 
Earl to Editor. —Sodol. Aba! excuseme. Iam so volatile! 


+ Earl to Editor.—Watch Vier. carefully. You'll see. 
M-wn-wo or N-wu-w ? “ Mf. or NV.” as the case may be? 
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SYMPATHY. 


Picture Dealer. ** AH—IN EARLY LIFE I TOO MIGHT HAVE BEEN AN Artist!” 
Painter. “’Lon! Wh’ A PITY YOU WEREN’T!—rTvUT-T-T-T! ‘CoULD HAVE BOUGHT YOUR OWN Picture, y'xNow!!” 
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him to anybody else, of course he got preferment. He presided over a 

staff of en te young, very —s and most ale Curates. SONGS OF THE SCIENCES.—I. ZOOLOGY. 
Mumpford Castle was a Northern stronghold. It wason aslight) ©! merry is the Madrepore that sits beside the sea, 

a of some six thousand feet. The town lay at its feet.| The cheery little Coralline hath many charms for me ; 

Au deer roamed about the sylvan domains. There was | | love the fine Echinoderms of azure, green, and grey, 

i. Keep, so called after Don Jouy, Spanish prisoner, who| ‘hat handled roughly fling their arms impulsively away : 

paid for his own keep, after the Armada. ; Then bring me here the microscope and let me see the cells, 
Tyga was the Queen of the Chivalry. Among the cavaliers assem-| Wherein the little Zuophyte like garden floweret dwells, 

bled for the jousting were various kinds of Knights, including the We'll take the fair A nein thease cant 

ponpus Enignt, Che Masetens Kaige, the Knight belese Last, and Since RonpELetivs has said when fried ’tis : to eat ; 

** May | wear the colours of Lady Lirrtenampron?” said Prince Dyspeptics from Sea-Cucumbers a lesson well may win, 


in tones ; They blithely take their organs out and then put fresh ones in. 
Fepsezan to Trna, in Chat Celie’ theengh bev. The Rotifer A whirling round may surely bear the bell, 


7) ‘ ” ‘ “ ¥ 
Ney, dearest Princo,” Teplied Trna, ® No one can weat_my) With Oceanic Hydrozoids that Huxuer knows so well. 


lam 
turned his own colour—scarlet, and began to cry. You ’ve heard of the Qetepan, ’tis a pleasant thing to know, 
tenderly, as she wiped up the; He has a ganglion makes blush not red, but white as snow: 
shief. And why the strange Cercaria, te goa ae Ryd back, 
all,” said Forsitan, wildly. ‘‘ Lord Lirritenamp-| Wears ever, as some ladies do, a fashionable ‘‘ sac: ” 
and in the natural course of things will pre-| And how the Prawn has ites that on his head make holes, 
i do then, poor ies ? i’ ; Ask Doctor CopBoxp, he'll say they ’re just like tiny soles. 
ysterically. “Who spoke of ‘Then study well Zoology, and add unto your store 
’ ’ ’ 
he gasped, elutching the astonished) ‘The tales of Biogenesis and P lore : 
fre Ri in Destiny. As Parey neatly has observed, when into life they burst, 
vs lett oe anid Vie The frog and the philosopher are just the same at first. 
+ while ° wnoer Se Set. But what’s the origin of life remains a puzzle still, 
: BREVALENTA.| Tot TrNDALL, HAECKEL, BasTIAN go wrangle as they will. 


and my Star!” said Forsrran. 
cracked,” added Innevatenta. And Above Proof. 
; , : “ Laying Spirits in the Red Sea.” This suggests inoubation by 
* Earl to Editor.—They ’1l think this is Nar. His phrase, know. Get , : : 

hold of a phrase, clap it on toa man, and there ’s sour palidied need ‘Ain’t | disembodied Mother Carey’s Chickens. How many Spirito do they 
volatile lay per x Ls wag. KELYNE and Costs, - ae, ey 
to Earl.— Who on earth ?—oh, Bismancx, I . Well ! YLD, +» whom Spirits, as reported ualst 
to Editor.— Shall pp been ha of Baw DB’ Yoon to Ban announced, when they had tied a knot, that had Pood it.” 
volume, just to give it an extra flavour ? They *‘ dood” Dr. Geonrax WYLpD, we ’spects; and they’ve ‘‘ dood” 

to Earl.—Why D'Inton? He's not of Spanish extraction. Too strong. | a lot of other clever people as well. 
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so early, came so late, and, when it arrived, the ‘‘ Crawl,” despite 
GAIETY AND FOLLY. our tragedian’s most strenuous endeavours, was undeniably don 
Domesy and Son was reduced to Florence, Fironence appeared The ‘utter absurdity” is solely re- 
as Captain Cuttle twice, and has now disap; altogether. We markable for Mr. GaRDEN’s wonderful 
should like to see Mr. Frorence in a ? make upas Signor Gassaleri, which can- 
good piece ; as yet we have not had that ; not be properly appreciated except by 
joyed his dry humour those who have previously seen him as 
ing in the Mi , the young Country Squire, Sir Robert 
j han Boobleton, in The Upper Crust. i 
not often that an Actor has two good 
chances in one evening; and Mr. GakDEN 
invests both parts with such distinct 
individuality as shows him to be a 
genuine \ 
If Mr. Toorz, as Mr. Doublechick, 
almost exhausts himself, and the merri- 
ment of the audience in Zhe Uj 





Tuz Pow? or tue Piece. 


Tue Curtis Suow. ith - popularity of an  individinal 
audience, Au plaisir, Mr. Froren e came away with one deep regret, 
if you come with good pieces, we shall welcome your perusal, alas, t00 late! of the programme, where we found the 
a Large Majority. ollowing information, that— 

a tcean'e elle eee Cee Rene, ond in| ‘In the Saloon of this Theatre is on view the picture of a Chinese Lady, 
Mr. Tooxn’s Folly, though t show pointes by Mr. Watrzr Goopman, who has had the honour of submitting 
at once. Nowadays|when faree-acting is and wh work to the inspection of Her Maj the Quen, at Windsor Castle. 
farces are of very little value to any body—being red to ‘‘a mere | This is the first representation of a Chinese yin her native costume ever 
farce ’—the notion of iving a painted by a European Artist.’ 

“laughable farce to follow,” What a chance we missed! By the way, the paragraph does not 
with the principal Comedian in inform us what opinion Her 
it is excellent. But then the Masestr was graciously 
farce, should be really “ laugh- pleased to express on this 
able,” there should be some- Ltr work of art. Was he invited 
thing in it as in Monron’s to submit it? 

Grimshaw, Bagshaw, and smuggled, picture and all 
Bradshaw, the immortal Boz into’ Wind-or Castle, 

and Coz, and — others =. then did he happen to be in 
that take us back to the palmy pS the vestibule as the QuEEN 
days of farce, when people went wo was passing through, who 
to “‘see Wricut,” or “see ; 4 = |said, ‘‘What is Ae doing 
yew acy sl cane oes of an , there ye ** Chinese Lady 

el phi Screamer wi RIGHT A Fio’ or Lanwevacr. our Majesty,” stammer : 
at the one place, and something the Chief Butler. ‘‘Takeit | 
not quite so broad, but equally mirth-provoking, at the Haymarket, | away at once,” replied the Tur Faux Pa’. 
with Bocxstows and Compton in it. Queen. But this is merely : 

_ The Light Fantastic, put forward as “a new and utter absurdity,” | ‘an utter absurdity” as an hypothesis. To think, too. that every 
is exactly what it describes itself to be, i.c., it is “ new,” never | night there is a “‘ First Representation” at the Folly! Why, it’s a 
having been played before,—though we fancy Mr. H. J. Brrow could | big advertisement in itself! And why doesn’t Mr. Tooxz, who is 
poy well tell the value of each jeu de mot he has put into it, and | not a bad hand at advertising, add it to his daily show—** Real 
ar be it from us to blame him for evincing a sentimental affection | Chinese Painted Lady! Now on view! Every night. Folly Theatre.” 
towards old friends who have him con- | “ First Representation of a Chinese Lady in her Native Costume! ! 

am, siderable service in their time,—and it is, there To-night. Folly Theatre.” Then 

me! is no doubt about it, ‘‘an utter absurdity,” “Mr. Toorz and the Chinese Lady! 





specially in its absurd utter-ances. : ; Every evening 2 io notice!” 


The utterly absurd ditty, “Zhe Domestic : ; Well, Mr. as as 
Man,” is lu; in anyhow, and is not strikingly | <A the Public run after you, your little 
,.- Domestic Man’s” sole merit of 4 ein pA Street, 
i es , will “Folly my Leader. 
Bless you! Take her (the Chinese 
Curtain, 


- . is paid off, and the rest 

Naw Sussex Countsy Dancer $0n¢ 00 board the Good Fortune, built 

e —CRAWLBY. y Mr, CooHLan. 

“Grits ”’—suT No We've not seen Where's the Cat? 
Pints. ing i ; i but are informed that it has neither head nor tale. Queer animal 

. in i i i pop We beg to recommend to the notice of playgoers a capital article 

tragedian a real i on Les Mousquetaires au Cowvent, in the Theatre of month, 

when Mr. Samuel Shthery has once been seen, and when in five| written and signed by Mr. MF . The sooner those 

minutes you've become i i objectionable picture-posters advertising Les Mc es disappear 

Slithery is likely to do, and w ituati from our hoardings the better for the 8 reputation, and, 

develope Slithery’s iari ! i ultimately, for his pocket. For ourselves, we shall welcome almost 

and Slithery finds hi i i i ience. | anything at the Globe in the place of this so-called “ comic 

The puns may be DP sae i- | which might have been adapted so harmlessly and so amusingly, but 

mals on whom a which is, unfortunately, so stupidly vulgar. 

joke 2 the world told 

give their opinions on . 

and if the public throng y Comyort vor Visrrors To THE Carrie SHow.—Whatever the 

to admit that there must fog or drizzle may be in other parts of London, st lalington there's 

to admit everybody. ‘e to be some very fine Wether. 
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A NEW WOULD-BE GOVERNMENT. 
To the Seldom-at-Home Secretary. 


Srz,— London is about to be pestered with a new form of Govern- 
ment. We have Imperial rulers who seem able to manage nothing 
that is not ten thousand miles from England ; we have Rulers 
who are pulling down half London at a cost of countless millions, 
and fattening a h herd of land-jobbers, builders, and con- 
tractors, and now we sprin, into existence 
— kind of 2s, Buty at : twit = aera, ae sugges 
lve funetions, a bree _ - ractical authority 

Siete Gomes tems aapety coll 
y x ves from ex 
activity in fields far beyond the ae 
Acts of Parliament oe Oe have enabled them to make 


". ~ new pe comme 


they may be deliberating about Clube, proposing te inspect ‘ Flats,’ 
g to 
domiciliary visits to Bachelors’ chambers in the Tem 
and Lincoln’s Inn, instituting inquiries am > the happiness of those 
who have taken the vows of marriage, and suggesting further 
restrictions <a private and public liberty. 
In their o ee bee Tee pove chews, cams 
more than their average ignorance 
cussion there was no voice to tell earns. no sllgicas bolle 
object to an pe pa Government inspection. Sitting in all their 
wooden age ey glorying in the belief that Clapton 
and § yh! = one Be cmeery penne the true faith, 
and they, iy bag paws a cameos e only moral censors, they 
and kebaene tho sedcton Festoent and f ies ike my 
ughters as the stri tans, ar to consign 
them to such unlicensed, uninspected p ine eoaldity repre- 
sented by pharisaically’ a: a Do the Meddievenens 
panne Pray Bor veg of v be inspected, and Social Inquisitors 
pointed 0 inuire into the domesti affairs of each individual, 
fan mn Psterfamilins down to the scullery maid 
The world is often governed, and is he quite content to be 
governed, by fools, but the fools must be brilliant, and have some 
ts of —— o> with the governed. But here is an unwieldy 
sent, of nam mediocrities, i through mouthpieces that 
hardly up to an ordinary Vestry level, who, having made 
system a farce, and our chief thoroughfare an open 
jars for ~faced Vice, are now asking a 
ment Department that Eeenemp yet grappled = 
work, to out of its way to fan 
into a Smithfield flame. 


b half is legitimate 
its legitimate 
the spark of religious discord 
The Law 00 i existe hes full power to deal 
with any conventual grievance tha arise. 


The Home Office has committed pA follies in its time—follies 
that have led to crimes ; but the instinct of self-preservation, w: 
Governments with the lowest animals, 


share the oil surely caves Ooms 
this last act of Clerkenwell inspired idiocy. poyon ayy JuNIvs. 





The ‘‘ Beak” and the Birch. 
“ Sir James Inouam asked the surgeon if he had ever known any ry 
effected by a birch rod.—Mr. Murruy said he had.—Sir James: But lhe rat 
to signify signify. There is nothing injurious to health in a good administration of 


A Schoolboy loguitur— 
No doubt, Sir James, you’re very glib and clever, Sir, but still 
You’d find the birch does signify wh laid on with a will. 
Just let me take the rod in = fe see how od would feel : 
A“ administration ” raise aggravating wheal. 
Though not ** injurious to th te bee woul: make you blench, 
And would you sit so easily next day upon the bench ? 





A Valuable Discovery. 


Iw a police case reported last week the name of a place in Devon- 
shire occurred, Burlescombe. This i is, evidently, what the Royalty 
Theatre claims in its advertisements ‘The An Home 

ered Burlesconsbe ? What a subject for a 
in the of Art.” Is 

here? We must send out explorers. 

up first. A Travelling Company on Tour 





Latest Telegram to the Fleet. 
W. E. G. to Admiral S-ym-r.—“‘ Porte Ir 1sy’7.” 


*,* This telegram was delayed in transmission, owing to considerable 
adithchty in finding the Fleet. ¥ -) y 


of | and Queen’s yiood along 
visits, inasmuch as they are i Saag 





TO A LADY 


DOCTOR. 


AN AFFECTION OF THE HEART, 


h 
‘surely should S. 


The bottle oly solemn] 
I dote on those dear i 


I’ve followed your rules as 


I’ve taker 
uer my ills 


tle pile. 


phen teks tee bey 


But, » Coe 
e 


Lie boas exmetalg niet, — 


convalescence 


Of course ’ve done : 
Seems p oa ro en’ it is true, 


I fancy the li 
Does more 


Come strangest sensations 


wning. 
ht of your 
your physic can 
I’m well when you’re here, bu’ 
Rech Gay when tune Sous 


do. 
ft, believe 


to 
to to grieve me 


That must be the heart. 


Your knowledge is trul 


Each dainty 
I read ‘* Haustus statem 


see, 


What wonder you took the M.D. 1 


I hang on each 


word that you utter 


With sage Avsculapian 
But feel tiv in a terrible flutter,— 
It comes from the heart. 


Have 
Tha 
If so, 


OF cll that I've felt, 


ou ever felt the emotion, 
steth ne’er could reveal ? 


ce have a notion 
and still feel. 


Oh say, could you ever endure me? 
Dens Docks, 70s Zavis te ron test. 


There bs A 
T 


can cure me— 
my heart! 





‘More Light!” 


Ir the 1 
oa ee 


Fields to assist the 
of the Courts is concluded at 4 p.m. 


the of the Law Courts comes 
side, out some of 


uminaries in the Chancery Courts 
a bees fe fhe Some ware 6 oe 


brilliant, 
llors 


pavement in ’s-Inn- 
which only resemble an 
ean Mi aac on Nes oe 


are ¥ 
Vi 


when the doors are 
out and’ joins ite brother fog out- 





SHAKSPEARE AT THE CATTLE SHOW, 
“ Anp we shall feed like oxen at a stail, 


The better cherish’ 


still the nearer 
IV, lst Part, Act V. Be. 2. 
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TAKING TIME BY THE FORELOCK. 
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Gwendoline. ‘* Uscus Gronas says EVERY WOMAN OUGHT TO HAVE 4 Prorgssion, AND | 1RINK BE’S QUITE BIGHT! ” 
Mamma, *‘Isvezo! AND WMaT Paorgssion po You MEAN TO CHOOSE?” 


Gwendoline. “1 wuaN TO BR A ProfesstonaL Beaviy !” 








THE GREEK QUESTION. 


Yesrerpay afternoon a meeting was held at Flaneurs’ Buildings 
to discuss the claims of the Greeks. Lord ConstaBte presided. and 
among those present were Mr. Davptex, M.P., Mr. Twappier, M P., 
Mr. Doppexee, M.P., Mr. Tuycaer Hepps, M.P., and Mr. Ap 
Getren, M.P. : 

Lord Constante remarked that he was going to be very brief 
(loud expressions of delight), and would say what he had to say in 
the smalle+t possible space. (Renewed demonstrations of pleasure.) The 
Greeks were a very ancient race. Of that there could be no doubt. 
(H-ar! hear!) Lord Brzow went to Greece and wrote some pretty 
poetry about the country. Mr. GrapstownE (uproarious cheering) was 
very fond of Homer. Hence it was the om every Englishman 
te support the claims of the Greeks. (Hear / r!) Now, what were 
the claims of the Greeks? They were indeed multitadi 
the Greeks were such a and pi ue nation, that they 
would claim anything (cheers), and the chance they had of ing 
goat they Gatene, omnes) — —s aed ee € 

reeks been very y_ treated, especially nd. 
Would it be believed that during the late ad an - 
istration which the speaker was happy to say had for ever 
(cheers), a Greek, a descendant of the race whi pein Hesse, 
had been sent to prison for writing threatening to a lady 
(Groans.) They might well groan, but there was even a worse case 
im the background. (Sensation.) A Greek named Pericizs ARisTo- 


4 


it 


TRLES, came not lon over to this country and joined a certain 
Club, a Club into which Turks had beea ‘sdmitted. (Groans.) Pexicies 
AxisToTELes, with the simple romance which endears the Greek to 
the En at cards at that Club. Poor, downtrodden, 

of nature, he was discovered with two or three 
kings up his sleeve. The and the audience lived in a Chris- 
tian country, and he ask them to moderate their indignation 
when ELES was actually expelled 


fey that Pexicies Axistor 

from the Club. (Groans.) Was this the way to treat the Greeks? (No! 
no!) Was it not an essential part of the Greek’s character to kee 

kings up their sleeves when they were playing cards? (Hear! hear ') 





In the words of the great Greek poet, he would remark, “‘ polu- 
phloisboio thalasses,”” and demand that something, he didn’t know 
what, should be done for the Greeks. (Loud cheers.) 

Mr. Doppgerea, M.P., concurred with every word that the noble 
Lord had said. It was disgraceful to this country to think of the 
way in which the Greeks were treated. He actually knew of a 
merchant in the City who would not deal with a firm of Greeks be- 
cause he said they were such slippery thieves. (Groans.) Yes, he 
said they were slippery thieves. ( ed groans.) 

Mr. Tuycxe Heppe. M.P., knew of even worse instances than had 
been quoted. (Sensation.) He had been told of a restaurant in the 
City, frequented by Greeks, which blind, bigoted Englishmen had 
given up ry for the paltry reason that the s stole their 
umbrellas. (Groans.) 

The meeting then broke up. 





THE CITY MONTENEGRO. 
(One more Sonnet for the Lawreate’s New Book.) 


I nose to show them a half-sovran tail, 

To turn to chaff their “* freedom ”’ on this height, 
Grim, comic, savage; worse by day and night 
Than any Turk: yet here, all over scale, 

I watch the passer as his footsteps fail 
With dauntless hundreds struggling, main and might, 
To cross, one out of sight,— 
And reach this haven where the strongest quail. 
O, smallest steeples! Precious throne 
Of Freedom ! y, I merely swell the swarm 
That surge and seethe in curses and in tears! 
<n ! Never since thine own 
Odd d drew the cloud and brake the storm 
Have you produced a mightier crop of jeers! 





Tue Lozp Mayor's Restpence.—The Munching House. 
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Tue Paiwe Mivisrer. “ YES, AS YOU SAY, YOU’VE GIVEN UP DULCIGNO. WELL, WE’LL GIVE YOU BACK 


C 


FOR DISTURBAN 


COMPENSATION 


YOUR FRIEND, GOSCHEN!” 


** Mr. Gorcnes has told his colleagues that he will return to Constantinople about the end of January.”— Times, Dec. 1. 
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NOTES FROM THE DIARY OF A CITY WAITER. 
P . Maui: 


¥ 


] 
| " 
| 

| 

! 


Mit 
I} | 


| ' 


| 
| 


DQ 


ay trubbles we poor Weitere bg ty ny wy a - py my 
egsperience, | su: ought ow a ) wine 
i and so I a _ to my mind, the we wine in the world . to 

ite Livery pennies. y ere are jellous 
Idjuts who wants to abbolish ’em ! 

But of coarse wen I speex of our trubbel about Wine, I means at Tayvuns. 
With the old stagers its all rite, we knows what they likes and we gives it ’em, 
but wen we has a lot of young Swells who knows nethink about Wine, in course 
we don’t give them quite the werry best. It mightn’t agree with ’em and would 


be like throin Purl afore Swyne. i 
Well, wen they calls me up and sez, ‘‘ Waiter, this Port won’t do, haven’t 
you somethink better than this thick stuff?” I takes up the bottle and looks at 
it and smells it, and I sez, sez I, ‘‘ This ain’t a bad kind of wine, Gents, but 
it isn’t the sort of thing they should ha’ sent up for such as you. ‘You want a 
older and a thinner wine, somethink like wat we gives the Lonp Mane and the 
Sheriffs.” ‘ Yes,” sez they, ‘‘of course we do.” So away I goes with the 
decanter down to the Cellarman, and I sez to him, ‘‘ Brix,” I, “ here’s 
a older and thinn ine,” I ti 


d about the nobblest of all ani- 


in the world, but I should back the noblist |‘ 


drinks, Wine, and for 


good downwrite unmisstaketable 
Lyin, Wine would beat Hosses all in in i ! 


ts and win 





A GUILD GOOD FOR SOMETHING. 


[Rererrine to a change lately made by the Society of 
Apothecaries in its arrangements for the sale of 
drugs, the City Press remarks :— 

“The reputation which Apothecaries’ Hall has always had for 
the purity of the drugs to be obtained there will not be diminished 
one iota by the jam if that be ble, be added to. 
The Society of Apo is one of the City Companies which 
has retained to the present day its ancient functions to the 
advantage of the community, and the Society has devoted the 
funds at its disposal to giving prizes in competition in botany 
for registered students, prizes in botany also for young women, 
pharmaceutical chemistry, &c, The Society has also a fund for 
widows, and one for distressed members, &o.’’} 


In scientific 
Space eeere. 
Thels drugs, and hands too, pure. 
Culture of physic to te 
Rods I 
owmen’ 0 
To charitab: on 
sa eae en ee ' et cash 
ey should bestow 
Nor few in hk - calipash, 
And calipee, to go. 
O Gog and M , there’s a Guild, 
Whereof vat Gl may brag, 
erfilled 


Not as of ov 
By means of squandered swag : 


A Guild unspotted by the stain 
Of malversation an 

For choice, a gentleman were fain, 
Of that & rather, free. 


If they to Pri or Pee: 
Thear ps ped should pews od 

The ’Pothecaries him, no fear, 
Would honour do indeed. 


Se the ipot-Scrapers, thri 
fy Sor Pak eo liers ! ss 
And may their Hall for aye survive 
lackfriars ! 


In Water Lane, B 





REMARKABLE DISCOVERY IN LONDON. 
A.D. 2002. 
Dvunuve the excayations for the New Bulphurte - 


wa between 
a curious 


or dancing-room, 
or two broken statues of i 
dess to the 


by a 
Jackasses, who 
did their best to Quakerise London in 1880, 








ate TreEe F's, (New reading).—France, Force, 
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GRIFFITHS'S VALUATIONS. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 11. | “JESTER JAMES.” 
(From Mr. Dunbilk to Mr. Vigo, e Z the _Telephone Case ite 
the Tailor.) _ RNERAL made 
Sik,— x —_ aiioted your ning point—a ae? exception i 
clothes airFiTHs’s Valuation, : - ; 
and find that they do not bear from an eminent Counsel, elicits 


' “laughter” from his own side 
one-third of the value you have 4 
r , ‘eye or if made by the sends 
them. In future I abide by 


the whole Court into fits—an 
Gatrrirus’s Valuation. I do not | 


—— which, i 
pledge myself to pay even a . «The Court ! into Mourning.” 
Pied at —, given time, or 


pay it at bat I write . Nothing in story of wit and 


humour 
demenk: what I think of your fal —-¢ Fd sjoke. It must be 
la at. Everybody, from the 
ay A ay 
is In at 
it; and ae Sees me pe te 
In the Tel ‘Case Mr. 
Bensamin told the da story | 
about the Marquis de Sr. Crz, | 
and the Republican ry. 
It was greeted with “‘ laughter.” 


#4 


QE 





From prey Fluker, the Manager, to 
Mr. Fagin, the Author. 


Sre,— I have submitted your 
scale of fees to the test of Guir- 
rirus's Valuation, and find that 
it is not one, -- but ex- 
tortionate. play our 
pieces for } ~~ without 


Becreces BEYSTASB Best 















































sending you a farthing, and im- b 
forty ami tar dre Whoweyeg op rreans Snr i 
rom France and Germany. one—observed, that “this was in 
) not a ‘sin-cere’ ment,” 
| pon Be Seton a hich was Powarded with mh 
t} Sr,—You write to me com- ‘ood ! Bravo, Sir Henry 
plaining of my last notice of your James! Not “ Dismal Jewry,” 
performance in a worthless Ame- at all events, but still not quite | 
rican piece, first brought to this up to our mark as yet. Go on 
i | country by a more worthless improving, and you might make 
American actor. I hate American it woth ittle Benzamin’s while 
: jeces and American pes ped wy ety ve 
ith to yourself, all I can trump joke in your 
say a oe as ave tested your og Any facetia he likes to send 
j by Gaspeisnes in to our acoompanied by a 
) sluation, and find iat I have GENERAL SIR F. ROBERTS, R.A. stamped and addressed envelope 
} talent. — paiaeal ae your! Sax te coxgvgRinc Hero—cors. A Picture or a Soupige, poh ge dig ae 
: (Who's GRIFFITHS am AND A VERY VALUABLE Sprrcimen oF a Rozents, R.A. say— Punch-tually attended to. ad 
———— ; 
' D 
MOT HETH TO AARON, J uth read Endymion! Thplendid york! Altho’ I don’t quite tvig pr 
1 Aanes, Vv him ath "yw often thold on enavath dhmall or big— 8p 
Hexe’rx you health, my tear; I vish yer loth of luck! : ath St. Sebastian, or nearly—in thith manner = 
RacuEt’s a i Bese ts teash, and thagtiment pave musk. urnoth u in Lord B.’s book, togged, and vithout Dianner. 
) But forty-five’ A no nonthenth after that, But love LA ! Gorgeouth, my tear. Shvelth all in Thunday 
And that bone and bettle th a lovely bit of fat. 
| You have left it latish, eae but ath Beaxy thaith, vath Time? | Thilkth, rotheth, alabasther armth, Jovelth and all the resth. 
Our tip, ith Opportunity |—a Reastnent thublime. My Juprrn thvears it makes her faint, i i — lendourth are tho rich ; 
Success! Yeth, thath the sbtar of life, the only fized one, Aanoy ; Aas cunaee hath o poetty tathte te. quite ans gasnenth, viet 
i Tho, if your Racuzt ithn't quite a budding Can hardly be too fine for her. But vy Endymion 
. She bath the shekelth handy, 8 and they ding not ttedes like bletthomth, Vell, = va matterth? Therth vone thought Ip ve often dvelt C 
) aa bes potthomth. oe Geet Bagel —cne ber cane *| And thath the uthe of Moonthine! Ah, my tear + phe ith es 
I piltete you 've just sthruck tvelve, my tear, I do, upon my life, Vat therves a feller bletht vith it better than brainth Sc 
) Bike?” Corks ith foolth to'uth oe rithen through a vife! ee ei cae wy Bre ween ho on 
J : . | 
; — i to uth at that, balloonth mere leaden Vy to aac srt = aon Oe "th thi to bite, | 
You may keep down rath or radicalth, or little foreign stathes ; r to path o or iamondeh, ven there thn too moch lig’ 
panel ee one nee, eee Or to putthle thlo ——— ‘ithionth vaguely grand, | s 
The impudenth of street boyth, or a lenderth rate per shent ; 2 Salome oy Scene us Sy vat o triektl | B 
You may keep down the forbidden fleth at thes,—yeth, even that,— | 75 hie vin thith Uni Spaeth il Moonthine! Vy it lickth W 
| sain est cies ti essen ea ta ar Kata 
: From Puansorn time to Brramancxta vere to = se mine =, as | 
The Tribsh vould be too moch for them. blotted thought! bright. 
4 And vy? | apne ee BR joe sel beet el 
. see Down in Houndediteh ith the | Or you might ath vell t the vorid vith dipth, 
Y Success! Ah, Aaro nox, you t rahe eran 
j Just the ath up at Hughenden; no matter if the moner —* wenaeens mosth thplendid th 
) aed un ha rebar "the hold the vianng ear Fete, Manes) OS zach Cupp and Tupogumnra an old band 
q The falth and fiat-fathed Muthoovite may thrust uth from hith | °"y ” T thaith, “the ‘ei Ty? kal the the ant the F 
And the thausage-eating Teuton at uth cock hith coarth thnub dreth— : 
4 But it vorks, my tout, fe vorks, just like the leeves in the lump,” | Thining, and bought by thelling the Philithtinth—thath thuoceth ! 
}: ; Aidit iho’ the pet pargains fat vone reach at «Jump And th te of all the Gentilth wrath, till the vorld’th sthory clotheth, 
| rth ith a vetting rathe, my friend, you know, and thoon or late, The Peopleth thtill vill vait, and oi, ath thure ath my nameth fe 
a They thay, ath everything comth round to thoth who vill but vai Mornersa. bess 
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“VIVE LA LIBERTE!” 


Ma. GRisEwoop, an attempted to 


woman from the hands of 


prisonment, and 
ted without 

sea ony Per 

alleged i 


” 
’ 


1d 

and, least of sanctioned 
sander and eet of al, ase 
pn pen to consist, as Figaro has 
in “ suppressing the liberty of others.” 





Roberts at Woolwich. 


GeneRzaL Roserts gave his thanks 
To the brave men “‘ of all ranks,” 
Who had battled in the van 
There in far Afghanistan. 

at was right, so Bravo ‘‘ Bozs!” 
Here ’s a man who never robs 
Rank and file of meed of glory, 
That their names may live in story. 





“THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN.” 

A Pustic Appeal has lately been made for donations 
and subscriptions in aid of ** Destitute Children’s 
Dinners Society.” Here, certainly, is an innocent and 
praiseworthy dine a mite plot which all may safely con- 
spire to help and encourage. 


| MoCizzom. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


UNCOMPROMISING. 


The Doctor's Daughter. ‘‘I DECLARE YOU ’RE A DBEADFUL FAawatio, Mra. 


I DO BELIEVE YOU THINK NOBODY WILL BE SAVED BUT YOU AND 


your Minister |” 
Old Lady “ AWEEL, MY DEAR, AH WHILES HAE MA DOOBIS ABOOT THE 
Meenister !”’ 





= 





THE BENCHLESS BARON, 
A Technical Tragedy in Active Rehearsal. 


CHARACTERS. 
Tae Baron (an outcast). Cares (his friend). 


Critical crowd of Appellants, Witnesses, Ushers, Defendants, Suitors, 
Advisers, &c., &c. 


Scene—A Hall of Justice—Enter Baroy, wildly pursued by Critical 
Crowd. He makes for the Bench and seizes a chair. Thunder 
and lightning. Uproar. 

his wig, and glancing fiercely and defiantly at 

- Ha! I am even with ye at last. 

rightful am once more on the 
myrmidons though ye be. 

!1—I say. To judgment! 


They . The darkens. 
is it thas ye dare insult the highest official in 
—- 7 ae the seal of office. 





means it not unkindly. Do you not see, my 

Baron, that you have conceived that you have acting in the 
exercise of yout jurisdiction under the Public Worship Act, as Dean 
of the Arches, and have appeared, and professed to act as Dean 
of the Arches, and not as Judge under the Pablic Worship Act; 
whereas, in truth, i you under the Act Dean of the 
Arches, this was after the new jurisdiction was created and con- 
ferred ; and that as Dean of the Arches you had no er to exercise 
the new jurisdiction, but could only act under the Church Discipline 
Act ; so that thus, only showing an authority as Dean of the Arches, 
you failed to show any authority at all. (Gently.) I make it clear to 


e, do I not ? 
, Baron (descending slowly from his chair). Fairly, Caanues, fairly ! 
But yet methinks I am somewhat dazed and foggy ! For if I be not 
the Dean,—in heaven's name tell me, let me know the worst,— 
who and what then may I be? [AU fall back. 
Charles (with emotion). Hush! Not before these! (Whispering 
to him softly.) Who mayst thou be? Ha! Blighted and benchless 
Baron, that is a secret that even Cuarues, thy friend, has yet to 
fathom! But I’ll look into the Public Worship Act, and may be,— 
now cheer thee,—I say, may be—we some day ! 
Chorus of Everybody (wit 
Twinkle, twinkle, legal star, 
How we wonder what you are! 


(Cuartes leads him off tenderly as the Curtain slowly descends, 





Our Musical Box. 


Tax Old Ship, composed by Warten Mayrwanp, for Mr. Kewpat 
at the St. James’s but not P oan, & » see seas 
with a capital chorus. At first we it was an advertisemen 
for Bacon’s well-known hotel at 


Brighton. Not many new tunes in 
our Musical Box just at present. 














—~ a 














shriek would break the 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 


the notice-board of wrecks, that the ship upon 


were centred had sunk beneath the wave. Then I felt certain 
sympathetic group of veteran underwriters would + to offer 


consolation, while some one (in the distance) ed alow 
chant on a hidden organ. The Peeing recei 


poor —_— ha ved 
gold (from a benevolent fund kept for the purpose) would retire 
the guardianship of two sea-captains of venerable cppeeranes, 
woul deslene @ at they would look after her “‘ w ry 


remained in poor old Davey’s locker,” or something to 
nautically kind-hearted effect. And then staid, necessary. 
fashioned business would commence once more, 

ideal of Lloyd’s, and now for the reality. 


1. Dashed open 0 ewing-dews, Sul sate Saas tp Sate am 0 

@ was more useiu an ordinary beadles, was 

some sticks and umbrellas. Then I ascended three flights of 

and dirty stairs fragrant with the fumes of smoke and cooking, and 
e 


panes open another swing-door to com 


le, who seemed to be about twice the size of the first. With th 
me 


grace of a polite and civilised , he ask 
mentioned the name of a friend.” Saddenl 
in stentorian accen 


ge 
5 


suggesting a mixture 
signal and a re rom a four-thousand-and-eighty-one-ton 
Before the reverberating echoes had died away in the vaulted 


a gentleman of the most en; manners @ before 
The gentleman was not my fri Seen rienls trend. He 


cheery shouter in the beadle’s uniform en’ 
great hall. It was, indeed, a wonderful ! Instead of the 
aged book-keepers I had pictured to m , L found a number of 
dear acquaintances, more safe Sg ARN 


Sontaoal ta the vary Koutod tie Gite 


delighted to see me, al I had not come to insure the Great 


Eastern. Tommy, Bruty, Frawx, and Jack 


had just begun to discuss the merits of the last Gaiety Bur! 


when I was startled with a “ Bang! 


lastly, a “ crash |” 
- What was it?” I oe, aes hear that it was th 
ill-fated on the of India, 
, the sounds of which were now being faithfully trans- 


the Royal Exchange! They rg us a for day 

week. This it’s Lg F< ‘ty 
Mt mg Wy Tied a ri boo!” went the J 
** No, it isn’t,” he Somtinuel, © Roast Old 4 


breaking up of some iron-bound coast 
or elsew 


The 
ept for Saturday. Stay—it’s ‘ The Old 


is k 
H 


corrected himself 
‘ The Old Hundredth,’ of course he meant ‘ 


M cars at last had rest; and after feasting my eyes upon 


ae yey yt Pd 


f 
be looking about for an absent screen) sense was assailed. 


“Yes,” said Bruty, answering an interrogatory sniff, “ 

leasant ! We Deve spent 0 bere oeen ween, Se & 

irst we pumped in sewer gas; 
in ing else. Now 


on th 'o ernie autela 
Sipus ipade; hen 1 tasen over the pay ~ Pang mm ee 
it’s hot.i the Poultry, we ale over the Exchange pe memes 

we were passing time rabbits, 
He would mutton-broth—now, wouldn’t you 


; 
3 

rf 
i 
H 

4 





. i 
2 listened ; and as he focogniesl mere than discordan 
** crash,” with the o -_ when he sai 


“=< 





Fortunately Lay Friend’s Friend interposed before I had time to 
answer. He been exchanging merry remarks with some young 
gentlemen, who see been 
running u to him to tell him cer- 


” 


been doing business.”’ ‘‘ Business!” 
and yet no gold-rimmed spectacles, 
and enormous ledgers; o a few 
words entered in a little book, 
and the thing was done! Had my 
Friend's Friend been compiling a 
jest book, he could not have been 
more cheerful. Nay, he might have 


TRANSACTING Business. 
been a great deal less! We now made the rounds of the rooms. 


I found myself passing a crowd of smiling gossi tlemen, 
seated opposite to one another at little tables, who as if they 
had aaliee more serious in the world to do than to ask each other 


conundrums. Had they been Frenchmen, I am sure they would have 
been playing évarté, or partaking of the delicious excitement of 
dominoes! At the upper end were younger men. ‘‘ The House of 
Lords!” whispered Tommy, who joined us for a moment. nt 
peers in their own right are admitted here!” and he was off before 
make any inauiries, Entering a sort of eupboard, we 
saw the telephone in full operation. Jack was —e message to 
Tom about something nautical—I think Billee Taylor. Next we 
entered a library, apparently full of dictionaries. There were also 
some models of new inventions. ‘‘ Great larks those,” said Rrey, 
putting his head in. ‘‘ We get the inventors to explain them!” 

** And now,” said my Friend’s Friend, as Reey disappeared, ‘‘ you 
must see the Captain’s Room.” 

I paused, and a vision of Captain Cuttle apy before me. I 
took out my note-book ready to record the tales of stormy adven- 
tures I expected to hear re- 
lated. I even headed a page 
with ‘‘ How I Weathered the 
Horn in ’26.” I was prepared 
% ioe de aoe Pow 
of a sea dogs. thought 
I should find hooks for arms, 
and gigantic tel in lieu 
4 of umbrellas. I nearly hitched 
up my trowsers in sympathy, 
and brushed up my voca 
x ry of seaterms. I 
, in, and found a luxurious eat- 
Tue Carrarn’s Room—Tus Ipzat. nd age ating gm, ey 
Dick, and Arey, and a lot of their “‘ pals.” There was a luncheon bar 
at the end, and there were boxes on either side. I was received with a 
shout of hospitality. Itried an appropriate joke about ‘‘ the cho 
of the Channel.” It fell flat. Nobody wanted to be nautical. The 
latest story from the ‘‘ Steak”’ in exchange for the freshest ‘‘ good 
thing” from ‘‘the House” was very much more to the purpose. 
“ But why?” I asked—‘‘ why the Captain’s Room?” ‘‘ I am sure 
I don’t know,” answered Ate@y, sipping his Chablis; ‘*’ it’s 
because they sell ships here while a Fellow is quietly taking his 
luncheon! Waiter, some more natives! ”’ 

And with this explanation I left the Captain’s Room. 

But I had more to do. 
Before quitting Lloyd’s I had 
to view the place in quite a 
different light. I had to see 
the vv woes every = 
ment of every ship upon the 
face of the earth was kept 
from day to day. I had to 
recognise that in spite of the 
tone of universal cheeriness 
extending even to ‘“‘ the 

octors” who helped their 
brother underwriters out of 
_— risks), - —— = 

was as well and as , — ’ 
theroughly done as if every Tre Captain's Room—THE eves 
member had worn gold-rimmed spectacles and had his life 
im doddering over masty felis resting om lefty 3 s. I noticed 
that, in spite of their airy manner, JACK, his *‘ pals” were 
thorough men of business. 

As I left, the doorkeeper was shouting in stentorian tones the 
name of a firm I could not catch. If he had wished to describe the 
place in which he was stan , he might have called ‘‘ Work 
combined with Pleasure!” and if he had, 1 should have heartily 
agreed with him ! 


Nig 
Brey 
= 


























return, or for Contributions. In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by 4 


shou id be 
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“* BUSINESS.” 


Belle, (She had tried him on the Royal Academy and ‘‘ Grosvenor,” the decoration 
of the Ball-room, the last Novels, Music and the Drama, Operas, &c.,—couldn’t get 


an idea out of him! Happy Thought !—perhaps he’s Political.) ** le 
News in THe Ciry THIS BVENING |” 


HARDENED, AND FLAX sTEADY aT FrRIDAY’s CURRENCIES !”? 


Béati (brightening up). “Au; Grey Srirtines stIFFENED, EXPORT Yanys | 
[He was purely Commercial / 


THAT MUFFIN-BELL ! 
Arn— Those Evening Bells. 


Tat Muffin-Bell! That Muffin-Bell! 
How many a tale its tinklings tell 

Of youth, and hope, and that glad time 
When my digestion yet was prime! 


The bilious dises I then could eat. 
The bell’s wild whangling down the street 


Ww f boyhood’ te joys: 
I sever, never oa 
How joyously at ir 
The GUimecbelery dae 
The Ley nd jaw, the raucous yell, 
I loved them, loved them passing well. 
Those happy hours are past away, 
Ae must nt wih portion pny, 
w 

Fe ie he tate bale 
And yet soft of old times 
ir mapa ti 

e De Rorz 
To the too noisy Maia Vendor. 4 
But oh! methinks 





A Peep Behind a Grille. 


Mr. Frepericx Gorpon, the successful proprietor of 
the Holborn Restaurant, is the new caterer for the House 
of Commons Dining-rooms. Of course, in his parlia- 
| mentary bills of fare, Mr. Gorpon will prove himself 

truly Liberal, and in er he will be Conserva- 
tive. He must be prepared to provide for any number 
of “parties,” and whatever Honourable Members ma 

be in other parts of the House, the Commons here will, 
no doubt, be found first-rate. It will be, we believe, 
what the Yankees call a “tall affair,” and no short 
Commons. Mr. Gorpon, however, is not expected to 
find all the “ ag Fey ” for every Bill introduced into 
THERE ANY | Parliament. Mr, Mataprop, M.P,, has heard that the 
chef is a Gordon bleu. 








A Man ov Art anv Letrenxs.—Mr. Rosxxuy. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Maxy of the Pictures in Major Seccompe’s Military Misreadings 
of Shakspeare are pery Zemay, and all are amusing. It is worth 
while th ok the 


e sake of the illustration to the 
mis- of line, ‘ power is it that mounts my love so 
igh?” tal! Of course it i 
e’re getting tired of seeing the name of this firm, which seems to 
be doing everything every 
Tea Yor Children. Brightly illustrated with coloured 
RICK WARNE oat Oe as JF is sure iy pol — oe the little 
- ‘ore the ho are over. 
Se nears x 
= ought Narratur de Tea —but it isn’t, 
we it to ourselves. Rights reserved. Be Warne’d in time, 
t grammar, tho’ we are not prepared to deny that it may be 
genius. 
where! It must be at last, and then discarded for ever— 
the fashion returns. Mr. Haxprye of Piccadilly has hit on a 
f hotses depicted, ought to go well. 
His long cards of Lawn Tennis are very bright, but are rather too 
summery a dealing 
legend is ‘‘ The Compliments of the Season ”—which is very compli- 
to they can be —— July and pre- 
in sumer as well as winter? Why should all the compliments be 
kept for December? Are all the uncomplimentary things said 


is published by Messrs. RouTLEepex. 
Afternoon 
pictures of the Sandford and period is published by Frepe- 
at p. 25 whence the book derives its title. The 
to have been 
rae Ne say you Warne’ta g to make use of it, because that 
More Christmas Picture Cards! What games of cards - 
every 
very original notion in his H' Christmas Cards, which are full 
of fe oad spirit and, Hikethe 
mode of with Christmas. As, however, their only 
mentary to Christmas of course— 
sented when due. Why shouldn’t there be compliments of the season 
daring the other eleven months? We don’t pause for a reply 





| because we haven’t time, but at Christmas we follow the fashion and 
| speak by the Christmas Card. 
We oughtn’t to forget one publisher of Festive Christmas 
Cards, who bears the very seasonable name of Tuck. He prefixes 
** RapHaet” to it, which may attract Pre-Raphaelites to his Christ- 
| mas Cards, but for the boys and girls he has only to give himself out 

as Tuckx—‘‘ Tuck Our! ”—or if he’s at home to all of them, *‘ Tuck 
\1n!” afd that will delight every Jack and Jixt of them, who after 
| the Tuck in and Tuck out, will go to bed for the Tuck up. 

The Graphic’s great success is in its delightful picture by Mr. 
Mrtxais ; and the popularity of “‘ Cherry Ripe” will consist in the 

|fact that every Materfamilias in the ‘kingdom is certain to be 
| struck by the etrong resemblance between pretty face and that 
'of her own little pet—for, however numerous the family, and 
| however impartial Pater- and M ias may ess themselves 
| to be, there is sure to be just the little one of whom the prettiest 
icture is always the best representation. Of the illustrations, 
* plain and coloured,” the best are W. L. Tuomas’s “ First Party” 
—not a political subject—Mr. 8. P. Hart’s “* Cupid Toboggarring ” 
| (for translation see Plate—and something so on that Plate !)— 
Mr. R. Catpecorr’s ‘‘ Wychdale’s Steeple-Chase,” tor which we 
care less than for his usual illustrations of nursery rhymes—he is 
thoroughly at home in the nog and not so happy in the fields— 
‘and a charmingly pretty series by Miss Caserta, called ‘ Grand- 
| papa’s Recollections.” 
The Tilustrated comes out strong with Franx Hottz’s picture of 
'* In Wonderland,” and a Special Extra Number for the Young 
| People, full of fairies and toys and dolls, from the pencil of M 
|Crvrxsnanx. Oh, the happy, happy days when we were youn 
| We didn’t get all these pretty gs! No; we were limited to 
| Peter Parley’s Annual. 

The Sporting and Dramatic has a bright and cheery annual with 

plenty of readable writing by popular authors. 


RR 
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SUFFICIENT GROUNDS FOR REFUSAL. 


Scenz—Ofice in Dublin Life Assurance. 


Surgeon of the Company. “‘ Hzaxrt axp Liver sovusp asa Bett. Be Jaroe, ye’ve THE 
rorsket Loure I 1ver saw, Son! Fwuat’s your Business, on Paorsssion, now!” 
Applicant. “1 Haven'’T GoT ANY.” 
Surgeon. *‘Fwuat! Ys pon’? MEAN TO SAY YE’vE Gor Lawp/" Applicant. ‘‘ A FEW AcREs,” 
Surgeon. “‘ Farru | Taix I’m sonny yor ys! Bor ye won't po ror Us/” 
[Certificate refused, 


A WILD CHASE AT WINCHESTER. 


‘*Fox-Hunting Exrraonprnany.—On Wednesday the Hursley Hounds had a novel run. For 
some time the poultry yards at Barton Farm having been visited by Reynard, to discover his where- 
abouts the Hursley pack met at Worthy, and, drawing the osier-beds in the Winnal Moors, Reynard ws 
found near the farm. He bolted south, and came into the city, crossing the North Walls, and into St. 
George's Street, into Mrs. Dittow’s premises, whence he was dislodged, and crossing the gurJens to 
ay th Street, finally took refuge in Mr. RicHarpson's garden. Here he was hunted by some 
terriers before the arrival of the pack, who, on coming up, toon despatched the depredator of the fowl- 
yards.''— Hampshire Independent. 


Arn—“ The Fox jumped over the Turnpike Gate.” 
Tur ~ went pissling our fowls by night; | He went off as the wind did blow, 


@ Case WAS 80: | Which way a!l foxes know ; 
And thought we ” the neighbouring Hunt pga y wD iba 
vite, e wen loain 
That ‘they "would help bestow Yoicks, sing Tally- ho! 
> bre -— ~ 4 es - = Yoicks, &c. 
nd t t after , 
Driving the di as The beuate behind him oy the scent 
” “Foicke sine ally-bo | 0 cr Winton's Northern Walls he went 
as from 
Yeleha, &:. | And asylum t from woe ; 
The Hursley Hounds came over the Down, But ee him out 


As straight as flies the Crow, echoing 
To Barton Farm nigh Winchester Town, | ae "Yoicks sing Tehiv. -ho! 
we, the vale below, F Yoisks, &e. 


here Itchen’s waters flow. 
The rus was a sprightly show ; Team. with tail towards the hounds, 


uires in v on, aanen yew b -lo, 
orse and filly on, | Away and away through private grounds 
Yoicks sing Tally-ho ! | “ Ble fled in the morning’s glow; 
Yoicks, &e, | B - row, 
| The traffic to 
They went and drew the Wiseal Moors, | 
In a bed where osiers gro The Han . 
And they found sly Reynard out of doors, Yoicks, sing oid b 
olc &. 


Where the scent of him served to show. 
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At length he reached his lan retreat 
n a thoroughfare, long ago 
That was named by the name of Parcument 


Where Ricnarpson’s roses blow ; 
And his cauliflowers too, I trow : 
And he plies the spade and hoe— 

I beg your 
RICHARDSON’s garden— 
Yoicks, sing Tally-ho! 
Yoicks, &c. 


There Smoker, Smiler, and Tray, 
Forced -—— “ 


And soon d tehed od im, 
Yoicks, sing Tally-ho! 
Yoicks, &e. 


Now this was a case of a genuine i 
For which there was cause to show 
[t was doing away with a beast of prey ; ; 
We had reason for doing so ; 
And our huntsmen thanks we ‘owe, 
For they laid the purloiner low, 
And stop ynard’s thieving ; 
Head and tail oniy leaving— 
Yoicks, wa oe roy 
oieks, &c 





A HOUSE OF BONDAGE. 


A Lapy sends us the following advertise- 
pen, extracted—extracted with pain— 
from the Guardian :— 


URSERY GOVERNESS, French or Eng- 
lish, Protestant, WANTED immediately, 
after Christmas, for one little girl. Must be com- 
petent to teach the rudiments of French, English 
and music. Sole charge of child; nursery and 
wardrobe. Meals with the servants. Personal 
character of not less than two years required. 
Address particulars to —— 


at vulgusier, thet Mate apm 
crue garity, t no no pro- 
test, no satire, no effort that ea | and 
earnest sympathy can make, seems able to 
suppress. Some refined and well educated 
la 4 = ¢ >. reference x. her accomplish- 
ments gentle antecedents, is to 
eat the read 1 or which hee necessities oblige 
wot in rent oe Oe 
pain. ere is ana courtesy w 
in dealing with way soe blots such as 
the above, erases the published i — or 
name and address of the offender, and Mr. 
Punch, who is orthodox, follows the fashion. 
But he doubts whether it is always a wise 
or a right thing to do so. It seems hard 
that a poor Governess should not be warned 
off such a home as that offered in this ad- 
vertisement, where it is quite clear that if. 
on the one hand, she esca Ge menial food 
repared for her in the 

ve to = somethin infinitel one oe 
grading and wandinel, tn the shape of the of the 

rnp Hd of the peda room. 





Lines on Legal Proceedings. 


De Contumace Capiendo. 
Fie, what prolixity of jaw! 
, De e Oce 


"That there at such a Writ in Law! 





Different Droves. 
Ar recent Live Meat Shows much atten- 
tion has been attracted by some particularly 


Polled howsoever these cattle may be, they 
are a breed incapable of Bribery. 
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THE IRISH FROG PUZZLE-——-WITH A DEAL OF CROAKING. 





__ 





THE PLEASING BIRTHDAY BOOK, 


My Dear Mr. Ponca, 

I supposx it has happened to you, not once or twice, but a 
hundred times, to be asked to inscribe your name in some young 
Lady’s birthday book. It’s a nuisance, and should it not be miti- 
gated before long, I intend retiring from the world and seeki 

those abominable arts—reading an 
writing—is known. The worst of the matter is the want of ro- 
priateness in the mottoes selected for de) gem volumes. fam 
middle-aged, a bachelor, tolerably -OH, and opposi Ww 
I inscribed my name the other d 


ay was— 
** Short time seems long in Sorrow’s sharp sustaining ; 


Though woe be heavy yet it seldom slee 
And they that watch of Time how slow it creeps.” 
Buaxsrzans. 


In the first br ey I don’t mind confessin a & t I don’t understand 
fhe messing the above. In the second place, if I did, I don’t see 
how it d apply tome. Subjoined is my idea of a birthda 
if we are to have evils at 


-book, 
» ane ne = In these days of mixed society 
you probably in any room get some dozen of the people enumer- 
ated below, and by making some uncomfortable, en will add 
to the happiness of many, which, after all, is the aim of society. 
Diogenes Brown. 


Bingeon’s Wood, Yours, very traly, 


First Instalment for December. 
Motrro— 
For Mt Tailor; your own, if st. “Tailors were brought 
possible. into this A. <a by sin! root 
a or is to respect 
origin of tailors.” —JzRRoLp. 
2nd, “‘ A Soldier and afeard.” 
—SHAKSPEARE. 


3rd. “* Beaw soon 8 

vaaitiing tthe oer, 
in e, an w 
the suman eel. — 

4th, “* Newmarket, that sink 
of iniquity and ill-manners,”’— 
CHESTERFIELD, 

5th. “See what a rent the 
envious Casca made.’”’—SHaxk- 
SPEARE. 


For a Guardsman. 
For a Professional Beauty. 


For any Plunger. 


For an Irish Landlord.' 





For a Member of Parliament. 6th. ‘** Parliament’ is derived 
from two French words—parler, 
to talk, and mentir, to lie.”’— 
Poncu, 

7th. ‘* But when ill indeed, 
E’en dismissing the doctor don’t 

always .”— COLMAN, 

8th. ‘He that hath wife and 
children hath given hostages to 
fortune; for they are impediments 
to great en ””— Bacon, 

9th. ‘‘Iam but a gatherer and 
dispenser of other men’s stuff.””— 
Worron. 

10th. “‘ Small Latin and less 
Greek.” —Jonson, 

11th. ‘This many - headed 
monster,’”’—MAssINnGeR. 


12th. ‘And he that will to bed 


sober, 
Falls with the leaf still in Octo- 
ber.” —FLercier. 
13th. “Thou little thinkest 
what a little foolery governs the 
world,”’—SELpEN. 
14th. ‘“* Honest labour bears a 
lovely face.” —Dexxen. 
15th. *‘ Satan; so call him now, 
his former name 
Is heard no more in heaven.” 
MILTow, 


For a Medical Man. 


For a Benedick. 


For av. Original Dramatist. 


For a Schoolmaster. 
For an Editor of a Newspaper. 
For a Total Abstainer. 


For a Cabinet Minister. 


For a Bankrupt. 


For any one who has just been 
saleel te the hh 





Clubs not Trumps. 


I xwew by the smoke that so heavily curled 

From the roof of each club-house the Carlton was near ; 
And I said if there’s fog to be found in the world, 

The lungs that love asthma may look for it here. 





LATEST FROM THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL. 


Q. Who was the first person to insist on daily washing ? 
A, Tvs-at Cau. 
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LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP; 
OR, THE BOY, THE BOGIE, AND THE INVISIBLE INVALID. 


Tur above heading should be the title of Mr. Coentan’s Three- 
Act Play, Good Fortune, at the St. James’s. The plot is simply 
this. The Baril of Neath is left penniless, so he drops his title, calls 
himself by his family name of Denis, and as bailiff to 
Ransome tamily—at least we believe it’s * nsome family, or, at 





not n to spin out a 
Third Act by A ur- 
poseless plotting ; the 
A FaLLow wHo won't THRow HimseLe purposeless plotting not 
AWAY, AND A FELLOW WHO DORs. ing sufficient, the hero- 
ine finds that her money 
is really Ars money; and as he won’t have it at any price, they 
agree to divide it, and make it their money jointly. That’s all. 

The great situation in the piece always was the Lover's Leap, 
which at the Haymarket Mr. Sormerw used to make really sensa- 
tional ; but here, after a feeble scene, Mr. Kenpat, as Lord Neath, 
lays hold of the branch of a “‘ practicable’”’ tree, swings easily down 
behind a wall, is seen to the aperture, then disappears quietly 
below, when Lord Neath mes Lord Under-neath ; but nobody is 
thrilled—everybody sees there is no danger; and, worse than all, 
ihe interest in these two characters awakened in the First Act— 
which is by far the best—has utterly disappeared long before the end 
of the Second. : 

Just when a dashing action would rouse the audience from their 
apathy, the Hero of 
Romance shows the utmost 
caution, and evidently 
bearing in mind the old 
proverb, ‘“‘ Look before 
you leap,” he takes a very 
good look a-head before 
taking a very bad leap. 

Mr. Jonn Crayton plays 
the part of a portly but 
crafty Baronet, Sir Geor 
Fallow—who talks in the 


racters in the piece is Mr. 
W ewman’s Spencer Ward, 
the Solicitor, capitally 
made up, and unlike him- 
self in any previous per- 
formance at this theatre. 
The same may be said of 
Mr. Mackrytosn’s Gilbert, 
an eccentric old family 
servant, who seems to 
have been dug out of an 
old-fashioned farce. 

Mrs, Srermens as Lady 
Banks, and Mrs. Munnar 
as Mrs. Ransome,—the Tux Boy anp THE Boor; on, Isapetta 
Ransomes and the Banks AND HER UMBRELLA, 
come together naturally— : . " 
are both excellent. The unconscious villain of the piece is the mischie- 
vous Welsh boy—a little welsher—who locks'the door of the 
ruin, and then when Mrs, Kewpax halloas to him from the top of 
the tower, he is supposed to be so utterly frightened by her hat—it 
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ts a startler—and her six-foot sun-shade, which looks like a portable 

tent, that he takes to his heels and bolts incontinently,—probabl 

qat header of the Principality into England, as he is never heard 
or seen again. 

Then there is the [nyisible Invalid who is always supposed tobe at his 
last gup and always send- 
ing for Cuartes Den1s— 
Caarzzs his only friend— 
either to play écarté with 
him or to make his will. 
E depends on his 
will — we entirely 
misunderstood the plot— 
and the audience are as 
fully able to realise the old 
boy ch g to himself 


are 
Kenpat’s ‘scene in the 
circle on a highly-trained 
Oup Stysoors, Tax Invist In off the A pe 
A 8, N BLE i} VALID, phiecally descri by 


CHUCKLING OVER 1T—“‘ Wuat Larxs!” Wie Ransome, who wit- 





‘ ; nesses the performance 
from the balcony. This description, which brings the curtain down 
on a successful First Act, is well written — as is the dialogue 
generally—and cleverly acted. 

The Third Act is very weak. Miss Ransome has to read an 
explanatory letter, informing her how her grandfather—we couldn’t 
quite follow it—had once been a boy—an extraordinary thing for a 
sere ayy at any time of course—ard had surprised the entire 

ritish Army in India to such an extent that he collared all their 
money (we admit that we could not follow the details of the crime 
exactly), came over to Eng- 

» made a fortune, and 
when adopting the motto of 
** Ransome is as Ransome 
does,” it suddenly occurred 
to him that he ought to 
refund.the coin to the repre- 
sentative of the British Army 
in India, if alive, or to his 
heir, who, of course, happens 
to be, curiously enough, Pord 
Neath. So Miss Ransome 
who thought that Lord Neath 
was only making up to her 
for her money (she has a 
hundred million thousand, 
or some trifle of that sort), 
hands over her fortune to 
him, and delicately hints 
that he may take her with 
it; but Lord Neath hands it 
back to her. And so, 4s far 
as we can see, they might 
go on at this battledore and 
shuttlecock business through an indefinite number of Acts till death 
did them part, and on this unsatisfactory conclusion the curtain 
re —- and the audience with Miss Squeers asks, ‘Is this 

The best finish would have been for Old Ransome, the Invisible 
Invalid, to have rushed on in his dressing-gown, and saying, ‘‘ Take 
her—be happy!” to have had one violent struggle with the comic 
briler, an m carried back forcibly to bed. Mr. Hare might 
have played this, as there are several rtunities for him to have 
a@ Quiet Rubber with Mr. Kenpat—double dummy of course— 
and Mr. Kenpat might have made a few suggestions for the 
of his property out of My Unele’s Wiil. 

Our Artist has represented Mr, Kewpat with his sketch-book and 
pencil. ‘This is a good omen for the success of the piece, as it illus- 
trates the situation in Act II., where Mr. Kenna appears to draw, 





“Tae Turee GRACES AT THE 
Sr. JamMEs’s. 








A Contribution from ‘ Toby.’ 
_ Topsy tells us, in strict confidence, that there is a large upper room 


_|im Leadenhall Market devoted to the reception of lost and stolen 


— A friend of his, who was a, west taken bape and —, 
ransomed. Leadenhall Market is Corpora’ property. i] 
i ryt — half-recognised—or an officially unrecognised 
but actively existent department of the Market ? 





A River wever mEnTIowED mv Fort to Ears Porrre.—The 
** big, big Dee.” 
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temptuous pooh- Mr. E. Cuapwicx says he beiieves that if 
OUR LITTLE GAMES. the Smoke se ye the washing bill bill of the Metro- 
~ polis, which he estimated at fame one , might be reduced 
by one half! And then, ay me there would be revolt among the 
makers, and insurrection among the laundresses. 
But though the Fog Fiend will die od will die hard, yet he will have to die. 
When smoke get go! for fiendish high-jinks 
and “‘ make a 8 aight of it fa ne “eran at mild hedny is doubtless fun 
to them, is death to us. io es they must receive 
orders to *‘ part company.”’ Seience can find other uses for uncon- 
sumed carbon than darkening our days, defacing our monuments, 
and irritating our ey gen a Carbon is too use- 
ful a creature to waste omeceies Bever wpen the Oy or, 
and choke me eee tes erat n immense 
toiling our City, a pylori ti result of 
= fre ote be 
friends of that Soc 
Sense have a fair 
ously represented by 


oe be abolished forget. 





EAST AND WEST: 
OR HOW IT WORKS AT BOTH ENDS. 


25 ys ae 


the anywhere outside it. 


hs “bes taltores toma w/e 


experience at ** Olym 
Come, old man, doyot my! P 
—_— ‘ ere Shall I put you up? 
Go-Bana. Breocar my Nercuzovr. M ng vd Speen Serge 
Second Unphilosophical Specu- ea ; I think I henld rather like 
lator ( fresh to it), Well, don’t Fe Eo «a 8e0, 


= ifI do: but I ain’ . , wheth 
FOG. ITS FOES AND ITS FRIENDS. if do: but ‘knows, and SF . = paee, yen Bae, Wass ue 


Courts, yer 
Tue F raged met ba shaking in his dirty oi shows His realm, shouldn't be game to drop’ eavy, me—I—h’m—I—could—— 
or gee — ted fe epee, by many | / can tell hd wits culative Philosopher. 


t ny nae Wk ty ? hat bt, ; Ih, 
activity, his urgent to Sci t old chap. 
energetically responded spe 8 pres 7 up wot ¢ re all if 
letters to the papers, mean mischief to the — haneenanal Old odds } It’ ~ Bata you were aS ye hi ¢ a pisteer 
hy ’ere shop py — —T- - 49, you couldn’t drop more an ten 
t cheery Pot punte @ ya have to part company with his unclean | yer carn n't. ee ae! do a quid ? i ot at one innings 
aay his pipe, and not smoke it. Science} Second Un gs Tasaad Gpenclties Philosopher 
4 deiety bs tye} have ve aivedet lates the conviction that unesnsumed mat A au ek Kheosng pay Eh! yw Ten 
ma we o yer ws mods thera one inn , my 

hurous atmosp’ ere and the human lungs nae ie setae ings y 








are Sodan teceitionnel PALMERSTON’s smart definition of every penny I’ve got 
in the wrong place. Also no Gent teks presence in either losality fo not Cane» sixty-two pound 
a law of nature, but an accident of ill-contrived human arrangemen Oy 
So one more time-honoured Old Nuisance is deprived of the pretext | ght yre then et tive Philosopher. 
ot Necessity, one more Inevitable Evil receives Notice to Quit. Sixty-two pound ten a qnarter,— 
manny y! ae PF ape yy co angry 
ince 1843 tive enactments of one sort and another have | thoug @ year g it, 
moe or lew fab and inefectraly shown fight against the Fog ead A te Sree ain 
Fiend and his friends. F dias Ciagatadls demon Aas friends. | fly pee: Flr not so much as eee.) 1’ put you up 


come , — - 7 i wt ofa he does it with results : 
the word. and, very properly, 
[And they od tt, anticipating BEING QUITE WITHIN THE 
results : very pro- LAW,—nothing comes of it ! 
ceeiee thew conduct A 4 


STRICTLY ILLEGAL, t 
pranaad onan de ole. 





“ GuEss pays” ” 
Iw answer. to emesis fa 
is the author of ipgee 


shrine mt WEE 


f 


E 
i 


i 
i 





BF 
st 


Law Court QuapRILies. —Weated : Dance-Musie for Jurors and 
Witnesses dancing attendance, 
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HUNDRED HERE Last Nioar. 
OLD Boy ’LL PULL RATHER A LONG Face OVER IT, Bn!” 


(ish 
WL 1) 
Pam, 
ZL 
WALLY A } 
RC y 









ane 


on 








mu ia bt 
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HOW THEY LIVE NOW. 
Sozye—Smoking-Room at the Olympus. Triwz—d4 P.M, 
Young Quiverful (Government Clerk on £120 per annum, to admiring Friend). ‘‘ Yzs—poosip BAD LUCK AGAIN—DROPPED TAaRrex 


ly Tels sont o’ Taino Goxrs on For A Monts, I sHALL HAVE TO DRAW ON THE Guv’NoR. Tue 


[Considering that the “ old Boy” (the Rev. Denis Quiverful) has about fourteen children to provide for on a thousand a year, it is not 
improbable that he will. 











« BREAKING UP!” 


te have 


P 
sailor. I thin 
you would have no objection to the Pirseus 
' rlin salt interposed ‘The Pirseus!” he said decisively, 
“ You must mean Primrose Hill.” 


Tue British Admiral-in-Chief ran up his last signal. 
There was a dirtant and diffused clatter of opening 
the next moment “ Part Company” had fluttered out 
haly’rds. ‘I hope it’s clear,” hesaid, eyeing it critically. 
been no end of « bother to get them to 

I fancy they ’ll make that out fast enough.” 
He was right. A prolonged 
floated pleasantly in on the breeze. 
the Admirals followed. With a 
to take their leave. 


some of ’em—but 


cheer in five different 
Then without an instant’s y | Im 
alacrity they had come 


** Well, Gentlemen,” said the Chief, looking at them with an affable 
smile, ‘* if mancwuvring of the 
day, evidently you would have all 

quiet wink went round the party. i 
** And now, as to our next place of meeting 
inguiringly towards the Parisian . 
you that 
The Be 


been the order 


y, “leu we shall meet here?” 

a me it!” oes ee Fy he poate 
promptly. ** Qui to it, t you 

He turned to confréeres with en wink. 

they ed to it heartily. The Admiral-in-Chief still smi 

“ Well,” he said kindly, “come, you'll all admit, at any rate, it 
was a very pleasant meeting. You can’t deny that there were some 
excellent dinners.” 


ally on 


gail 


2 


tata 


E 





** Excellent!” they ail said, in a breath, ‘‘ Excellent! ” 

** And the change of air has done ’em all a deal of good ?” 

** A deal—a deal! ”’ was the quick rejoinder. 

** And not a single iron-clad was run down by the rest and sent to 
the bottom ! ”’ 

** Not one! Notasingle one!’ they echoed quite enthusiastically. 

wpaiag fo tbe We damatenn “1 tiiak Go mip taiiy lads fe 
preparing to take e re, * ink we may fairly admit to 
ourselves that it has been a really great success |” 
% ee. they once more shouted in unison, ‘‘ Immense! 
mense |’ 


Then the party broke up. 
There was a friendly exchanging of addresses, some hearty hand- 


shaking, an embrace—and even a tear or two. ; 
And so, with one last quiet wink all round, the Admirals 








MYSTERIES OF LONDON. 


THoss respectable, but generally feeble-looking Porters in Lincoln’s 
Inn, who are always hurrying about the place—what are they? 
Superannuated Vice-Chancellors who have been failures ? r 
they relations of the Benchers? What are their duties? and is 
one Coe eee te” eaey conse Gough Che Sete en Be 
case mustn’t be a heavy one. ite aprons they presen 
with them once a week, when there is no cause on the list of the 


g 


, | Courts to which they are attached, just as the Judge on circuit is 


presented with white gloves? They always appear to be on the look 
out for somebody who never arrives. e never saw them doing 
anything except shuffling their feet in winter to themselves 
warm, and we never remember to have seen them tal to one 
another. They are, as a body, one of the Mysteries of Legal 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
The Agricultural Hall. 


building at Islington is nothing if not sporting. In the 
summer the Horse Show makes its appearance, and Bieyle and 
Pedestrian Contests are held in the spring and antumn. A menagerie 
is quite at home in the be 
woleied with house- 


us § 


ral 


f 
g 
; 


: 


x 


eH 


F 


A Rovat Pie quires at Homes. 


eer sranjarsere.” ‘The 


con 
imposasion we noch ofthe enimas 
general, do not believe 
in Tt. admiring grudged 


Her “Saree? re rie 


doubtless visi 
Prince, Kay now were 


Ta ef 
I should be oe 


4 Although { had seen specimens 


Sect to the 


to bring my agricul 
I had pictured to m 


Museum. ade ig 


entered, 
claimed my attention by volubly describing 
a needle- ! However as this feat 
some connection with sewing, I 
wh iculture, and 


his” was a doll 
like a y and wearing a meee 
opera-hat of pees = construction. 


last, Stoling thot fa ite 


all 


mmediately 


instructive halls 
ucation to a successful 
rural curiosities. 

ts in the 
be reserved for 


iy wendy te 
tle instrament ment had certain! 
I's seen this?” 


s of 


a 
a rey. B a lady, nearly as voluble as the first. I crt 


in its mouth 


iy expanding 
me earnestly to purchase this truly rural Hoes f Mut 


Iv was disinclined to invest any money in such A 
convinced that I could not possibly support existance wi t a box 
of tin soldiers ! 
Tearing myself away, I came to other lively Ladies, ‘* Would I 
look at this, that, and t’other ?” was 
murmured in both my ears, p 
before I could remonstrate, all 
of miscellaneous articles were Pree 
upon me. I a that in the Bazaar 
Saengias fe the Saithteld Cattle 
Show “* oe ulture ”’ 
a very wide term. It included fuzee- 
boxes, medicine-bottles, comic songs, 
bonbons, masking ms potent came, 
hair-oil, and gas- anne To jud 
from the wares presented to them, 
our country cousins must ae . 
wealthy but eccentric, At one | pe 


the y a gen was 
start riot Rate 
intedly addressed me—'‘ 1 have 
Sales at Scarborough to the 
~— sioriaseoe 
ir. | attempting, by Llowoepen, te 


. | were attempting to eon 
Rexal Poly joahni¢ 


conspicuous by 

thoroughly agricultural looking people in the leas ree unquestion. 
Cockneys affected pot hats, “a never 

wnpleqsentiy oe corpulent bullock without punching 

with the of the right hand, or prodding 

him in the fae with a ye peer ths obese animal paid no attention 
to these unprovoked ou they seemed satisfied that he must be 
‘as sound asa bell.” If, on the’ other hand, the ous teak e proofs 
that he was sufficiently unencumbered with superfluous h to move 
an inch, they beat a Loe and — retreat. fat 
‘sheep and fat, oxen by the 

dozen, and at page, came 

to the attraction of the 

show. This was an enor- 


sous qvey, 008 witte ew 


by a hurdle. 

The poor creature seemed 
profoundly unecenscious of 
the sensation he was cre- 
ating. His lair was shared 
by a a= who was 
a_ placard 

bearing the startling and 
puzzlin er 
in ae 


Unciassivizp Stock. 


” tat Set the gentleness was 

a of paeere ane pen- 
that nearly all 

rer =% Scntifie Sabjeots at the 

* This usef ie} ttle instrument,’ 

one, ine cena the Prers and tie 

the | Public. we wal inserting it it matt a 2 eee movement into a cork thus, 

to | it oe See Sa ee cork may be removed, from the mouth 


of the bottle with the the mal ti 
meet in ap 

portunitiet to bay 

ee ae 63 ice aa 


2h. By ote aT eet set Pentel t tone," or 
agg 
reatiag that 2 tei te Sune this 
seria Raed rae 


ah yy By Ay Be 
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you like to buy 
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CITY PROPRIETIES. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 12. |A QUESTION AND ANSWER. 


A Most ble Ow the part of the Government, 
was tried at Quarter > Mr. Saaw-Lerevrer at Reading 
made the satisfactory announce- 
ment that— 


“They had decided the time was 
come when the degrading punishment 
of flogging might wholly cease in the 
Navy.’ 


i 


i 
BREE 


| 





A Reviver. 


Tue Americans want to buy 
the old Temple Bar, and set it up 
in Central Park, New York. Out 
of compliment to London having 
so many “‘ American Bars,” Gor 
want to establish one Englis 
one. What’ll be its spéciahté in 
liquors ? 


> 





Nest. 
er MERRY-MAKING AT OXFORD. 
MR. NARCISSUS RUSKLN. University, sepectally at the hn 
“* Wno Is IT THAT SAYS MOST! Wace CAN SAY ORF, memoration. The new Public 


etd Orator is a Merry one! Long 
TaaN THIS RICH PRAISE,—THAT You ALONE ake You/” may he remain eo! 














were dying for dividends, and Countesses crin to him for shares. 
BEN D’YMION. He presented twenty-six new railwa Mille tc Pontionnsnt ears night 
By the Author of “ Loafair,” $e. Once he had taken the measures of M.P.’s. Now M.P.’s took Ais 
, measures, He was on the Board of every bubble company floated ; 
benapen > gee taliped of uslning bob sclitg-ctedky le verp Coca anieedaiseees 
ed o but rolling-stock; his very were 
Cuartzr OE. —this became quite his Permanent Way. d 
IRREVALENTA was determined that Bew D’ywrow should havea; At length he was made Sir Perzr Ponao, and shipped off to India 
Seat. She was a Whig, and, of course, devuted to Electoral Purity | as Governor-General ! 
and Popular Rights. Cuarrer THREE 
“ You haven't got such a thing as a Rotten about you?” , , 7 * 
asked the Electioneering Head- for the Ben D'ymron was in Paris, so, of course, Trka and IgREVALENTA 
lid passed. across the | felt it necessary for their health to go there too. 
i he said with affected) “ Benpy, darling!” said his sister one day, “Why don’t you 
” marry | She a u ly, but she is pws any my a 
‘artarean eye-brows corrugated. “ Paltry Vassal!”’ | “ges are apuecans ow, because they are manor 
imed ; “ when lask fora Seat, I get it. Give mea seat !”|imprudent. But you will be prudent, bless you, I know you will 
And she took one on a resplendent ottoman. You can’t marry too soon, or repent of it too late. Did J hesitate to 
whl” exclaimed the Agent, * "tie « Seat in Parliament you| "ity in ood Ber D'ruton, * todo you justice, I must say you 
ure ow i ’ 
require ou shall have it. ™ | aida’ | itate at all.” nr ree 
Ben D’ratow became an M.P. So did Krozer, the Lodging-house-| ‘ You owe everything mowora !’ Tyra. 
Keeper. Sailor every body “* | know she lent me twenty thousand,” replied her brother ; 
So did Pomee, the » Goes ‘ the debt is not recoverable at low, hasleg boon contracted while I 
was a minor. Besides, I quite forgot to put a stamp on the receipt, 


s0--——- 
“Dear boy!” exclaimed the Peeress, and she imprinted an ap- 
proving kiss on his ingenuous brow. “it’s just like your artless 
ways.’ 
At this moment the Duc de Sr. Buncatow appeared with a 
ected ev 2 - 
a ree. | took the lead was Powco.® Dukes Sepa Maniaeies tetien, camgeh oS ¢ vermilion crown, and 


wi 

pe. Editor to Berl—Poneo! Why, he’s a Sailor; is he “something inthe} The letter was as follows :— 
sty” too 

to Editor.—He had a branch establishment at the East and 80 
was, ex io, Member of the Stock Exchange and Governor of the of 

don’t you know? 

: to Eari.—Ob, all right. You seem to know all about it. Fire 

away a 


acvecry i 


we 8S Sed Dos 


ae ed 
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Captain Jones (alluding to 
Rupine-MastTer oF THe 120rm Hussars?” 

Lieutenant Krutch. *‘ No ; Toe Veterinary Surceoy.” 

Captain Jones. *‘ ARE YOU sURE?”’ 

Lieutenant Krutch. “‘Oa ves. He’s cor V.C. 


hell 


uti 
1 





intance who had just passed), ‘‘ Stems A NICE £0RT O’ FetLow, THAT Brows, Yov say BE’s THE 


AFTER HIS NaME, AND I KNOW BE HASN’T GOT THE VicToRIA Cross !!” 








one thing is wanted—a Queen! ow is Lord Litrie- 
Ailing a little through age? Has he a coldness about 
the lower extremities ? This is a symptom often produced by natural 


uced by bi-chloride of potassium, a slow 


causes ; it can also be 
But I am 


but deadly poison which leaves no traces whatever. 
wandering, and will merely subscribe myself as 
Forsttan—vour slave, and King of 
the Haphazard Islands. 


finished the of this truly kingly missive, 
Bee Eiko deapetch, mead 
died that morning ! 


Tims bed hardl 
when a egraph- 

Lord Lrrrienamrton had di 
So had Lord Mumprorp!!* 


Caarter Fovr. 


Bew D'raton had to make his first Parliamentary speech. He got 
through it Pretty well. He only fainted away five times during its 
delivery. is was because he felt so dizzy. The Speaker fanned 

im with the Meas, and the Serjeant-at- brought him iced 
= cocked- The speech was rapturously applauded by 


— in through a skylight : 

the Timbuctoo War, and was a master- 

. The Prime Minister felt so unable to answer it, that he 

h as nothing for it but to make Ben D’rmion Prime 

ImREVALENTA called to congratulate him. 

**T have some news for you. she said. ‘‘ You know Leonora?” 
Y- Lzowora |” en. Ben D’ymton, rapturously. 

is 


married to St. Syons!”’ 
Ben D’ymion masticated his patrician lip for some moments, and 


aie ~ 1d to Earl.—That’s right! Clear ’emoff. Isn't this rather sudden, 
ug 

Earl to Editor.—Oh, yes, ’tissudden. Such things will Saupe eee 
towards end of Vol. III. Besides, I must get ’em out of the way for final 
scene. 





then said, ‘‘Oh, I don’t care! It doesn’t matter tome! There are 
other people as rich, I dessay, and——”’ 

** Dearest Dymiz!” said Ingevaenra, “if you’re thinking of 
masrying, Lord Mumprrorp’s fortune was not inconsiderable, 
and——” 

** Well?” said Ben D'yaron, impatiently. 

** Tis all settled upon me ” 

** Beauteous creature! What, all? A cool hundred thousand a 
year, as I’m a living Prime Minister. Innevatenta! you shall be 
mine ! 

“* Them ’s my sentiments, too,” she said. And the peerless Peeress 
disappeared in his Titanic arms. 

Tyaa—she was Queen of the Haphazard Islands now—went with 
Ben D’ruron to see his old attic in Ratcliff Highway. It was quite 
a ical occasion. Let me hear it say its ’ittle catacl 
Catechism, Drmre dear! What can the Human Will achieve '” 

The Prime Sates put ee See poeity belied bis back, and 
replied, ‘* Whatever it determines on.” 

: And what is the Whole Duty of Man?” 

“To get to the top of the tree. 

**Good boy!” said Tyra. And she folded to her breast in a last 
embrace the First Lord of the Treasury ! * 


Editor to Earl.—I say, is this the end? What becomes of ’om all? And 
why /ast embrace? 
1 to Bditor.—You don’t expect Prime Ministers and Queens to go on em- 
bracing for ever,do you? Cleared ’em all off, y’see! It’s gone first-rate, eh ? 
Editor to Earl.—Not bad, but os who ’s who. 
Eari to Editor.—No, but somebod what’s what! Send round the 
boy with the ten thousand. In all y. Ta! Ta! Quicquid agunt homines, 
&c. Youknow the rest, of course. If not, see Popular Quotation , where 
you get compressed version all ready for use in one line. It has been applied 
over and over again to Suaxksrzanx, why not to yours truly, £10,000? 





Tae Oxieuat Tunez “ F’s,”—* Fair, Fat, and Forty.” 
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LABORARE EST ORARE. 


Senior Surgeon, ‘‘1 Wish PARTICULARLY TO seE CasE No. 36 In your WARD 
Berone | Leave. I reaR THE SYMPTOMS ARE NOT 80 FAVOURABLE——” 

Nurse. *‘ You CaNNor ENTER Now, Sin Geonez. WE ARE JUST GOING TO 
nave Zvewsone /” 


“THE MISSIS.” 
(AN IDYL IN AN ATTIC.) 


Twetve! He'll be blundering home by now, and I seat Cap ng Pee low, 
Alon sf cillane \ Gann ten eae hers’ rudd 
Me ? Well, I used to dream of ey! ee 


Ten years! ‘Tis a little eternity, and I look so fur away, 

A girl, with a red ribbon knot in her hair, and a laugh as the laverock ga 

Aad Tae handy langhed cinco he struck’ mo Sect, and tha vests Gf fay Lett tte 
grey. 

At thirty! ’Tisn’t the thing I thought when he left me there at the gate, 

With the bit of geld gut Sart monet on Shy finger. it was late, 

I watched the stars till they faded in dawn,—the stars night I hate! 


Look at them glimmerin’ coldly there, as lovel 
When they yyy a 0 eee eee ee tenutitel hard 


That all is not right in a world they light. Ah! beauty ’s the biggest of lies! 


I was pretty once, but you can’t keep looks in a London alley long ; 
And he was the smartest lad in the 80 § eo nod erante and , rena 
lf a man had offered to strike me then, worth a song ? 








But you see when a hand that has fondled once is li to bruise and maim, 
There’s a somethin’ snaps in a ’s heart that Gore Seep Saag name. 
ao -autiina itterer fur than and I think it is worse than shame 


?—the “* Missis,” old—for my paats & ohana grey, 
— t but that f tos 00 fer re 
ve foug it with red-faced OLL, and can the tub all day ? 


Per tenr te names mperatcattenn pape se amet 


first. 
It wasn’t the pain, tho bo cxpste the besnst Ghat hie bantlines done Bae Batt; 
tye ed pe At that strikes—and I know not which is worst. 





It’s the smell o’ po spray o’ laylock there that softens 
me so to-nigh 

Abush of it stood’ cottage gate. I will fling it 
away. That’s 
gin-whiff is better, after all, for in that one can live 
—and fight. 

But we 6 os flowefs are folly, toys for the great ones, 

Way 'p hardly pure (hdd. 1 love my bate When 


elamouring at m 
Cry, i They ‘re n't at last; but when is 
for me ? 


Now Ca night hours in this squalid stuffy 
pay Mon wy ** Missis” must, though he linger 
who o kissed mé, kissed me under the 
ie Soeghts tear my heart, and I 
=geame aus a we lay at night, it were 
Bat to fed- ‘a Mott, and h 
itis! ehtet? Nol aa 
Missle! Two wide extremes to touch in 
one year; 
The darling, the beaten drudge; and the law, 
stands 86 
To os ed breadtcalt 6? straying girl, seems so 
fur here 
It neds i ring} @an it do #6 More in the way 0’ bind- 
Cat’ fe tie a a maf to pedi, 4. noma it bfeak the 
You are ff Aad sletve of beat @ beast. Are horses 
better than wi 
I must stir his why a Foes peony poor stuff! ‘Will he 
taste it? y should I care 
Beaten flesh hardens, and why Should souls keep soft? 
Cold hearts can bear, 


Big Ben’s a booming—and there’s his step a-stumblin 
loud on the stair! tp ad 








A GROWL FROM A KERR. 


One day last week at the City of London Court, during 
the h of a disputed claim, Mr. Commissioner Kerk 
is ore dag Ly awe he PT 
wor man ve @ very strong opinion about him, 
and that is, hy te dT impostors 
= Nag A If the Commissioner alluded to the loafer 

ho calls himself a working man, the rough who never 
bes and never wants any work to rk and fellows of that 
stamp, he is portent yg Or ht. But the condemnation was 
too sweeping. lf a workin 
man? Aren’t i whe honestly labour in y, May sant 
life working men? and, above all, aren’t journalists 
the most hard worki the most hand woke and 
least complaining ‘of ’rightly-called working men? 
With these exceptions Commissioner Kzxr’s remark is 
quite kerr-ect. 








Telephone v. Telegraph. 


Ir must be a painful task for Mr. Faw to 

op Ss Son ae 2.4 Seveneues © ys and’ the 

made with the Telogreph Companis in 1809 i now bea 
ing bitter fruit. A man who has done so much for his 

Department, whose economical principles are above sus- 

icion, is com: te do bate for the wart frm 

Protection. e pu us are sufferers. 

rors enterprise —_ | a: given them 
egrams—the Government charges a shilling. 

en soe ans bend \ ingeaaity Wit we probably Bt .. » 

the od by Govstamead Gulla there 

te eee Minister, 


Li 


a8 





Aw Asrneti¢ Purosopner.—Sage Green. 











@@ To Cosausrompants. — fic Bditor does not hold himecl/ bound to 
stamped (mae + a on Saal 


for Contrilrutions. In ne case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 
should be kept. 


a. eel iete wa @ ee ea O 
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bat was Found m the Snow. 


t was Christmas-time in the Land of Queer Fancies, which borders , 
on ‘a State of Indi- nation, and Mr. Punch, who had been making | 
trated books, Christmas Carde—" De La 
he observed to himself, chuckling over the | 
the illustrated papers, incl ding the Showman, | 
“CopLIN,” with @ capital preface by “G. A. 5.,” was! 
way back to his own home, situated on an eminence any | 
number of onsets feet above the sea, but never over the heads of | 
the pecgle, om, the Heights of Imagination. 
aed C tmas to you!” said a tall man, dressed in an old- | 


“ Your ees’ *s Suirn, I believe,” said Mr. Punch, who is en- | 
dowed with the Royal facult for remembering names and faces, 
= * rom,” replied that Gentleman. 
“True,” returned Mr. Punch; “‘ bat one hardly Lemgecte 
~“y your ‘ Crac ou re | | erowd, ” as he drew nearer and nearer to his Shooting-Box, whih 
ou call your hrm Sere | | is the Noted Half-way House from Everywhere, situated om the 
ers, those of oer bth | Joke a‘ summit of one of the ge Heights of the Imaginative 
teins to you!, Where’s 7 ieker and thicker le 
ul follower. Rape. made a point. His cdi tote Violently agitated. 
ding fat ahsed, rolling over and over inthe| What was that in thesnow? A man’shead? His boots! Heads 
a dog as ever was seen—a gay young dog as ever was or tails ? 
the halitegs. | To dash at the head—to drag it out, and the ie inty after it, was 
. Mr. Punch, in one of his’own Dicky-| with Mr. Punch the work of less than half a 
his nit Pace to ../! his CI) ** All alive, O!” exclaimed the Benevolent oelieepher, cheerily. 
ip ohn yl. And a faint voice issued from the lips of the man just resoued,— 
= from the “ madding | ** All alive, are they? Ah! I hepeso!” 


cc 





7 iy eo 
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The Collective Wisdom of the Humane Society, embodied in their 
Bresitent, Mr. Punch, at once suggested a good shaking to prevent 
a relapse. 


* Do you mean,” shouted Mr. Punch in his ear, “‘ that there are| th 


more of you?” 
* Lote!” was the almost inaudible answer. 

** Where?” 

“In the snow—all about——” And he collapsed. 

Toby was barking furiously. He was finding them, one after the 
other, in the snow, just as a dog finds traffles. 

In another five minutes eleven frozen-out, inanimate 
travellers were stretched out in as many comfortable arm before 
a roaring fire in Mr. Punch’s H 

*‘Jozy!” said Mr. Punch to the faithful old family servant. 
** Jozy, bring the flowing bowl, the devilled bones, and the tobacco.” 

A gentle thrill seemed to vibrate through the eleven frames at the 
sound of these magic words. The eleven iced travellers, victims of 
a freezing politeness, were gradually yielding to the influence of 
genial hospitality. 

“They are thawing,” cried Mr. Punch in great glee. ‘‘ Happy 
thaw’d! Hot Punch!” 

He ladled it down their throats. Coughs and sneezes followed 
eeeieety in rapid succession, then one exclamation arose from 

ips, ** More!!” 

* Hooray! they ’re coming-to!” cried the Excellent Philan 
dancing with joy. ‘' Glasses round again! Now a grilled bone 
Cut into it! Hooray! that’s your sort! How do you find your- 
selves now ?” 

“* Where did they find themselves now” seemed likely to be their 
first question. Mr. Punch's presence ex lained and then they 
insisted on embracing him. ‘Our Life Preserver!” they cried. 

* And now, Gentlemen, as there’s plenty more where that comes 
from,” said Mr. Punch, pointing to the liquor, “‘ we can look fur- 
ward to a jolly Christmas evening. Hallo! What’s this?” 

His attention had been suddenly attracted by a Wild-eye’d man, 
who was drawing a manuscript from his pocket. 

“Oh, Isay!” exelaimed Mr. Punch. Bat, before he could utter 
another word, he saw that all the eleven strangers were pulling 
manuscripts from their pockets. Suddenly a light broke in 7 
Mr. Punch. “1 see,” he cried. ‘“‘ You’re the set of Tra- 
vellere who are always getting lost in the snow, or being shut up 
somewhere, or meeting in inns, or haunted houses at time, 
and then each of you tells a wry sings a song. I know you.” 

The Wild-eye'd one who had the first to attract Mr. Punch’s 


attention, replied as spokesman for the party. 

“ You are right, as you always are,” he said. ‘‘ We’ve brought 
all our Stories, and-——” . 

“ Fill your glasses,” said Mr. Punch, bent on making a night of 
it. ‘‘ I won't ask you who you are. h one can introduce him- 
self in turn. And now what’s the first article ?” ‘ 

The Wild-eye’d person off half a tumbler of the “‘ mixture 
as before,”’ and then read aloud—— 


The Mad Betectibe’s BDiarp. 


. A «toomy December night. 
Mi Time, 10 p.m. 

Message suddenly flashed from 
Downing Street by —— helio- 
graph. ‘* Cabinet to Blunderbore. 
—Come at once! Dreadful plot! 
You must find it out.” 


Tas “D. T.’’-ecrrve. 


is a plot,” he whispered, as he 
The next moment | was in the 
aloud a poem called The (Boy) Cotter’s Saturday Ni 
“What answer shall I send Borcorr?” asked the Secretary, 
venturing to interrupt his Chief. 
“ Answer?” returned the Premier, testil 
own business’ on a posteard, and send him 
11.0 p..—Carious, none of them seem to know what the plot is. 
All sure there ie one, however. Premier says Kurds are at the 


.|me like a mighty revelation. 


b “Write ‘Mind your | advertise 





bottom of it. Lord Setzonwe rather inclined to think Radicals have 
a finger in it. Mr. Cuampertarn fancies ita piot of the Whigs to 
prevent reform in Land Laws. Earl Granvitie said he was sure 
e Americans were conspiring about Fishery question. Mr. Baicat 
beginning to remark that as there were no lords or kings in America, 
there couldn't possibly be a plot of any kind there. I cautiously 
inquired if the Plot was there? No. Aha! then I had found the 
Plot out! ! Good! 

12.0 p.w.—I am in Westminster Hall. Who is that figure? Lord 
Penzance disguised as OLrvern Cromwett, spade in hand, shovel- 
ling earth out of a large hele which he has just made. 

He throws down his implements, and says, ‘‘I am dressed as 
CromMWELL, and am digging a hole for CuaRr.es.” 

12.30 p.m.— House of Lords deserted, except by a single occu- 
pant. Lord SHerprooxe sitting on a shelf, high up, looking very 
much changed. 

**My Lord!” I said, taking out one of my blank forms of arrest ; 
“T arrest you on a charge of premunire, scire facias, caveat emptor, 
de contumace catchiendo, and significavit, So come along ! 7 We’ 

e’re 


“I’m not the man,” he whispered, “ Bricur. 
governed nowada ~~ 
I wrote the i 


s from Birmingham!” 

ormation down in my ket-book. Two men 
whispered, ‘‘ Try Colney Hatch.” for my destination. I 
was wandering in my mind towards the Heights of Imagination 
when I lost my way in the snow and you found me. 


“ All right !”* said Mr. Punch, nodding to the Detective. “ Keep quiet.” 

* Stands Scotland-Yard where it did ?’’ asked a sombre-visaged person who 
uently introduced bimself as an Un-blighted Tragedian. 

“ Well, I don’t know,” replied the Detective. ‘I don’t like ppeshing 

against my own profession, but what do you think of this, eh?” and he 


out— 
Police Advertisement Extraordinary. 


Tue Metropolitan Commissioners of Police have much pleasure in 
informing the Public that they have now completed their arrange- 
ments for the speedy production of mock-murders, fictitious felonies, 
and phantom forgeries. 

Imitation criminal-work in all its branches executed with neatness, 
on py and despatch. A Protean witness kept in readiness, 

day and night, on the premises. Please address all inquiries 
to ‘*‘ Manager, Criminal Investigation Department.” 
(Signed) JowaTHan Wid THE YouneER, Dec., 1880. 


“ Dan practice,”’ observed Mr. Punch. 

“ Right you are, Guv nor!’’ said a smart youth, waking up. 

bg had surely!” exclaimed Mr. Punch, as his face beamed again. “It 
must ee 

“Right again, Old Man! It’s’Arny! It’s me! It’s myself! ‘Al’ 
*ARRY THE Finest! My name is ’Anry on the Primrose Hill——” 

“ What's that?” growled the Un-blighted Tragedian. ‘‘ Rash Boy! You 
mean Norval. I ought to know. I am a Professional in the Heavy line. 
Listen !”’ he cried, as he unfolded his manuscript. “ Listen to’”’—— 


Che Un-blighted Cragedian. 


You will wonder why you have found me buried in an avalanche» 
ready d for Hamlet. 1 will tell you:— 

I am the eldest son of a Duke, and heir, in direct succession to a 
couple of the wealthiest peerages in the three kingdoms. I was not 
“born” tothestage. The Duchess, my mother,‘had nourished a vast 
ambition for my future. She had said to my father, the Duke, ‘‘I 
am resolved about PLantacEnet: he shall lead both parties in both 
Hlouses.”” My father had nodded approvingly, as he always did, and 
merely rejoined, ** Very well, my dear ; just as you like, of course.” 
After this I began well. Cabinet Ministers were asked down to 
Boltons, and were hurried up to the nursery six ata time to look 
at me in my cradle. My earliest recollections are of nothing but 
crowned heads. At three and twenty, I was one of the acknow- 


ed ion cneaners of the House, had written a standard work on 


ues, and was set down for a Junior Secretaryship. My 
reputation was European—at least, almost European. And now 
came the turning-point of my existence. 
iterary Marquis had given me an order for two to the upper 
boxes, for a matinée at the King’s Cross Theatre. I had never 
en a play-house before. The piece was A Wolf in Sheep's 
Clothing. The hero spoke as if his mouth was full of potatoes. 
The heroine seemed on familiar terms with the leader of the band. 
But the blow was struck. ‘lhe splendour of the whole thing seized on 
felt, in an instant, that till now I 
had not known the meaning of that mysterious word ‘‘ career.” 
That very night, I saw the Prime Minister, and wup thing I 
might have held. There wasa scene, but I was obdurate. Within a 
week, I had been thoroughly stone | for the by an ex 
iser. At the end of a fortnight, [ . been dri 
it in a shower of rotten on the occasion of m St rnes 
as Virginius. At the close of a month I was a don't 
they put Uncle to bed?” in a Music Hall at South Shields. But 
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no effort was spared at Boltons to win me back. My father, the 
Duke, joined the Four-in-Hand Club, with a real Stage Coach. 
He next entered a Circus horse for the Derby, but the Blue Ribbon 
fell to ancther. At home, 
however, there was no lack 
of energy. A Clown and 
Pantaloon were asked down 
for the Grouse Shooting, 
and the whole of the dip- 
lomatic were invited 
to meet them. Nor did 
matters end here. All the 
back numbers of the Era, 
Srom its commencement 
were left about in piles 
on the drawing - room 
ther a I vod 
mother. perse- 
vered. To take the town 
by storm with my Danish 
yory was i one ae 
pro to myse 
in life. vet I had made 
it a rule never to miss a 
chance. I have played 
the Dog in the Forest of 
Bondy, and six of the 
characters in Macbeth, 
Hamlet. Actii.Sc.2. including the Thane him- 
> self, in the same evening. 
But, perhaps, the best thing I ever did was a pepper-castor 
in a pantomime processiv supper at a seaport town on the 
Essex coast. It was about this time, that my father received 
the Garter, and for a fortnight I was ‘‘ wanted” in the second 
column of the 7imes by the family Solicitor. But I had chosen my 
career. , 4 father was welcome to the Garter. Give me the Orders! 
To play Hamlet before a moderate house, that should not be more 
than three-fourths paper, was still the dream of my existence. 
So I “a my counsel. While they were in mourning for me at 
Boltons, | was working the tail of the ‘‘Merry Mastodon” in a 
burlesque that had been 


“Wuat an Ass am I!” 2 


Once, and only once, I got 
a chance with Hamlet. It 
was at a place where some- 
how, they had not yet 

of my name. And 
I was getting on fairly, 
when the Ghost suddenly 


ie sae 





“Auas! Poor Guost!”’ 


back. But though I introduced 

Feeding the Beasts at the Zoo 

the five people in the house who 

ir money back, I never got to my 
it since / 

that nobody will touch me at any 

tific Societies won’t have me Pon 

be or not to be” before an Infant 1. 

I am nei blighted nor dis- 

cheery. Ready to “slip in” a 

here and anyhow, I now walk about = cotene, ane, 2 


oe Sic 
Q interrupted the courteous host. “Take a 
”? sententiously observed a shabby- 
media chiny tail cost,” bein’ mostly engaged 
should say, is Rowurr,” said Mr. Punch, smiling graci- 
wt “ May I ask is that your diary you have with you?” 
“Yessir. A mere hegstrack. You'd like to ‘ear it? Yessir, comin’ 
@reck!y, Sir.” 





Che Wiatter’s Story. 
E Waiters some- 


™ at a large Hotel 
in the Country, 
a Gent came in 
one day, looking 

/- in a great ’urry, 

‘ and asked for a 
_. private room. I 

_ showed him into 

one, and he im- 
mediately locked 
the door, He 
=, had a large black 
bcd bag with him, 
which he placed 
on a chair, and 
turning suddenly 
upon me _ said, 
“Can you keep a 
secret, Waiter?” 
* Yes, Bir,” I 
said, *‘I think I 
can.” He puta 
sovereign in my ’and and said, ‘Now what do you say?” 
** Now,” I said, “I’m quite surel can.” ‘ Then,” says he, **I’!l 
clench the bargain at once,” and he gave me another sovereign. I 
think I was never more astonished in all my life. He then pointed 
to the black bag and said, ** My secret is locked in that bag, and 
here’s the key; but before I give it to you, listen to what I have to 
say. I was the heir to a Dukedom and a Garter.” ‘Only one,” 
said I, ‘*No,” said he, “both; and also to immense estates and 
large sums of money, thousands of acres and tens of thousands of 
pounds, The only living being that stood between me and my large 
inheritance is here, here,” and he pointed to the black beg. I 
thought I should have fainted with ‘orror. ‘ But,” I said, ‘* how 
can a human being be ed in so smalla r” “It is,” said 
he, ‘‘only a child, five years old, with beautiful fair soft hair, and such 
sweet sad eyes. Did you ever hear of a child’s ’air turning white 
with fear in a single hour? Look here and see,” and opening the 
bag he showed me a lock of perfectly white ’air! He then locked the 
in, and turning to me said, ‘* You must carry thie with me 
to the Railway Station, and, if I escape undiscovered, I wil! give you 
untold gold ; if you betray me, this six-shot Revolver loaded to the 
muzzle, shall punish your wilful lie.” 

Feeling now sure that I was in the presence either of a Murderer 
or a Madman, I knew not what on earth to do. However, he 
didn’t give me much time to think, but, bidding me carry the 
before him, we went out. Directly we got into the fields he said, 
** There is a short cut, this river.” ‘* Yes,” said I ; 


” said he, “ we wil swim!” 
says he, “then we’ll catch 
, and hang on by the Guard's Van!” 


the as it rushes 

** Tt can’t be done,” says Caitiff,” says he, ‘‘ are you one of Dr 
Covncy’s adherents?” ‘‘ No,” said I, *‘1’m only the Waiter at the 
Black Swan,” and I sticks to that. “ »” says he, “ you 
have been offered to betray me, I will double if ill be true. 
Hundreds for f for truth. i i 
Let us go to some 
will relate my sad story.”” 


Good gracious, how L 

shouting for the Police, b 
good thing in London—savin’ the Detective’s presence, which I’m glad 
to see he 0 fast aclecp—you never neRaaa Sara ; you re 
sure to one in a small area. ell, just as we were turning 
round the corner by the church-yard, four men rushed out upon us, 
knocked the pistol out of the gentleman’s hand, ’andeuffed him in 
i ing the black bag from my most willin’ 
i t an delight, took 
Maniac looked orror 


. 


quite 


receive at once. for 
think, upon the whole, I’d 
same way, not even to be a Alderman, 
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“Consummate!"’ sighed an Esthetic Young Man, who had been found in the snow with 
a Lily in bis hand, and a Peacock’s Feather behind his ear. 

“Mr. PostLerawarre, I beliewe?’’ said Mr. Punch, bowing. 

The Bathetic gracefully aeknowledged the salutation, and relapsed into silence. 

“ The world’s a stage, Sir, as you say,” observed a sad-looking, middle-aged Man, in 
reply to some remark from the Un-blighted Tragedian ; “ but it’s the unprofessionals who 
have most expernence of its tragedy.” 

Mr. Punch requestei the Sad Traveller to oblige him by reading the manuseript which 
he had already produced. 
* It's in verse,” said the Sad Traveller. “ And I call it ’’—— 


Pollp-BHo ! 


“ Then heigh-ho, the holly ! 
Thus life is most jolly.” —SHaxsrRarg. 


Tue belt wee full of berry, the winter was hard 


lite’s lon 
good-bye. 


a faint 
And I gathered the scant round her, and went, 
with a tear-dimmed pm 


bitterly loth to leave. 
where Potty was born. 


same bleak morn. 





ing so raddily warm, 

That I left jest one searlet spray on her pillow. Her frost-pinched form 
Shook "neath the tattered quilt ; but she said, “‘I feel cosy and well. 

And | never saw holly so fine, Tom ; "twill sell, dear, I’m sure it will sell.” 


Sell! ’Twas but little *twould fetch, though it sold to the last red spray. 
But what other chance of comfort was left for our Christmas Day ? 

A shilling or two meant dinner, a bit of fire in the stove, 

And Pou.y clasped warm in my arms, —yes warm as our sore tried love. 


Ah! if only love could warm, spite of frost and of clothing scant, 
Could keep off the biting of winter, the gnawing of hunger ‘ee ont 





Yet ta i slowly in ; but, at last, when the had thin, 
Toure paced see's partly afd fellow, teed oucahed to bs song ond Sia, 


Was be cought by the gleam of the berries,~—my face's eold trouble ? Who | be sin down in Giles’s 'Ood. So 


— 
But he turned, and he bought the whele Jet. Whet.s langh tomy lips arose! 


“Wheel it home to my house, my good man.” And I followed him home| the storee, as I 


threugh the might. . } 
As clean as his smooth shaven face, was the Villa, all comfort and light ; 


Bo Ro > Be raced grate; chill cheer for our 
ve 
And I left her, to wheel out the holly, though 


Twenty like wiles I hed trudged with it, only that 
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‘And his daughters thronged to the hall, and they kissed 
him, and weleomed y; 
again in my ears rang eheery old strain, ‘‘ Life 


is jolly, most jolly!” 
Well, with six shining shillings in hand, wine-warmed, 


with a flask “‘ for my wife.’ 

edhe} > aad for me to be bitter, or mock at the landers 
of life. 

The thought of the glisten of Potty’s dark eyes drew me 
on, hot and swift, 

Till my secant breath failed, and I reeled, as the latch I 
was ready to lift. 


One minute I paused om the threshold ; I think that my 
thought was a prayer, 

A wordless thanksgiving for her who was waiting so 
patiently there, 


an te, 
As white as my girl-wite’s face, and as hard as our| wit) Was that her low whee? ox!” Aye, I 


heard it close at m 


£ . " 
“It will sell all the better,” she anid, as she kissed) T)6 yoice of the girl 1 had wooed in the holly wood, 


wondrously faint and clear, 


And I burst in, singing the strain, ‘‘ Oh, this life is jolly, 
most jolly!” 

“Tt is Christmas morning, my girl, aad I’ve sold every 
bit of our holly, 4 

Save the spray on your pillow, my pet. Let me kiss 
your poor cheeks as red.” 


It was brought from the far white woods, near the) 41.4] stouped, with my heart at my lips, almost happy, 


—and PoLLy was dead | 


Three minutes allowed for reflection, which was, however, 


- . . . interrupted by Toby rushing in with something in bis mouth. 
But the shining red berries were thick on it, show- | -: That. dog in very troublesome,” said Mr. Punch, apologeti- 


cally. “One moment, Gentlemen,”’ and he took up a roll of 
off the rug. 

* The last Turkish Circular Note,” he ined to the com- 
pany, after perusing the document. ‘‘ Will anyone cash it?” 

There was a quiet laugh, but no one made an offer. 

**Into the fre with it,” said the business-like host, ‘“‘ And 
now, once more go on, if you please. Who's next?’’ 

“I be!”’ cried a sturdy-looking Fellow, in velveteen. 

“ And what ’s your paper about ?’’ inquired Mr. Punch. 

“ Well, Zur, it be better nor Playactors’ ghoasties—it be about 
reel ghoasties.’’ And laying down his pipe, the Velveteen Man 
read out—— 


Che Paunted Preserbe. 


(A Tale of a Village Tap-Room, Told by an Old Poacher.) 











0 I sbelieve in Ghoas- 
ties? Ees. Seeun : 
beleevun. There wuz 
sitch onee. There 
used to Ghoasties 
afoor there wuz Raail- 
ways; but “tis said 
Steam ha’ swep’ um all 


3 
a3 
3 
Ls 
fe3 


i 





ey heerd say as how 
there waz summut to 
there wuz; and I a 


ut. 1 sim ut fust, though 

wuz Nep Noguis, Sir ne ee 

ut afver he. ’twasn’s rr, news 

d un tell ut at 
’A said ’a wus out one fine winter 

been yesterday a little afoor this here 


eke 
ae 
ee 





i 
/ 
i 
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so 









q 
i 


E 
F 


1 um 

fer'n to ol : ale 
ai FS ie the at yg 
ea ground There ’a some 

time afoor ’ bo what's Wass cane Othe aon 


ae moor soopernate 
O’ course, ‘ needn’t a whe * ’twas that hid hisself behind 
i and gied the horrable groan, and sud- 
duntly doused the glim in the turmut lantern. 


“ Why, jolly old ’umbug!’’ exclaimed the Irrepressible One. “That 
wasn't a host | Y don’ "t believe in ghosts,” said Anny. PosTLETHWAITE 
heaved a sigh. 


*T do,” 
eof the com 


suid the Un-blighted Being; “ Suaxspzare did.” 


pany rose at once to ae | this position, but before 
Mr. Punch had decided who was to speak first, Toby rushed in head over 
heels, barking yA 

“TIT can’t help it, Master,” yelled Toby in his best dog-Latin, which his 
master translated for the company’s benefit; “‘ but there are three Gentlemen 
auate, ‘who want to know whether you'll subscribe a trifle to the Land 


S With the greatest Pleasure ! ”* instantly responded the Just and Generous 
Sage, his eye twinkling. ho! without there! Start an avalanche!” 
There was a rosr of thunder. “ Now, Gentlemen,”’ he said, smiling cheerily, 
“ that’s disposed of. hoe Mr. Posrierawaite will oblige? ’’ 

The Zsthetic Y be my am rose languidly from his seat, and leaning against 
a bookcase, with the Lily in "his hand, and the Peacock’s Feather in his hair, 


he read aloud—— 
Fleur Des Alpes; 


OR, POSTLETHWAITE’S LAST LOVE. 


Goop Philistines don’t carry manuscripts about me to read 
to the likes of you! and if I did, you couldn’t 0 Farmely Rlapon | 
if you could, y disgusted,—moreover, you would | an 
have the advantage of me. 

But _-. viet when it suits me, and make myself 


, ah Aad'Ge all wont 
And 


It 





happened ia da or TET Tl 


[tld Mrs, Cacance 
Sioa with 
bs hak 


Sed 


Sas 


! aaa 


joke against Me ! 

Now Griessy, for some 

out, knows everybody worth 
natarelly wented to know a 
rarer it, ve 


ie 





aH 







of oll peoples ann, whem ogee e ees I For does he not call me, 
and to my very face, too, a Supreme duffer, a Consummate ass, « 
road . as a Precious fool, a Perfect noodle, nay, an Utter Nin- 


“hee Reennes What an utter sell for him! But he lacks the 


sense of humour ! 
I had imitators, of course. f cam Sanlly 20fh then shvate, Pricox 
“ert be vel stp all en pty y- oat And 
80, e, was y for a me consequence 
as for Mitxineton Sorter, he swore he never went to bed without 
Aloe Blossom! a thing = tet caly Deepens on Ss waesy! 
They overdid it. The —— po And Griessy lets 
Next season I sede, and whioyored. to him {in the 
hearing of it capil change that I Thad sat id ont ap ofl night with a Primrose. 
then, So 


sophia oa tae 









my - rat goer n 1 Browns ! 
ou have never heard of MaupLE IMaBvE Brown an 
say not. 7; ie ee ee the privilege of a select| A tear rolled down Pastesh shot of Massen Cur bis chock is 
ee meng are si Perfect, Yet in their reepec- almost as consummate as ; pressing me to his bosom he said, 
ve, Rertoction, each other with « quite|** Distinetly so!” Onion let of « big D., ei ot ton lon od 
eee lamb to the news 
ao fe Pesromey Consummate—whereas He is Consummately | __It took i bie seer tions people, 
constantly tell them so, and they agree with me. Ha! He Heese fought 
Sa also te a point of telling everybody else. rae ding soperans be with § a yet, A such 
My a ing to you all tell me | t iy ME e~ it 
(and everybody else) about myself, beyond the mere fact y aici: ; Hares , and 
consider me to combine, in m maid and peruse, Pupreme |aile , and were out of it again ! 
meisnsw with Conntmamnig Supremsoy ata T agree wih | Ths Ju as G r pe 
Ome. e get on uncommon! Sapather, ean ae is sense are 
will pon, using tans am thas gifted, to hear éhat badly <e Sone timed, which, Pricok gets his clothes 
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ready-made at Erratum Baoruenrs, in the Strand, or somewhere. 
And Soriey can’t bear up against a snub from a lady of title. It 
upsets his stomach, and he goes home and tells his mother and 
sisters—and they tell everybody all round. Fatal ! 

Now the Lily carried me though my first season, the Primrose 

my second. The question arose: what Flower of Flowers is 
to carry me through my next? It must be sim the Prim- 
rose, rarer than the Lily, and as consummate all that as either ; 
and such, moreover, as to rile Gaiespy to madness, and leave Sorter 
and Pricox sticking in the mud for the rest of their lives. 

I sat up all night with a Botanical Dictionary, and hit Upon the 
very flower at last—The Utter Blossom! The Perfect Thing! ! by 
my Guiessr! It will be the death of you! And you, Professi 
Beauties, look well to your laurels! For this is a stroke of Genius, 
and will carry me on to 1883—or even ’4! 

And that is why I am here to-night. 

Good Philistines, every one, you are the witnesses thereof—and 
when called upon to do so (by Guiessy, for instance), must testify 
to the fact that I, Jextasy PostLermwaire, was actually caught, 
Sa il re Coe be kg 
who in riend t ig dog C: o 
carried me hither—in a snowstorm at mid-winter, Dave hak feet 
above the level of the sea, Lat. 45° 52 N., Long. 7° 12 E., under most 
unfavourable circumstances, and at considerable personal risk and 
inconvenience to myself, in the very act of 

SITTING UP ALL NicuT witH aN Epetweiss! 


Here the Zsthetic PostLeTawarrs produced a dried 


Phen Toby asked 


“Hear! Hear!” from everybody, enth 
replied the Sage, cheerily. It shail be 
esent from one of my oldest 
io a Christmas 








Che Children’s Wielrome to Father 
Christmas. 


Do you hear the children laughing,—fathers, mothers,— 
Ere the sorrows come with years 

They are romping all together, sisters, brothers, 
And they little know of tears. 

The snow may be lying on the meadows, 
The world with cold grief may be opprest ; 

The East may not be free from boding shadows, 
Fresh trouble may be brewing in the West: 

Bat the young, young children, O my brothers! 
They are laughing merrily ; 

They are laughing, knowing nought of bilis and bothers, 
And from care and taxes free. 


They look up with their bright and beaming faces, 
And their looks are to see, 

And the vision of their infantile glad graces 
Fills their Punch’s heart with glee. 

‘* The world,” they seem to say, “is bright and cheery.” 
They wear its best of roses on each cheek ; 

And the sight of their fine rapture rests the weary, 
And the music of their mirth inspires the weak. 

Let us all be glad, and frolic with the children, 
Though the outer world look cold ; 

Let us listen to their prattle, loud, bewildering, 
And forget we’re growing old. 


For ‘‘O!” ery the children, “‘ he is coming, 
Father Christmas, he is here!” 
The glories of his advent they are summing, 
And his gifts and his good cheer. 
Here is Christmas! As the children rush to greet him, 
Mr. Punch, the children’s friend, is midst their throng, 
Father Obristmas! Let us welcome him and meet him, 
Like the children, with a jest and with a song. 
There ’ll be lots of serious work to do to-morrow, 
But to-day is Christmas Day, 
So a lesson the children let us borrow— 
Laugh, and frolic, and be gay! 


“I’m fond of children,” said a , Testless-looking Man, when the 
hearty applause which followed their host’s verses had subsided; “I’m fond 
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of children, though I don't remember being one m self, having been always a 

self-made man. But then you see you don’t make ot rr people a thevane tine 
ves . 

through process of pulling themselves 

r. Punch announced their pad hang b— to— 


Che Pberseer’s SDtorp. 





~—— 


I’m an Overseer. My name is Jopzrns, Vestryman, Overseer, 
Chairman of the Assessment Committee in the parish of St. Horse- 
leach-in-the-East, and a member—I may say a very active member 
—of the Conglomerated Board of Works. 

I got my nose into ial business, and where my nose went 
and practice of 
e a Local Pole- 
uilding transactions 


parochial 
my body soon followed. I soon mastered the Guy 
ial politics. I was rewarded by being m 
Tax Commissioner. From this moment my 
the most 


the Conglomerated | * 


ishing to stand across 
ey sold their property to the public, and 
same result fullowed. They were still 


German. He was 

his Italian honour demanded vengeance. 
steps; he glared at me from soerware 
language | could not understand. I entered an omni 
followed me ; if I tried a river steamboat or the Und 

way, he was still my compani I 

tion of the police. I could hardly 

thought to evade him by trying a 

of Coox’s Circular Tickets to go anywhere and everywhere—but | 
was mistaken. He turned up as a courier or interpreter, and was 
still near me. A fortunate accident at last came to my relief. His 
passport was out of order, and at the top of the Alps he was not 
allowed to descend into his native country. He was sent down again 
into France to get his proper credentials ; and here 1 am, a warning 
to Vestrymen who to deal liberally with ignorant foreigners. 
And by the way, [ on y hope your dog won’t find that confounded 
SPARGHETTI in the snow; or if he does, let him leave him there. 


At the conclasion of the Overseer’s Story, a Gentleman of military appear- 
ance, requested permission to be allowed to ask the a question, which 
he called “A Case of Uniformity.”—Q. Why does the Duke of Campnripes 
wish his Officers to appear at all times in scarlet ?—A. Because he wants 
them te act up to the spirit of the motto of the Army—" Ready, aye 
ready !"’ 

" t the Duke anid,” observed Mr. Punch, “ was, if I remember rightly, 
‘ Officers shall in future wear uniform, save when engaged in reereation.’’ 

“ Then,” rejoined the Military ing Gentleman, *‘the question is— What 
is Recreation? Is it Recreation to brandies and sodas, smoke cigarettes, 
and relate anecdotes of a possibly hilarious but certainly questionable character 
every afternoon in a Bond Street hotel, frequent -rate race meetings, 
and mix with light-weight jockeys and stable lads of considerably lower rank 
and education than your own servants, in the hope of getting a ‘ straight tip?’ 
Is it Recreation to take Miss GumINEVERE DE can, of the Tooral-Looral 
Theatre, to the Derby? Isit——?” Here the Irrepressible interrupted the 
speaker with—* Give it up. Ask another.” The Military-lookin Gentle- 
man was evidently about to retort somewhat violently, when Mr. Pune 
invited his guests to clink glasses ami all > 

*: Good tipple this, Sir,” said a Jolly-looking Young Man. “ But there's 
a lot drank about this time thatisn’t. I speak as a Medical Student—or, I 
should say, I sing as one.”” And he at once trolled out—— 


A Seasonable Song. 
’ nine hither the bowl, let the goblet be 


mine, 
Though painful Podagra may come 
Though the berkae I quaff, of no matter 

uaft, of no 

what shape, . : 
Contains but a semblance of juice of 

the grape ; , 
These are days unto fun and festivity 


dear 
For Christmas (‘tis well) comes but 
once in a year. 


Then let us be jolly, ’tis Carnival 
sherry shows traces of sulphate 


of . 
Thongh even the water, so fair in the glass, 
Is charged with some dread Tieus gas, 
We’li calmly consume it, never show fear, 
For Christmas we know comes but once in the year. 


Let’s fill up the tumbler to / 
Babin sur til, "ef 
Though whiskey too often con- 

tains fusel oil ; 


af? 
o.% 
f LPP Ey 


in = 
We'll try them, for Christmas 
comes once in @ year. 


Then join me, good Punch, and 
we'll drink to your fame 
In the mixtare that’s honoured 
name ; 
i, y, the liquor too deeply ¢ 
ures, 
T can put ourselves down on my 


cures. 
‘s your health! 
Fier’ A ediqvaitle chart, 





For Christmas, my Punch, comes but once in the year. 

































































ave 




















298 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








(Decumpzr 25, 1880, 








“ Ah,” enid an old Man, in a corner, “ drink ’s different to what 
it were. Everything's different.’’ 
“Who are you, my worthy friend?” asked Mr. Punch, with a 
warm tear gy his sympathetic eye. 
“I am the Old Happy Peasant,” answered the Ancient Man. 
‘I've done a lot o’ magazine work in my time, and I’ve got a little 
story here in my pocket, which I call’’—— 


Gn Unto Tale. 





Reat English Christmas weather! Above, a hea 

ere, sky, without acloud. A pitiless, pelting rain, whi 
keen East wind sweeps across the 

thick and pie 


Round a ut the fire on the Christmas Eve of which my 
glish village. 


the world. 


the ground, as if, for seven years, he 
up I endless staircase. 





** Marvellous, it is indeed,” remarked Gaffer Norton, “ he aleays do come 
as Master Swappy has said. A am an old man, but a remember Christmas 
coming ivery year that a’ve been born.” 

- now, there now, d’ye hear ?” said the Butcher ; ‘‘ was there ever 
the likes of such a memory as thic theer man possesses? He never forgets 
wen nd every Jour the Pheet of Lady Man,” onid the 8 «walk 

9 every year the ghost o ARY,” sai 8 
on the terrace of the He : re" 

** Uncommon wet night for her,” sneered Cirrrorp Srew. 

“Bat a’m uncommon driy,” replied Swappr, at which no one laughed 
for each had meant to say it himself. The hint, however, was taken, an 
the glasses having been replenished with foaming quassia, and log-wood, 
and oil of vitriol, according to taste, mine host recommenced. 

“ Tell us all about the Ghost, Gaffer,” said mine host, for he knew the 

was long, and required much moistening. 

** Aye, that a will with all pleasure.” 

At this announcement more than half the company left the room, and 
went away not to return. 

“You may see,” commenced the Gaffer, “‘that a were coming over the 
fields wan naight, five-and-fifty years ago, right adown by what they call 


| || 1 Stokes End—’ 


** Was you sober?” asked the Butcher. 

‘* A were,” replied the Gaffer. 

The Butcher sighed as if the interest of the tale as far as he was 
concerned had departed. So he departed himself. 

“* A were thait sober, that a didn’t know it were Christmas Eve at all. 
And a sees a light on the terrace o’ the Squaire. And a was mortually 

i tened. A am but a poor wambling old man, and had a raight to be 

“But,” broke in Swappr, ‘‘ you wasn’t a wambling old man then, though 

are now.” 

** A’ve always told this story the same way.” 

“ And a’ve always said that it was wrong in the same way too; and a’ve 
gone home, and a’m going home now,” and Swappy with his high stepping 
action passed out into the night. 

** Let him bide, let him bide. A were mortually fraightened.” 

“You ’ve said that before. I can’t stop here all night hearing you saying 
the same thing over and over again,” said Ciirrorp Sinn. ‘I am off now,” 
and Cirrrorp Srxw de 

** And a said what prayers a could remember. A shrieked out ‘Amen!’” 

“* There will be no service here next Sunday,” shouted the Clerk, awoke 
y Se fi sound. And he immediately went home under the impression 

he had been to church. - 

“And the ghosty said to me, ‘Gaffer Nortox, Gaffer Norton, there is 
treasure in the field behind the ‘ Jolly Cockchafer.’ ”’ 

Mine host slipt out noiselessly, and catching up a spade, set to work to 
dig up his field with all the vigour he 

* But first of all you must mind —— Why, where’s everyone to? 
Why, ado declare they ’ve left a pore wambling old man all by himself. This 
is what they call manners. In my young days we sat around at Christmas, 
and told each other lies, and belicved em; but naow ——” And Gaffer 
Norton drank up what was left in the glasses of the departed, and with 
difficulty sought his couch, vehemently, if inarticulately, abusing modern 
Christmas ways and fashions. 


“Well, that’s no end of a Story, that is!”’ cried the Irrepressible. “ Bother your 
old country places in winter! They’rea fraud. Look ’ere! Just see what I wrote to 
my pal Cuarirz. Here y’are!’’ And forthwith the Irrepressible read out—— 


’Arrp’s Christmas in the Countrp. 


Dear CHARLIE, 
I’vE = done the right truly rural. I don’t call it fe for my part. 
Sn, SASS ate ofl S Bane sane 00 SSE Eee ee smart. 
Un Bowror, the florist, lives here. Sech a rummy old image he is. : 
Noan’s Ark ain’t apatch on him, Cuax.re, for primness and straightness of phiz. 


I’m not nuts on flowers myself, though a smart buttonholder ’s not bad 
When a feller means doing the heavy. is most to my fad. 

A red ’un with maiden ’air trimmings is what I consider 0. K. 

Suits my style and complexion, yer , so I runs to it once in a way. 
Se ag Gen Bowror, rum gal, she’s my — oa flash. 
ueer people, these rustics, m no notion of cutting a 

Tho windien Gent csten oa © is odd, and I can’t make it out, 
For, you know, I am mostly all there when a petticoat ’s frisking about. 


Bin ’oliday-making of course, up to what I sw they call 

Took me | ~kating.  Slow\—and I tam at andl ar gn 

With a parson boss of the bizness, no no lushes, no larks, 

Ente Anecutarts 

Then church-decorating! My winky! they had me at that High old game! 
sol auine-chell analiom> 





holly Why blowed if they didn’t ory 
When I dropped a mild D.’oos the leaves pri my and one of the girls 
Looked as stiff os a saint out in stone when 1 wentured to twiddle her curls. 





> & 2 Bil. | 
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I was out of it, jolly clean out of it. 


Offered to tip ’em a song, 
“‘La-di-da,” or ‘‘O, isn’t it Spicy,” but bless 
thought ’em too strong, 
And when I jest whispered to Jack, ‘* This is 
rayther thin gruel,” he took me 
Up with a fierce sort of stare, jest as 
though he’d a liked to ’ave shook me. 
When Christmas night come I did fancy 
they ’d let go the pain ter a mite. 


"Ad a and up the mizzletoe. 
ex Now then,” i L Fr am right. 
Won’t I take the shine out o’ chaw- 


bacons?” Togged myself up in my best, 
there wasn’t a chap in room 80 
good-looking or nobbily drest. 


My weskit and trimmings was killing, my 
gloves was the cheese, and no kid; 

And it dumfogged me why they should 
snigger and widen their eyes as they did. 


Oh, Joskins ain’t gentlemen, bless you! 
But Fro looked so pooty in pink. 

That I told’er Kare Vaveuan wasn't in it, 
and tipped her my haffablest wink. 

She stared, but took hold of my arm, and 

Nac half enough fing in it; thou gh 
t eno ing in 1 ; 80 Bays 
i - labs in ome fun.’ 


And I carted ’er round, a rare breather, a 
taste of my he f best form ; 

And when we pulled up she looked proper, so 
panting, and sparkling, and warm. 






Catcutrnc Hm Trrprixe. 
Then I ti "em a song, & row one, 
 eeeet Sak Ceaetes nest 
—— Pa an J ~— a jealous; the 
n’t twig i ‘ 
Aud T couldn't fix Fzo for a waltz, and the 
mizzletoe bizness fell a. 
And thongh they seemed jolly as sand-boys, 
J somehow dropt out arter that. 


Fro danced with Jack Bares all the even-| execu 


i Gee 
most to enjoy. 





Fact is I was far too good form for ’em; none of ’em up to pace, 
And your Onis ebauge do oft the aeellio es even an tad Tabauh al the secs, 


The mizzletoe game I cut clean. Well, I did condescend to oy Fas, 

But that blessed Jack Bates—clumsy clown —got ’is foot in way, don’t you know, 
And I came sech a doose of a cropper, it quite put my nose out of el, 

So I says, ‘Oh! this isn’t quite enough. Tip me my ‘dip,’ and J’ll toddle,” 
My dignerty dashed ’em a bit. But they kep it up late all the same, 

And you’d think, from the shindy they raised, they were ‘avin’ a proper old game. 
But the rural ’sa Same Csr boy. "Twas the Guv’'nor’s idea I might marry 

Miss Fro, and bag U B.’s shiners! Not me/ Or my name isn’t ’Arry. 


“ Here ’s another!” barked Jody, dragging in somebody by the collar of his rough ulster. 

Placed before the fire, and plied with punch, the New Arrival thawed instantly. There was a remark- 
able twinkle in his eye as he drew forth from one pocket a quaint, old-fashioned clay pipe of the Cuanius 
THE Szconp period, and from another a roll of paper. 

“* A manuscript, of course,” observed Mr. Punch, placidly. He was becoming accustomed to them. 

“No, my dear old friend,” replied the Newly-found One. But, before he could utier another word, 
Mr. Punch had seized him by the hands and was shaking them heartily. 
aul | tai ” exclaimed Mr, Punch, beaming, “ of course not! It’s a picture! Is it one of Our 

“No,” answered the Artist, winking confidentially as he filled his pipe, “ it only illustrates an event in 
the genera!ly unromantic life of poor old Stopes, which, as it had better have a title, I will call” 


The Artist’s Storp. 


Wuew Sropex was younger than he is now, he was entirely dependent on hisAunt. If he 
did anything contrary to her wishes, she wouldn’t leave him a f . Broper fell in love. 
Aunt didn’t approve. qr y to marry without her know 


ge. Asa young man he 
asacoal. He started by the night-train to visit his intended. 


tb \ SSS 


had an enormous 
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To his horror, he saw his Aunt enter the earriage. Always an ingenious and ready-witted 

man, STopeéE turned his beard up right over his face, crammed down his hat, fixed it 

so that only his nose and eyes were visible. When she saw him, the Old Lady, who was of 
extraction and slightly superstitious, thought it must be Auld Clootie 


Northern » gave 
a shriek, and fainted. . 
On to herself and the next station, she saw her nephew—undisguised of course— 
leaning over her, and reviving her with a welcome flask. In ing accents he told her how 
dashed into the iage at the risk of his life, had with a masked villain 


he 
just as he was in the combined acts of robbing and murderi ce ot ob eae, had pitched 
the out of the carriage and saved her life. Imagine the Lady’s gratitude! She con- 
sented to the marriage, and Stopez is now a rich man, amusing himself by painting bad 
i and giving good dinners. He gets praised for both by those who frequently come 
to the latter. 

Scarcely had the Artist resumed his seat, ere Toby dashed in. “ What is it now?" asked Mr. Punch, 
“ Please, Master,” replied the intruder promptly, “ it's a Policeman, outside in the snow, who has been 
trying to induce me to steal a leg of mutton from the larder. He wants to get up a case.” 

Push him over the ipice,”’ said Mr. Punch, severely. 
“ Yes, by all means,” chimed in the Detective. Toby went out to see the order and the offender duly 

ted. 


“ Another lass, Gentlemen! You won't go home till morning!” cried Mr. Punch, as heartily as ever. 
“ Not till morning?” exclaimed the Military-looking Gentleman, “then here’s my manuscript ’’— 
and at once he began—— 
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“ ° “Bedad! Hurreo!” at last he exclaimed. ‘‘ What’ll you give for a joke about Greek 
Che Cale of the cial w etl ‘ed and hurried off at to Berl B only too glad 
** Won't do!’ ied ; urri at once in. Brswarce was only 
Corre spondent, to have my company. e began a long rigmarole about what he ealled his policy. 
a1 © " * Stop nonsense,” I cried somewhat sharply. ‘‘ I have more serious matters to think 
oo eo. 6 ann de « ~ iow seer of. gute me one of your oe epi s to take Uaak to Bagiend, — # 
in Fleet Street. ‘‘ More when you get there.” |». broke ont inte peaks Of tos Ra > one oomre » Sag tt, 
I immediately obeyed. : P “T have the very thing you!” hecried. ‘“‘ The very thing! and all out of my own 
I received my instructions by wire,| head.” ‘Then es 1 took out my note-book he dictated, ““ When is a door sot « door? When 
which I carry with me. I lunched with it is a-jar!” I jumped up fariously. 
the Sunray. As Panpt Suan he talks The Prince’s mirth on seeing this was immediately changed into alatim, 
, “| meant no harm, indeed f didn’t,” he whimpered. ‘I own 
it is not mine. I haven’t got one by me. I’ve only made one about 
‘Blood and Iron.’ The ‘ Door a-jar’ was given to me by Lord 
BeaconsrieLp, who declared that the joke was one of his own!” 
Disgusted at having wasted my time on such a fool’s errand, 
I started for St. Peters 6 
“Tam really delighted to have your company,” observed the 
Czar, as we blew up together with a chandelier through the roof 
of the Winter Palace. “Don’t be alarmed! We shall come 
down by-and-by. We are only on the top of an explosion contrived 
by the Nihilists. I ascend in this manner about a dozen times a 
dy like a captive balloon, and find the fresh air up above simply 
ay I ree a hie Majesty wee he my Y = 
’ Auteerat e Russias suggested that he could give A Love or Wut. 
re me a local joke about the Zivadia on the Neva, ‘‘ Neva too late,” ¥ 
Irish with his intimates. He talked Irish|&e. 1 informed him that it had been done before. After that—but —— 
me. —— os Here the Special suddenly sto , looked at his watch, and exclaiming “Six o'clock! Must be off! 
Bedad Sorr, said | he, “how will I Special badness! A Merry Ares named !” he seized a bieycle, and placing it dexterously on one of the 
help you at all, at all? . telegraph wires that were now fast appearing through the thawing snow, using this narrow path asa 
I answered that was his business, and | road, he disappeared in the distance ! 
not mine. I told him that he would be| ‘Six!’ exclaimed everybody. The sun, rising early on the Heights of Imagination, was beaming 
amply paid for it, and produced a roll of | with red-faed joviality. And what a change outside the House! Why, the sun himself was hardly 
£20,000 notes. he eves of the greedy wanted, so thoroughly the warmth of Mr. Punch’s reception melted the snow all round. leaving, how- 
may ever, & good layer ot it, clear, crisp, and glittering, wherever, at Christmas-time, any decently-minde! and 
‘ poetically-inspired snow ought to be. 
i” Ev ary OY the better for the nicht wi’ Punch, even PostieTH waits, who sighed, and said it had 
been “ mmate!” and “ Utter!” 
Round Robins were singing carols on Christmas-trees, the bells were ringing in the Children’s Festival, 
as all waved adieur to Mr. Punch, who, etanding at his door, with Toby the Faithful by his side, ¢heerily 
shouted—and his wish was echoed and re-eehoed all over the world —— 
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Bizz x-n Ess. 


Turk absolately glistened at the sight of 
so m wealth, and he looked round to see 
if there Were any Pashas within b 80 
that might give them orders for my 
im m r. 

“No you don’t!” I observed, drawin 
out three fevelvers. I held one in ea 
hand, afd eafried the other in my mou 








\ 
Gomre roa THE Riss. 


i joes ‘a habit I contracted amongst the 
ulus. 
The Sutraw apologised for his gaucherse, 


wept upon my shoulder, explaining 
that as a oe he “had been portent : 
guileless, t vancing years 
ruined what had once been a beanti-| ‘‘ Bless you, my Children! {Go it while jyou’re young! A merry Christmas 
ful character. to you, one and all!” 














Opeameron pant — The Bastor does net hod bound to Contributions, In hen Og returned unless aecompanied by « 
oy Te hemes fay —~ Lee at ler TS ne case can 
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ROUND ABOUT TOWN. 
The Stock Exchange. 


0 many “Duleigno Seventy - per - 
Cents’ had been left me by an aged 
female relative, that I wanted to hear 
“something to their advantage” I 
called upon a stock-broking friend in 
consequence. He did not seem greatly 
impressed with the value of the securi- 
ties. Yes, they ae p= 
seventy per cent.—but only for 
months. For many years, they had 
ded nothing at all in the shape of 
—— Under these ——— 
were not quile so m —— 
as ls. For the rest, they been 
issued at 40, and were now at some- 
thing rather under 44. hed 
From this, it appeared, they 
fallen rather considerably. 
* But,” said my steck- i 
friend, speaking of the Bonds as 
had been a confirmed invalid in the last stage of a rapid decline. 
be a little better this morning. At any rate, I will go 


office. There were maps upon the walls, of 
gold mines. A blue paper, 
Id say da "was hanging 
over the mantelpiece, above a bottle water, flanked by 
a couple of tumblers. I sat down and waited. Suddenly I became 
conscious of a noise, that sounded like the ticking of the clock in the 
tower of the Ho of Parliament—exaggerated. Only it was in- 
terntittent, like t se of @ giant suffering from indi . it 
stopped abruptly—then it began again. I traced the sounds, and 
found that they proceeded from a little instrument. from which was 
fouing. by starts and jerks, a long pa tape. On the tape was 
printed a number of city quotations. e@ paper seemed to exercise 
a strange influence upon me, Iwas fascinated. It assumed all sorts 
of uncouth shapes. Now it rolled about like a serpent, now it 
ed me in its coils, now it fell in fanciful festoons from the 
ceiling. It was quite a relief to me, when my stock-broking friend 
returned. His manner, however, was strange. He was no longer 
cool and collected, but excited. 
**T can see in your face,” he oried, ‘‘ that you want to know the 
mysteries of Capel Court! Well, we have been boys together, and 
inmost shall be gratified! I am running a dreadfu! 
If I am discovered, a lingering death in the dreadtul dungeons 
under the House, will be my portion! Butnomatter—come! Under 
my sheltering guidance, you shall beard the wily stock- broker in hi« 
i: & Pe eee ae, aoe 
Tn a costume, you are likely to escape 
Once more then—come ! ” 
Be be ee ey wg pe me tha 
wn an alley, an rough a pair of swinging . 
to meet a beadle. But the liveried ien was no bar to our 
progress. We left another pair of swinging doors behind us, and 
were in the House itself. ~" et 
It was an enormous room. White walls bare of ornament. Here 
and there a desk at which sat the dealers in Government Stock, and 
other high class securities. 
and lots of notice boards. — 


your 
risk ! 








of luscious viands. Bat so far as T could see, their connection with 
the kitchen, was as remote as ible. 

Then I turned my attention to the members. I found on all sides 
spick and span Gentlemen conversing at the top of their voices. 
Now and then they adopted a lower tone. When this happened they 
laughed with glee. Were these confidential utterances connected 
with gigantic speculations? I was full of respectful amazement. 
Here was | in the very centre of commercial enterprise! The «pick 
and span Gentlemen before me represented the Capital of the World! 
It was @ very great thought indeed! At first | was afraid to mix 
amongst them. But soon wy curiosity conquered my timidity, and 
I ventured to mingle with the ‘‘ leviat of commurce"’ while they 
were in their vigantiec operations. 

Why, what was this? The Leviathans—some of them Levi- 
Nathane—were at play!! Quips, cranks, and quiddities! Business 
now and ie ight and airy manner, but fun first and foremost. 
Why the whole place was redolent of mad ways! There was 

—-_ y Sy what may he called ‘an amusin 
ol ! sparklers! on oar Tr, oh 
these humorists these farceurs o ty 

A fe surgi Tanead of tocar some of the members 

warri wasa “Captain,” there a “ Field Marshal,” 
I drifted into a land of riddles. 
CP?” Who was “Doverr?” And 


albeit complimentary, allnsions to“ the Ancient 
ato i where aol died vane bo delne 
‘oun Link?” I wes 


“Ugly Mug” and 
i perplexed measure, when sud- 
denly tnere was a dead silence. Quotations and quips ceased in a 
moment, and the stiliness was positively painful. The Chief Waiter 
(looking now like a Jack-in-the-Box who had taken up the protes- 
sion of am auctioneer), sud rose from hisrostrum. Heavens! 
had my dissembling I, and was I now about to be 
publicly denounced as a traitor in the camp? In a state of suspended 
animation I listened for that Waiter’s voice. He knocked three 
times on a desk before him, as if something were ‘ Going, going, 
gone!” something went! It was the credit of somehody de- 
parting for ever! At all events, it did not personally concern me. 
A melancholy pause, and then once more, “ Vice la bagatelle /” 

“The most dramatic thing I have ever seen!” I observed to a 
Gentleman standing near me. 

The Gentleman looked at me sharply, 
noticed that. I had no red book under 
my arm, and shouted “ Fourteen 
hundred !” 

In a moment I was surrounded. The 
amusing rattles treated me with the 
utmost politeness. And yet somehow 
[lost my hat! Profuse apologies were 
tend to me; and yet I began to 
think it better to get towards the door! 
[ was implored to stay ; and yet I think 
| must have been pushed by some one 
from behind we in ante — 
coppers were wo at my . 
the “‘fun” beeame fast and furious! 
All of a sudden it dawned upon me 
that I was the centre of a ring of 
seoffers! The Waiters rushed towards 
—_s . * . . 

** Hallo!” shouted mv stock-broker 
friend, re-entering his office, “‘ you must have been asleep! What 
a row you have been muking!” 

“ Am I safe?” 


** Where am I?” I out, ; 

‘* Well, not to sell Dulcigno Seventies, They are rather flat this 
morning—down to one-and-a-quarter !”’ 

Waiving away the notion of a deal in Duleignos, I hurriedly 
related my adventures. 

* A dream, my good fellow,” said my friend. ‘ Not a bit like 
= bey eee Ask any Member of the House, and he will 

you so!” 
No doubt he was right. Still the dream seemed 60 real, that my 
stem I visited my doctor, and was ordered 
Result—a ran into the country. Consequently no 
ing About Town "—for the present ! 


nd, 
“the MW 


Leavine Stock Excuanoz. 





“ape eee neg bares A a site Be at Lys yt 
regulation adopted certain _ mv 
be deworbed us" The Ready Money System ; or, Paying over the 





A Cracker Bow: Bow.—In soasgetison of Mr. Tom Surrn’s services 
in the cause of Christmas Art, Mfr. has ereated him Duke of 
St. Albums, and decorated him with an entirely new clasp. 
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SQUIB CRACKER MOTTUES. 


For the Lord Mayor. 
Prophetic Laureate! here ’s none 
other than 
(Mc) “Anruvr like a modern | 
Gentleman.” 
Not * = Table Round of British 
a ’ 
But at a—how much better !— 
Guildhall table. 


a 
To-day the Pen is set against the 


Were modern hero more admired 
Guildhall might lend 
t lend an epic to 
the Laureate! at 


For Mudford. 
’Tis hard for thee fit motto to 
discover : 


er : 
Stop! Here’s one— My (Mud 
MP ialad days are pals ’ 





wt sw 
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A Reason for the Season. 
By a Christymas Minstrel. 





- a Mr. poe, 5 can not.” 
“Tt am placed dere to amuse 
de Childs.” 


Fieet Street ?” | A\\\ 
a LINK SS - ww 


LEON (OR NAPO-) 








PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.—No. 13. 
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** Massa Jonson, can you tell 4 
mo why do Griffin were placed in i <8) = /\ 














GOVERNMENT AT ONE 
HUNDRED AND TWENTY 
MILLIONS A YEAR. 


A REVOLUTION has been allowed 
to grow and consolidate itself in 
. The Ministers have all 
gone to their country seats for 
hristmas, rebellion, which 
romises to he has 
rng eg Gy yh 
ong ex . On 
at the Cartel Ofles we were 










of j ists, he 

that the Earl of Gryexrty, Mr. 
Grant Dourrer, Mr. CuILpisn, 
and the others, should either 
work or resign. 











| The Pot and the Kettle. 


Gampetta and RocurorT are 
each on their mettle, 
And when one throws mud it is 
straightway flung back ;_ 
While to France it must seem like 
the pot and the kettle, 
And both in the end may turn 


~*~ 
ye 
— 7 
. > 


LEON GAMBETTA ? 
“THaT 1s THE Question.” out very bi 
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HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


My prar Youne Farenps, 

_ You are now ily assembled at home, after the scholastic 
exertions of the last year, and I, as your Mentor and best friend, 
think it only right that I should give you a few hints, whereby you 
can make conscious of your arri even more conscious of 


y about the teenth of next mon 
You will first of all naturally wish to visit all the pantomimes, 
— woe Covent Garden, Lane, 
the Surrey, the Grecian, the perial, and the Britannia 


SE ate © Gnpy ee. For this kindness on the part of your 
geome, © yom uty to show them some generosity in return. 
ee SS eae, Sly Op So cent S Cee ee ae 
at an abnormal hour, will venture out in the cold of the nights, whi 

is so injurious to elderly people, will sit an entertainment, 
which, though sport to you, is very dreary to and will under- 
go all this martyrdom for your sakes. Nay, even they will go so far 
as to give up their precious in order to accompany you to 
what are known as morning performances. Do not allow this! 
| ey Red gear mpl ay 4 CK Ef 

done for you, and in return do them. Say kindly, but I: 


propose to take yes te Ge Centon, | Cur dos 
«Ry htty BY You shall not be martyred for our sakes. 
Enjoy your dinner. Dine at eight o'clock as usual. Li over 
your and coffee afterwards. Don’t lose your afternoons. 
Pay have five o'clock buy presents for 


your offspring, but 
don’t let your unselfishness you miserable. Let us go to the 
theatres by ourselves, give us sufficient money to dine at the Grand, 
or the Hi Restaurant at our own time, and if we are not home 





Insist upon a good sup Have nothing to do whatever with 
or lemonade, such drinks being most noxious to the ae. 
All doctors agree that dry champagne and very old Scoteh v ey 
are the only two refreshments that can be taken with impunity. In 
a hy after supper will be highly 
relished by both your male and female guests. i 
I have now given you directions for your behaviour for the two 
chief events of the holidays you are enjoying. I would otherwise 
call your attention to the facts that continual practice is necessary 
before sliding down the banisters can be considered a graceful 
feat of gymnastics; that snow-balling is a fine athletic exercise, 
ing the muscles, and steadying the eye ; that only molly- 
coddles of the most degraded type fear to venture on the ice before 
it is really safe; that the sedentary dulness of your servants’ lives 
will be agreeably diversified by perpetually ringing the bells all 
over the ; that - -_° ve are not ——_ for any ee 
you may contract, and that therefore you have now an @ a 
of pom — + oe your bedrooms with rare engravi from old Masters, 
Queen Anne furniture, and costly tapestry, which may never occur 
again; that to throw brightness and cheeriness into the prosaic 
existence of your parents, you should never omit to pass their 
studies or boudoirs without waiting outside the door to sing a verse 
of “* Kicking Jemima Down-Stairs,” or ‘“‘ Grandmother’s out on the 
Booze,” to learn which ditties you should, on off-nigh 
the music-halls; that your parents’ friends are not necessarily 
ours, so that some you should treat with distant politeness, others 
altogether, and to others show your marked d and con- 
tempt ; and that, finally, your pesegts no fa oO es 
very intelligent, ex people they l 
them to be, but mere commonplace, humdrum, jogtrot, mediocre 
sort of folks, and to be told as much. , ‘ 
Attend to these directions, my dear youn friends, and during the 
holidays you will make home vivacious, your absence long felt. 
Yours, holiday-makingly, 
pan 








“Hop Brrrers.”—The people who pay for this advertisement in 


every paper in the ki 





kingdom are giving viee to the public. It 
1 ras’ shad to hop biters. as it is te skip troubles, and jump difficulties. 
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THE WONDERS OF SCIENCE. 


The Principal (from the City, through the Telephone, to the Foreman at the ‘‘ Works”). ‘How 
DO You cer on, Pat?” 

Trish Foreman (in great awe of the instrwment). ‘Vary weit, Stix. Tae Goons 1s sent orr.” 

The Principal (knowing Pat's failing). ‘‘ WHAT HAVE YOU GOT TO DRINK THERE!” 

Pat (startled). ‘‘Oon! Loox aT THAT Now! It’s uz Breats THAT pons rr!” 








LOWEST THAMES STREET. 
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George €liot. 


Dac. 23np, 1880. 
“ Dr. ANDREW CLARK ‘~~ round and ob- 


shortly afterwards in a 
sciousness and without any pain.”’— Zéelegraph. 
BReakIne the musie of our cheer 


Came the tolling of the passing bell. 
Ah! “Moritura!” Then—the last sad 


kneli— 
And Death had claimed her with the dying 
year. 





BAILIE NICOL JARVIE SPEAKS. 


“The Editor of the Marseillaise ai:nounces that 
Glasgow—* the largest Scotch town,’ as he tells his 
readers—is almost the exact copy, oa a smaller 
scale of Paris.’’— The Scotsman. 


Dowatp! Donald! Tell me, gude mon, did 
ye ken in a’ your days, 
—. awfu’ story Prat prents in yonder 


‘arseillaise ; 
Mon! He daurs to tell the public, oh, the 
feckless rantin’ loon, 
That there’s naething so like Paris as our 
dear auld Glasgie toun. 


Has he seen the braw Saut Market that the 
creetur 


to say, 

That our hooses much Seenbie those in Rue 
St. Honoré ; 

Says he that our graceless cummers chatter 


ls o’ France 


Aiblins he'll sweer the Sawbath is 
to the dance. 





Squib Cracker Motto. 
For Ireland. 
Tue rose is red, the thistle blue, 
The shamrock ’s green—and #0 are you, 
Dear Erin, if you trust Pazwet. 
Patience, and all will yet be well. 


Laxp Mrasvrement.—An Irish League 
—Any il-league-al lengths. 
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AN OLD OFFENDER AND A NEW TRIAL. 


Tae Alhambra began it—with M-fistofele IT.—the ‘‘Second” pro- 
bably refers to the part he takes in the duel—which is a muddley 
medley of tragic, comic, and burlesque materials. a Miss 
Sr. Qcenren plays Mefistofele, and if continual pointless posturing 


“ Wusw rinet l saw Sweet Peooy”’——conpvuctep sy CosTzr. 


and perpetaal motion could make the part successfal, then this 
lady would have achieved her object within the first half-hour. 
Miss Constance Losesy siogs at her best, and — acting 
as there is scope for into the part of Marguérite. Miss Ruse Bet, 
as Siebel, always si beaw as a yo man, reap on the ecene 
of her,former triumphs. Mr. Liongt Baoven’s acrobatic convulsions 
ee the dying Valentine were 


fairly effective, but nothing 
greet, that is, for the Al- 
bra, which we feel in 
this instance broeken 
with its old traditions. 
The music, well exeeu 
as it always is under the 
direction of M. Ja aCoBL. 
seemed to lack ‘‘go” and 
~_ Mr. Lesiig, as 
mb pe gave an 
tion of a parrot was 
= turously encored. He 
it “‘likea bird!” The 
piss as produced on the 
t night, is far too long, 
and requires what our Artist 
has given it—some good Cuts. 
After the verdict on Mefistefele, wemove fur A New Trial, which, 
though not exactly a —e Christmas piece, we do most heartily 
advise all playgoers, capable of appreciating true Dramatic art, to 
see, as it is now being at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre. 
It is some time since we 
have witnessed so care- 
fully studied and £0 
artistically finished a 
formance as that of 
r. Caak.tes CocHLas, 
in the part of —< 
—and AF ma 
said with equal tru 
the Abbé played by Ms. 
Pupensem. of Dr. Pal- 
played by Mr. 
lemme ERNANDEZ — ad- 
mirably *‘ made up,”—of 
the Agata of Mrs. Leren 
Mvunzay, and of Miss 
Amy Kosetiz, who has 
no easy task in the hope- 
lessly anti - sympathetic 
part of Rosalia. Nor 
must Miss Sormery be “Keer Faruer ovr!” 
omitted, ag my aa a. girl of 
reat praise for n young 
ourteen, who, with i, false note or anything like an exagweration 
of manner, could have rendered the strongest situations supremely 


ridiculous. 
While highly commending the acting, we are bound ts candenn 


Soto sy Tee Lion-st Comrevs. 


ted| seas 





the glaringly false sentiment and atrociously repulsive character of 
the play. What is the story? An impulsive, passionate, young 
Calabrian artist loves and elopes with a young Calabrian girl of 
seventeen. Her relations are furious, and her brother, while 
attempting to abduct her from her lawful husband, is stabbed 
by the latter who is defending the inviolable sanctity of his hearth 
and home. For this he is condemned for life to the galleys—the 
extenuating circumstances of having simply got rid of an objection- 
able brother-in-law not being taken into consideration. The wife 
and child are left alone in the 
world—her family, by the way, 
must have been as wretchedly 
poor as they were snobbishly proud 
—and are offered shelter by a 
highly respectable young Doctor 
who happens to have quite recently 
become a widower in want of what 

terms “consolation.” The 


wee th title ~ 
ot which we here make a 
te re- 


i laim 

uy claims 
4, wife and 
uffered for his 
crime, is sineerely penitent, and, 
but for some eccentri- 
cities of manner, is altogether a 
far more amiable, and imteresting person than gpd Palmieri, who, 
with his peculiar views of marriage, sper eseaped convict as 

an unmitigated nuisance, 
by cfferin 


Though Rosalia mo 
the last to accompan gery - + Cag pares wherever Pavone to take i. 


Ss she makes it evident ment in ah od SA of her ritical assertion 
to the contrary, she no for the man 
te whem she had given aoa and best bet afl for her sake 

, committed the erime for which he has go fully atoned, 
who, impelled by overmastering love for her his child, has 
his daughter 

fond of the 

ighten their 
y obviated— 
way, he is an 


~ 4 
resent 


Dra. Patient anp Rosaria. 
(Latest Addition to the Chamber of 
Horrors.) 


risked death itself to Pon himself at her feet, and 
im his arms. She coolly allows that she has become 
Doctor ; and argues that a convict-father would only 
daughter into fits—which is bighly probable, but easil 
and gives Currade te understand that, in a general 
Obstructionist. The Doctor ex lains 

the case to him im a eald, calculating 

way, his own child informs him that 

she will be happier when he’s gone, 

and so the poor mam sees tor 


patito 


(not even attempting a remedy), who 
must be secretly chuckling over it as a 
really “very happy release.” Nothin 
but first-rate acting could carry 
a piece,—and this it has got. 

now let us suggest that at 
Christmas - time, just to make things 
pleasant all round, Mr. Co¢aian sho 
add a Fifth Act, on the fullowing 


“ Ape Trovent!” 
(A Study in Black.) 


Curtain rises, and discovers Dr. Patmrent, with Rosaria and 

De P. Br atte’ Gite wai 10°45 in correspondence with 

. P. adshado's says 

the boat for Marseilles. But being generall sceptiv, I do not 
believe in Bradshado's Guido. r 

Annetta Yoyfully). Ob! what fun! Will Comrapo always be 
my Papa now 

prog ln ony — 7 

‘our 

busband in or Second Act, when, however, he pA a. aeeil 
himself of the offer. But now 1 have had it made 
self and family in the mame of “Sarre & Co., 
London,” and there will be no difficulty. 


out for him- 
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Rosalia, Excellent! (To Doctor.) And as to his dis- 


guise? 
Dr. P. 1 have lent him a tourist’s suit. See! 


Enter Connano the Convict, disguised as abovementioned. 
Corrado, I am all ri a pon ies map Sant-oxte. 


been an awful bore, 
= : girl too, 
when she grew 
and wanted to koa 
all about everything. 
Well—well—they ’ve gone! Thank Heaven! 

Abbé (taking snuff). Aha! Then you do own a Pro- 
vidence at last. 

Dr, P. (converted, and kissing the Abbé’s hand). Yes, 
Monsignor—(A side)—He "s only an E oe but it flatters 
him—(A/oud)— Yes, M 

[Kneels to kiss the A bers 


as pay ae Bin Me Fe by mie 


Tue Corrapo FamIty on Tour. 


who gives him a 
“4 on his sneeze 


Soh Me \ 
. 4 KT 
eS * \Y) Wy iW ' 


: wi i } { 


——— || 


men i Hy 
§ i NY | l 


y met 


1 ees 


Ul 


Ka YE 
on wa 
Sa! 
— 
Scanz—Country Post-Office. 


mend that is a moral finish : and highly recommended 
by the Faculty. 





Postmaster, “‘Wuat’s vouR PLEASURE, Ma’au ?”’ 
Old Lady (who has but a vague idea of Mr, Fanweett’s scheme). “ Just Put ME UP 








M.P, ror Caristmas.—Mince-Pie. 


SIx-PENNYWORTH OF Consous, PLEASE, AND LOOK HERE, YOU NEEDN'T KEEP 'EM 
FOR ME. I ’LL TAKE ’EM AWAY.” 














THE GOBLIN GOOSE. 
A Cunristuas Nicurmare, 
Once, itha ed 

> 1'd been Pin 


g. 
om my couch i 


ing brightly on 
my bedroom 


It was in the bleak 
December, 


as I remember, 
But I had, no dy- 


ing ember, 
Poe had. when 
near the door 
Like a 


mic lin just 
emy cham- 





‘ uit jy Ut 
ps e's el ‘om 


nf 8 famous 
ye mixed up with Le Leworr ?”’ 


oo. uprose and flutter’d, and this sentence strange he 


Christmas night 





oe > ~~ he mildly muttered; ‘‘ you have seen me once 
Seen me on this festive Cte oe 


seen me surely once before. 
the Goose,”—and nothing more. 


Then he murmured, “ Are you ready?” and with motion slow and 


traight he loa my bed. I simply gave a stifled roar ; 
ct cried, tm m a sinner, at a Goose Club I was winner, 
-|’Tis a if ry of my dinner, em I ate at half-past four ; 
Goose well stuffed with sage and onions, which I[ ate at ‘half- past 
four.” Quoth he hoarsely, “‘ Kat no more!” 


Said I, “I’ve enjoyed your juices, breast and back ; but tell me, 


o0se, is 
This reven ¢, and what the use is of being such a bore ? 
For goose-fiesh I will no more ‘ "if ‘ll not sit on my thorax. 
Go, try honey mixed with Lf mp nepetly olk 


Y r throat i 

a gees — ily, and Um, sare your vs , 

“ Goose!” I shrieked ** Leave, oh, leave me! surely you don’t 
mean to grieve me 


You are hea y reprieve me, now m penance must be o’er ; 
Though to-night yo you’ve brought me pa A comfort surely comes 


nothing | Some relief from thee I’d borrow at my doctor’s ample store, 
ROGERS | Trove are pills of purest couse ta ined s ample store.” 
Quoth the goblin, ‘‘ Eat no more!” 


And that et Geom, never flitting, like a nightmare still is sitting 
With me all citing words that thrill my bosoms oore ; 
Now, throughout Christmas season, while I lie 


Me he sits, until my reason surely can restore, 
I am driven mad, and reason surely can restore ; 
While Goose says, “‘ Eat no more!” 











een ee 


—_— 











PUNCH, _OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Janvany 1, 181. 








eV TPN 


A kis 4 Wa 


+! LAY 1 


“ap 
A ji 


X 








air 


A BUTLER’S REVENGE. 


Lady Midas. “‘ Weir, Revers, WHAT ARE THEsE f” 


Rivers (who has received warning). ‘“‘ Taw Decanter Srovrzrs, muy Lavy. 
TO Jam THe Lapres, Sin Gororvs LockeD UP THE DSOANTERS, AS UsUAL, BUT HE FORGOT THE Sroprens ; 


BETTER BRING ‘Em UP TO Your LapYsurr! ” 


Jost AFTER THE GENrLEMEN LEFr THE DINING-ROOM 
so I tHovenrt I’p 


[And before His Grace, too, who has at last been induced to accept an invitation | 








a 





= 0 VOYAGE!” 


Bow V. oyage, b bo Good wishes greet, 
My myriad ips, the young New-Comer. 
gay as Yo youth, as first love sweet, 
As brie t as Spring, as warm as Summer, 
Lift eyes of blue to smile on you, 
Time cannot age nor trouble chill her; 
But, Ae you ’ll need strong hand and true 


your tiller. 


wary the threatening sky, 
PP es - ae C=. lg weather. 

ow hi ow low, ours to 
And nde 4; 4. he 


them—you 
Frail <r Yt mariner, pant sea ! 
Naral queerer quarters. 
Ged speed your kel my b boy, say we, 
Teper, her troublous voyage 
Founders the worn-out hulk, O 
Your craft seems young 
For seas so high, 
But | eeney helps youth and 
o'er were, & Sie tide o’er troubles, 
And —_ o’er tur ts floats 
Like leaves or bubbles, 


The Rao 


noes 
ht BO nh Pee 
Sto 


the Ge tas 





Tae Coumsienet-tp-Carey has issued a ‘‘ 


Bon Voyage, still! Dall, lampish fear 
Would overload your cock boat sadly ; 
Better set sail with words of cheer, 
And enter on the voyage gladly. 
Away with boding thoughts, away 
With dismal doubts and croakings craven | 
Here ’s wishing you swift cruise and gay, 
And a safe haven ! 





Gagging the Volunteers. 


general order” denying 
itical discussion to Veluntocss ta, in Jn pe if the dis- 
ves ‘ political matter of a controversial — Asa 


Volunteer i is a tax-payer, who for the regular Arm 
the Commawper-rn-Car —, and 1 then offers et = oo ls hal the 





as an amateur, pom coh gee aloe my i tined: 
The Clown appears © de ier aa 
Etive canst Uli 0 volt hut pula aon touiel ol ube 
Good-bye, Telephone ! 
Tue Law has and the Telephone is told to leave a country 
which is tied aye foot to the Telegraph. The ten millions of 
i of stock-jobbers in 1869 has 
and the Telegraph to England for 


i 
5s 
E 
de 





T. B. Memw.—Garrrm’s Valuation—*' £11,040.” 
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“BON VOYAGE!” 
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PLAYERS AND PAYERS. 
I, “ Por Mowery iw tay Purse.” 


1r,—Mr. Rusxrn has recently addressed some pertin 
remarks on the subject of Dramatic Reform to the Sec- 

the well but mysterious D.R. Associa 
I do not intend to emulate 


and Reforms, in things Theatri- 
ind the curtain. Of the rare and 


necessary shillings—in fact, the Needful—which 
pte a ‘a se all . but 
or un must ; bu 
though we would amnedliy cones ourselves el Lord 
be tin on the side of the Ange 


rough the nose as we do now. As a rule, I notice that 
the largest-nosed people don’t pay at all. But this by 
the way. ‘Tis true a seat at the theatre is not a ‘‘ neces- 
sary” (as young Hopeful pleads when he can’t, and Papa 


Ps 


fancy), and no one expects a dinner at the ‘ Star and 
Garter” for the price of a chop at the “* Cock.” 
sorrow, is willing enough to barter 
‘ Even the most grave and 
¢ like to unbend and stretch our legs some- 
times—though the stalls of our theatres 
the places to do anything rather than stretch our legs, 
but of this hereafter—and it is really becoming a serious 
question how much longer we, the great unprivileged 
Q of the Mammon Family may afford to 
include the theatre among our “stock of harmless 


It was the little Sib-ent-liieg ‘Thesiee that ee 
extravagant pr in t ays when 
splendid under 





a’ these 
first it began to 
cratic j it has ever since courted so ex- 
ily, and, let it be said, so successfully. The High- 
and-Mitey became what our friend ’Axky calls “ quite 
the Stilton.” Of course its rivals followed suit, and now 
those houses where a stall may be bought for less than 
inea —even after a pilgrimage to the box-office 
the fingers of hand a on = a ye = 
one . Five ings—he nee no 
father to remember when a stall cost no more than 
inea,—to-morrow how 
her the price mounts. 
and very good Managers 
(only you would probably 
sells for five shilli 
Gran 





that shillings, now " 
much? Like SHeLiey’s skylark. higher oa high 
You will answer, my 


any tradesman 
word) is a fool who 


article which wi 


ing monogram: t 


Square, which we 
ul, and strange, 
inspected 





us dissatisfied with 
whether the great folk 








care as much about itas you think. They have plenty of it at home, 
ou see, and the senvine aaa "t you remember when Lord 
#YNE dined with the the Magnificent gave his 


noble guest? Gad! a turnips, and h leased 
that splendid nob ac. knows wet Prench 
cooks, was with his h fare ? 






“If we choose to our thus on the outside of the cup 
and platter,” retort the ** what is that to you | 
It is our not yours. and ,my friends. Has not he 
who pays the pi <4 to call the tune? It is your own 
risk, My ut 4 1 et 
Deeper and per o> yore, our pockets to pay ir all 
these pretty gew-gaws. must our money, surely we 
have a voice fn the selection the And we, ie pabtin, the 
—_ —_ area you take us pit xo are 

e ou competition, an Thaps 
you are ; "but this a and if some simple spirit 
should arise to preagh the the play ’s the thing,”’ and 
should give old as comfortable a seat for himself and 


his belongings, quite as may be a better, entertainment 
for a much smailer sum which you undertake to sur- 

i  senerak ery the Upholsterers 
and Wardour of Unappreciated Talent 
what will Paterf ? 


For the present—the present—allow me, being but a 
poor old Boy, to subseribe myself—I can’t subscribe much more— 
yours hopefully, Oxtver Twist. 





SONGS OF THE §SCIENCES.—I!. ASTRONOMY. 


ome study with me 
every bright 
constellation 

Of stars that you 
see in the skies 
on each night, 

Those fanciful 
groups will 
compel admi- 
ration, 

Some dim and 
far distant, 
some daz- 
zlingly bright. 

You'll see the 
two Bears, and 
youll oft fix 

our eye on 
he Dragon and 
Swan, and Her 
Ladyship’s 
an Chair, 

“ The Serpent, the 
Eagle, the 
Crown, and 
Orion 

The Whale and 
the Wolf, and 
the Snake and 
the Bear. 


Then look at the Sun, and we ’Il learn, to begin, it’s 
A distance of ninety-one millions of miles ; 

But light does the journey in under nine minutes, 
Which beats all express trains that run in these isles. 

We learn, too, his force must be daily diminish’d, 
That curious spots oft appear on his face, 

And Tomson says one day the sun will be finish’d, 
And roll, a ‘‘ cold black ” through infinite space. 


We'll find out the reason of total eclipses, 
When, strangely, the Moon seems to eat up the Sun, 
We'll see how the Planets whirl round in e ipses, 
And how the four Seasons are duly begun. 
How ages ago the fair Moon was voleanic, 
As can observe who telescopes look, 
And, certes, the craters are truly Titanic, 
As by Nasmyta in Locxrenr’s book. 


Then on each Nebula’s wonderful pattern, 
And watch the hot Comets go flaring away ; 

We’ve measured Jove’s moons and the queer rings of Saturn, 
But ee “ ‘ ’re puzzled by apn (hs day. 

Then er the Planets, their paths mensions, 
Aatheteny 's ourely @ celemeeeahlio : 

We'll soar o’er the world with ite cares and dissensions, 
And henceforward live by Sidereal Time ! 
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Uncle Robin (looking at Toy-shop window). “Au! THEY DON’T MAKE SUCH 


Compensation. 
Departure of GoscHEn. 
Pleasant Tour, ‘* patron- 

ised by all the Crowned 

of Europe.” 

BIsMaRcxK. 
GaMBETTA. 
Ganreatpr’s Marriage. 
“K.G.” (Kovent Garden.) 
Letter-writing. 
City Funds. 
Lyceum. 
Griffiths’ Valuation. 
Newmarket. 
P.-O. Savings Bank. 
Photos. 
“*C” Division. 
Self-Complacency. 


CoLERIper. 





NEW YEARS AND OLD. 
(4 Growl to a Greeting. Growled by old Mr. GrizzteWic.) 
Mayr New Years do you wish Sir? Me! 
Why, 
And sim 
All 


I can’t live many New Years to see. 
pay rye = oy eyed = ‘ 
a man’s might have been happy are o’er. 
ho ter tno, le, | cover year knew ; 


years won't be , and mine will be few. 


f I owned all the wealth that I wish for in vain, — 
’Twould but ease off the years that before me remain. 
Had I ten times the riches I ever possessed 
At your age in my youth, Sir, I might have been blest 
With the means of good living, then, I’ve no doubt 
I should, worse than I am, have been troubled with Gout. 


perks mish tase ant re ll 
hadn e others, ; 

ight for love have en unsuitable wife, 

Who'd have been, would still be, the plague of my 


life, 
And render my New Year, commencing to-day, 
Still farther from happy than ’tis, a long way. 


And, Sir, e’en though I now were as rich as a Jew 

Than the Old Year 1 sadder should still find the New,— 
To Gout, I repeat, Sir, a martyr the while, 

And a prey to Dyspepsia, Bronchitis, and Bile ; 

The source of all manner of ailments and ills 

For which money can’t purchase infallible pills, 


I don’t dare to enjoy the delights of the table, 

ides, want of appetite es me unable. 

leasures must yearly grow lesser and lesser, 
twelvemonth preve worse than its bad prede- 

cessor. 

Many Happy New Years may yourself, Sir, go through, 

But you ft have the advantage of me if you do. 


Each New Year I remember since when a small boy, 
I’ve heard people wi iends and acquaintances joy, 
As if hoping good wish wes ey FBS py 

i intment, be crowned wi 
And Sir :—Did ever you to hear 
Any mo acknowledge a Happy Old Year ? 


And 
All my 
And 





SEASONABLE FOLK-LORE, 


Ir the first person who enters your house in the New 
Year goes in with his right foot foremost, ill luck 
will befall you. If the person has his face blackened, a 
revolver in his right hand, a jemmy in his left, and 


workmen have dropped pets of paint and molten lead. 
Others consider it unfortunate to pass outside a ladder. 
These are they who have ste off the pavement into 
- mt ates Age yt nm 
The Folk-Lore with regard t is conflicting. 
ou have spilt salt on the table, and have then thrown a 
handful over your left shoulder, the 
this in his eyes seld 
averted. If you help your neighbour to — 
she are certain to quarrel if, at the time ee 


B 
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'¢ 
; 
! 
\ 
i 
“WHEN WE WERE BOYS TOGETHER!” 
+ AMvsine Toys NOW AS THEY USED TO MAKE Srxty On SEVENTY YEARS AGO; DO 
Tarr, Dick!” 
- | Unele Richard. “‘ No, x Gronoz! Normino ue!” 
VW MR. PUNCH’S SUMMARY, 1880. 
{ THE YEAR OF “‘ COMPENSATION FOR DISTURBANCE.” 
Disturbance. 
Tae Czar. | Dynamite. 
. SuLTAN. | Naval Demonstration. 
| King of Grerce. Patriotic People. 
: 
; y 
BisMancx. | GaMBETTA. 
‘ Gambetta. | Brsmarcx. 
: King of Iraty. | GaRIBALDI. 
s| Duke of Muprorp. | Punch. 
A Ruski. Everybody. 
f Jowzs and Brace. Temple Bar Griffin. 
; lnviye. Gaiety. 
_ Irish Landlord. Boyootting. 
} Lord Roszzrrr. Greeks. 
¢ Fawerrr. Telephone. 
Professional Beauties. Bills. 
it Police. Press. 
i Middlesex Magistrates. | Public Opinion. 
iz Lord Pawzance. CHARLES. 
{ Revds. Date and Enx- | Penzance. 
BAGET. 
4 GiapsTone. CHAMBERLAIN, 
3 : Lord Braconsrretp. GLapsTorE. 
{ The Whole World. Everywhere. 
; 


am etme 





GS To Oomnasros parm —Fhs Bastor does not hold himacl/ bound to acknowledge, return, or 
stamped ard derected neciopa 


fer Contributvons. In ne cast eam these be returned unless aecompanied by 6 
show ld be eh 
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Birch (The), 269 
Beeswing, 71 
Bencbless Baron (The), 275 
Ben ra, SF 266, 286 


249 
Bishops and Doctors, 245 
Bismarck’s New Busin ss, 146 
Blackfriars 232 


Blacking ‘em toWin, 144 
‘= Bom Voyage |” 506 





‘otes, 105 
Com -Writer ), 183 
Comprehensive View American Poli- 
ties (A), 208 


Dramatic anew, pr) 
“Drink! Drink! Drink |” 183 
Duke of Mudford and Bumbledom (The), 


150 
_—_ of Mudford in Gloomsbury (The), | 


Dulce est Dis-slippery in Loco, 216 
EastLy Guessed, 5 
East and West, 281 


244 
Essence of Parliament, 3, 16, 38, &c. 
“Ex Fumo dare Lucem |” 18 


Game ! 120 

} meer my 1880 hg 
Getting on with his Barrow, 
Give your Pry 
Goblin Goose ), 805 
Gees thera” os 
Government Secreta, 238 


ft 
~ 


~ / A, 
2. 7 


Great Lord’Mayor at Bournemouth (The), 


89 
sas = | Temptation to Visit Scotiand (A), 
Great Unwashed (A), 15 


ys in 
Hamer in Mud-Salad Market, 239 
Haunted ), 202 


Her Majesty's Haverleys, 129 
er "s ys, 
Hiatal a 

ty, 
A * Hauate,” 125 
Holly-ho! 292 
Home for the Holidays, 302 
Howe Sweet Home 
Honour to the Brave! 144 
Hooray! Olid Times Revived, 182 
Hopes of the Harvest, 76 
House and its Kiteben (The), 113 
House of Bondage (A), 278 
How and Why it was done! 206 
How I became « Lord Mayor, 216 
How it was Done, 257 
How to Rally Him, 202 
How to Win a Victory, 77 
“ Humorous Knight ” (A), 2023 
Hygeia, 192 
Hymn to the ht, 112 
I-peat v. the Boatman (The), 714 
Imperial, Royal, aud Academical, 172 


(A), 150 





nnocent 20 

| Irish Guy Fawkes (The), 102 

| Land (An), 288 

| Irish Notions of Notes, 53 
Italian Manosuvres (The), 178 

Jacques Orrewsacu, 173 

* Jester James,” 274 

Journalistic Enterprise, 256 

Justices’ Just! ve, 141 

Justin—Just Out, 159 

Kixe Log, 251 

“ Kismet”!!! 18 


oa 


128 
coach Club, 145 
5 


(The), 26 
Word with Dake of Mad 162 
Intelligence, 4 
1 


Paddle of the Futare, 9 
edger 161 


Hie 








i 


E 
| 
i 


i 
: 


| 
| 


162 
(The), 147, 170 


ha 


[ 
? 


Fa 


fr 


Ef 
i 


i 
§ 
é 


to 

M. P.'s Midsummer Night's Drean (The).45 

Mr. and Mrs. W. J. eves, &c., 112 

Mr. P.’s 7 

Mr. Punch’s Ni 6, 132 

Mr. Puoch’s Summary, 18+0, 310 

Mudfog Papers (The), 1o7 
m 


ite, 126 


Mudford Diagrace (The), 97 

= M and its Imitators (The), 
0 

Mud-Salad Market, 71 


Mud-Salad Market Hotel Guide (The), 90 
Muffin-Beli ), 262 

Music and Drama, 9% 

My Little Brown Mare, 250 

Mysteries of London, 282 

Mysterious Wires, 193 

My Yot, 88 

Natura Inbumanity, 45 

N 196 


Ni , 240 
No More Veterans, 219 
the Diary of a City Waiter, 
64, 77, 108, &e. 
Notes on the Niath, 23: 
Notices for Mudford Estate Office, 86 
ovel Anticipations, 113, 170 
Novelty (A), 216 
and Neighbours, 90 
1880, 198 
to my Derby, 257 
O’Dowd at the O’ Dolphi (The), 208 
Off! 141 
“Oh, Swallow, Swallow |” 171 
“ Ob, what a Pall was thore |” 146 
“ Old King Coal” and the Fug Demon, 220 
Olivette ; or, an Acquired Taste, 157 


On the Loose, 167 


i 


Our Booking Office, 214, 283, 265, 4. 
Our Geese, 74 

Our Hero, 43 

+ “tte 1, 180, 202, 
Our Representative Man, 17. 41, 72, 
Overseer’s Story (The 

Past and Present, 39 

Peer and the Possant (The), 137 
Perverse Facts and . 79 
Phenomenon out of (A), 48 
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Physic and French, 4 
Pick-me-up (A), 18? 
Pig and the Pastor (The), 281 





P| 





e272222 
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Wace of Waterloo (The), 189 
bad Story (The), 201 SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 
7 After Bathing at Troudeauville, 114 
47 | *amdecwe "Arriett’s Jersey Costume, 86 
are we coming to Next? #6 | Arttst’s Stratagem (An), 200 
» y a ou,” &o., 112 Fate Ls 
What st. Says, 226 Beby Wes Effic's , 188 
wee — Bopaaeny te veurty Porwridgs, 117 
ve to, an 
will do wien It? 15 Lee, Ch 
( 156 Retle and a Bewu (A), 977 
ork = Biehop and bis (A). 63 
meee Obstruction, 185  Bowrd- Schoolmaster Pupils, 265 
Where are the Police? 94 | Brigaon wings @ Pheasant, 31 
Where it Comes from, 214 ’ wp on the Bottle, 46 
Whose Griffin , 190 at a French Pork-butcher’s, 90 
Who will Getler it? 249 | Burcher and Douald’s Dog, &2 
“ Who will to Cupar,” 0, 146 t~ yt Dr. Tanner (A), 61 
Why Eat any More! 66 Butler and ne Sa. Se 
1 am ia | Char g and P. stleth waite, 
there are No “ this Week, Chariie’s caution against the 70 


3-22 


Conversstion 
Country Banker and Shaky Customer, 177 
Country Cousin’s Visit to the Academy, 


95 
Peas of Wiles Ge Cong 


Visiter to the Commons (A), 99 
van's Portrai 2 


Past Clerk at the Olympus (A) 262 
Festive Mamma and Gruwn-up Daughter, 
258 


Few ‘‘ Dancing Young Men” (A), 18 
Flock of iron-ciad Geese ( 4), 134 
Forster's Lrish Comp ing Bal 4) 8 
Fox Cub's Lamentation (A), 157 

French Girl with two Ages, 170 














3 
Getting the Best of a Riva!, 219 
Gladstone and Modern Athens, 242 
Gladstone and the Giants, 50 
Gladstone Stag (ihe 
Gladstone Stag ). 46 
he of the 166 


’ Barley, 

| Gog and Magow’s Turtle Fountain, 122 
| Hairdres-er’s Wax Model (A), 39 

| Hares and Rabbits before the Lords, 74 








— = 





a " Moderator (The), 146 

jes ma he pare 

Irish Foreman and a” 

irieh Frog Puzzle (The), »7¥ 

ae - acca and t, 

Jew and German on 

Jones and a French ly, 08 

—_ nee of Oid Chicory's Shoot- 

oy who had en Many bene | 263 
Bird-nesting 83 

Ledy's Ulster 266 

aad on » Husbend, 66 


Tivut-nant under Bxam., 227 
Licutenant’s Donel V.0. (a), 287 
Li tle Amy on Enf. reed 238 
Little Boy left alone with . 16 
Lord Chief Justice's a4 
Lord Mayor MeArthur, 

Lord Mayor's 

Lora 


ne 

Mamma and Nauguty 78 

Map of the Morford Estate, ‘eo 

Mise Diane snd a Male athe 

BF. Unseated for Bribery (ah 
_ at a Boulogne 8, 

4 _ ‘s Travelling ee 138 


Music prevents Jones's proposing, 2 
Negro taking a Sea-Bath, 131 


New Butler's 

New Curate playing, Lawn 2 
ow Steel Yacht, “‘ Punch-Bowl ” (Tis), 
Nurse and the Doctor's 204 

Old Gentlemen at a ; 

Old Lady and “ Convict "oT 


Old Lady buying Consols, 306 

Old Lady Fanatic (An), 275 

Old Lady flattering the Curate, 216 

Old Toll-keeper and Stout Equestrienre, 
156 


Our Contributor baving bis Hair 108 
Our Little Gomes, 21, 245, 281 -“ 

Pat and the Hare. 84 a 
Picture Dealer and a Painter (A), 267 
ee Picture of Mrs. Cimabue Brown, 


eee ee ee 
Piimsoli’s Adieu ! e 
Postlethwaite’s Luncheon, 
Proof that the Earth move, Ti 

and the Law Courts’ Clock, 
Puneh and Toby in Snow, 289 
Punch drinks to the NW. BR. A, I¢ 

and Artful Tramp, 87 


Result of Tomkins’s Pirst 
Reviewing our pet 246 

Right Hw. Jobn ht (The), 250 
Sandwich Man (4), 178 


Schoolboy Ciphering, 
Scotcbmen and W. Ra 


s Difficult Task (A), 198 
s s 185 
Shrr Party's 154 
Sir Willixm Vernon 230 


eres Horsenail’s School S 
cktroker's 8 

Stout General wd Hive Tailor, 

Stout Major and Professional Actor, 180 
Sugar that Melts 


a so, 147 
Suitan and Ponech’s Cartooe Fe 
Temperance Orator’s 8, and B., 
Temple Bar J ry 











LONDOs ; BRADBURY, AGNEW, & 00,, PRINTERS, WHITEFRLARS. 























